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THE  SUPERNATURAL; 
AND  "SUPERNATURAL  RELIGION." 


The  world  has  lately  rung  with 
some  of  those  wild,  sharp,  uaaccus- 
tomed  notes  which  are  said  to  pre- 
sa^  great  storms,  or  natural  con- 
Tiusions.  A  modem  writer,  who  has 
something  of  the  magical  touch 
of  great  writers  of  the  past,  and 
who  has  enriched  our  literature  by 
an  account  of  the  terrible  winter  of 
1685,  such  as  De  Foe  might  have 
been  proud  to  have  written,  has 
spoken  repeatedly  of  the  weird  and 
unwonted  sounds  that  heralded,  or 
accompanied  the  great  oold.*  Some 
such  presage  of  the  coming  war  of 
elements,  in  mute  expectation  of 
which  Europe  is  shuddering  into 
hostile  camps,  may  be  reeog^nized 
in  a  work  which  is  perhaps  more 
confident  in  tone  than  exact  in 
logic,  but  which  has  disquieted 
many  a  reader,  under  the  title  of 
Supernatural  Religion. 


There  is  an  assumption  of  no 
slight  importance  which  lies  at  the 
very  threshold  of  this  work.  And 
not  only  from  the  mere  circum- 
stance of  being  assumed,  is  that 
assumption  unphilosophical,  but 
it  further  involyes  a  tacit  ac- 
ceptance of  almost  all  for  which 
the  author  subsequently  contends. 
It  may  be  said  tliat  it  is  a  mere 
question  of  words  as  to  which  we 
take  exception.  But  the  reply  is, 
that  in  all  exact  thought,  the  de- 
finition of  the  language  used  is  a 
necessary  preliminary.  It  is  not 
needful  for  the  philosophical  writer 
to  giye  an  etymological  derivation 
of  his  terms,  or  to  give  an  historical 
account  of  the  different  senses  in 
which  they  have  been  employed  or 
understood.  But  it  is  necessary 
for  him  to  define  the  sense  in  which 
he  intends  to   use  any  important 
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word  ;  and  further,  to  use  it  inva- 
riably in  that  sense. 

The  word  to  which  we  refer  is 
**  Supernatural."  The  use  of  this 
word  opens  the  door  to  a  fallacy. 
In  the  first  place,  it  is  employed  to 
indicate  a  group  of  phenomena, 
real  or  asserted,  of  which  the  causes 
are  too  subtle  to  be  grasped  by  the 
chemist  or  the  mechanic.  The  true 
phrase  to  denote  the  character  of 
these  phenomena  would  rather  be 
the  enao-physical,  as  denoting  the 
inner  forces  of  nature ;  the  orypto- 
physical ;  or  some  such  compound 
term.*  For  by  the  use  of  the  pre- 
position super^  is  introduced  the 
further  idea  of  a  power  apart  from, 
and  even  hostile  to,  the  order  of 
nature.  If  such  a  power  be,  in- 
deed, traceable  in  its  operation,  it 
is  a  subject  for  the  most  careful 
study.  But  to  assume  that  forces 
which  are  subtle  in  their  influence, 
and  hidden  from  the  ordinary  in- 
struments of  observation  as  to  their 
origin,  are  therefore  supernatural, 
in  the  sense  of  being  opposed  to 
nature,  is,  in  point  of  fact,  neither 
more  nor  less  than  a  relic  of 
Fetishism. 

It  is  therefore  necessary,  before 
any  conclusions  based  on  an  argu- 
ment in  which  the  word  super- 
natural is  employed  can  be  accepted 
by  the  rational  judgment,  to  define 
the  sense,  or  rather  to  avoid  the  use, 
of  an  ambiguous  word.  The  ad- 
mission that  anything  is  contrary 
to  ordinary  experience,  or  inexplic- 
able on  definite  physical  grounds, 
is  one  thing ;  the  assertion  that  it  is 
contrary  to  natural  law  is  another. 
That  the  latter  assertion  may  be 
equivalent  to  the  statement  of  a 
logical  absurdity  is  a  position  which 
is,  at  aU  etents,  capable  of  defence. 
There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the 
evidence  which  must  be  produced  in 


order  to  justify  a  belief  in  any 
event  which,  in  this  sense  of  the 
word,  is  supernatural,  ought  to  be 
of  a  positive  order.  But  there  is 
no  doubt  that  we  are  in  the 
habit,  and  rightly  in  the  habit,  of 
believing  many  things  that  are 
beyond  our  own  experience,  on 
evidence  which  is  very  far  from 
positive. 

It  cannot  be  maintained  that  it 
is  more  philosophical  to  assert  that 
a  hidden  cause,  or  a  subtly  origin- 
ated force,  must  be  contrary  to  the 
order  of  nature,  than  it  is  to  deduce 
from  such  an  assumption  the  infer- 
ence that  the  occurrence  of  events 
attributable  to  such  hidden  cause 
is  so  absolutely  improbable  as  to 
be  umworthy  of  serious  investiga- 
tion. Ready  incredulity  is  no  whit 
more  respectable  than  ready  credu- 
lity. Each  folly  is  alike  removed 
from  the  golden  mean  of  the  true 
and  modest  reception  of  adequate 
evidence.  To  endeavour,  there- 
fore, to  sway  the  judgment  of  the 
mass  of  readers  by  the  use  of  a 
term  which  it  is  easy  to  utter  in 
one  sense,  while  it  will  be  under- 
stood in  another,  is  one  of  those 
artifices  which  the  truthful  writer 
will  most  carefully  shum. 

It  is  more  easy,  and  more  gene-* 
rally  acceptable,  to  avoid  the  use  of  an 
equivocal,  or  easily  misapplied  term, 
than  it  is  to  use  it  under  a  special 
definition.  For  this  reason  it  is 
proposed  to  substitute,  in  the  fol- 
lowing pages,  the  word  '*  spiritual  *' 
for  the  word  '*  supernatural."  And 
in  order  to  avoid  the  very  error 
which  we  strive  to  shun,  namely, 
the  assumption  of  a  principle  by 
means  of  the  use  of  an  adjective, 
it  will  stiU  be  necessary,  first,  to 
define  in  what  sense  the  word 
"  spiritual  "  is  to  bo  used ;  and, 
secondly,  to  inquire  how  far  that 


*  We  have  latdy  aeeD,  in  aa  American  wgrk,  the  siiggestive  coinage,  "  arch- 
aafcoial."— [Bd.] 
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which  is  implied  by  the  term  is 
i^onsistent  with  evidence,  or  how 
far  it  is  deserring  of  disregard. 

It  is  only  since  the  discovery  of 
the  quantitative  elements  of  che- 
mistry, that  definite  scientific  proof 
has  been  obtained  of  a  fact  which 
has  been    dimly  and  impeifectly 
appreciated    from    the    dawn    of 
literature.    It  was  not  until  science 
had  grasped  the  law  of  the  action 
of  chemical    affinities,     that    the 
physiologist  was  enabled  to  demon- 
strate that  his    study  dealt  with 
something  apart  from   chemistry, 
as  chemical  force  acts  on  inorganic 
matter.       Organic  and    inorganic 
chemistry  are  sharply  distingmshed 
from  each  other.    It  is  not  so  much 
the  case  that  the  laws  of  chemical 
affinity,  or  ot  physical  energy,  are 
changfed  when  organization  super- 
venes, as  that  they  are  controlled 
by  the  presence  of  a  new  force.    It 
is   imnecessary    to    enter    into    a 
detailed  investigation  of  this  part 
of  the  subject,  as  no  chemist  will 
deny  the  statement.     An  organized 
body  consists  of,  or  rather  contains, 
a    certain    quantity    of      ponder- 
able matter,    the   exact  elements, 
and  proportions  of   the  elements, 
of  which  can  be  ascertained;  but 
which,  in  that  association  which  we 
call  organization,  behaves    in    an 
entirely  different  manner  from  that 
which  would  result  from  a  mechani- 
cal or  chemical  mixture  of  the  same 
elements.     In  place  of  a  state  of 
inert,  passive  inactivity,  in  which, 
the    ultimate     chemical     affinities 
having  exerted  their  influences,  no 
change  can  take  place  without  the 
action  of  some  external  force,   we 
see  a  state  of  constant  movement, 
change,  and  balance,  of  the  most 
subtle  nature.    No  organized  being 
is  ever  entirely  at  rest.    The  con- 
stituent elements  are  ever  undergo- 
ing change,  more  or  less  rapid.    A 
portion   of  the   substance  is  con- 
tinu:illy    being*     eliminated,     and 
Bjjji^    off    in     inorganic    form. 


Portions  of  firesh  substance  are 
continually  being  assimilated  to  the 
restless  whole.  Instead  of  being 
influenced  by  external  forces  alone, 
an  internal  force  is  apparently 
active.  Not  only  does  tnis  force 
keep  up  the  constant  chemical 
change  above  described,  but  certain 
functions  are  displayed  by  the  entire 
organism  of  a  nature  to  which 
chemistry  furnishes  no  parallel. 
We  witness  the  ph^iomena  of 
growth,  of  reproduction,  and  of 
decay.  There  is  a  force  which 
produces  the  phenomena  of  motion, 
which  produces,  or  imites  with, 
the  phenomena  of  sensation  and 
of  intelligence ;  of  passion,  of 
reason,  and  of  worship.  That  a  man 
differs  from  a  stone  is  not  a  new 
discovery.  How  he  differs  is  a 
question  on  which  chemistry  can 
shed  light,  at  least  to  a  certain 
extent. 

The  condition  or  state  on  the 
entrance  into  which  an  organization 
differs  from  inorganic  matter  is 
called  life.  Life  must  have  a  cause. 
In  order  to  inquire  into  the  nature 
of  thai  cause,  we  must  apply  to  it 
some  conditional  term.  For  that 
term  we  use  the  word  spirit.  In 
the  first  scientific  search  after  the 
cause  of  the  phenomena  of  life, 
we  shall  thus  not  inaptly  use  the 
word  spirit  to  express  that  unknown 
something  as  to  which  we  seek 
to  inquire. 

To  assume  that  the  nature  of 
spirit  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
scientific  question  is  profoundly 
unphilosophical;  hardly  less  so  than 
it  would  be  to  assume  that  we  are 
intimately  acquainted  with  its 
nature.  The  lesson  which  had  been 
read  to  those  who  would  arbitrarily 
fix  the  limit  of  what  man  can  know, 
by  the  discovery  of  the  spectroscope, 
should  never  be  forgotten .  Auguste 
Comte,  with  that  hasty  doppmatism 
which  has  done  so  much  to  diio.\iuA\v 
ins  splendid  services  to  p\ii\oaoif\iy> 
hiid  down  the  axiom  tlMttmaiLCOXuA. 
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know  nothing  of  sidereal  astronomy. 
The  spectroscope  has  shewn  how 
inferior  to  the  truth  was  the  limit 
thus  proposed  to  human  science. 

To  propose  what  has  been  called 
the  material  hypothesis  is  to  in- 
volve a  contraoiction  in  terms. 
Men  have  said  that  there  can  be 
nothine  in  a  mixture  which  is  not 
in  its  elements.  That  may  be  logi- 
cally true.  But  it  hardly  bears  on 
the  question ;  which  is,  to  ascertain 
what  the  elements  of  an  organized 
being  are.  It  is  very  clear  that  such 
a  being  contains  something  more 
than  a  given  quantity  of  ponderable 
and  analysable  matter. 

Again,  life  is  spoken  of  as  the 
function  of  that  wluch  lives.  Very 
true ;  but  we  are  asking,  not  for  a 
definition,  but  for  a  cause.  Life 
may  be  called  a  fimction  of 
organization.  But  we  seek  the 
cause  of  the  condition  under  which 
that  function  is  manifested.  The 
chemist  may  object  to  the  term 
**  vital  principle,"  if  introduced  as 
an  element  of  an  organic  being  of 
which  we  have  no  distinct  cogni- 
sance. But  no  man  of  logical 
habit  can  object  to  the  term  **  vital 
principle"  or  ** spirit"  as  provision- 
ally applied  to  the  unknown  cause 
which  has  presided  over,  efPected, 
and  maintained  the  organization  of 
any  organic  being. 

That  this  unknown  cause,  this 
spirit,  this  vital  principle,  is  a  dis- 
tmct  entity  in  any  given  instance, 
is  a  scientific  h3rpothesis  which  is,  in 
the  first  instance,  plainly  admissible. 
Not  a  word  can  be  urged  against  it 
as  an  h3rpothe8is.  Beffarded  in  that 
light,  it  will  serve  to  lulfil  the  func- 
tion of  all  true  hypotheses ;  it  will 
facilitate  the  co-ordination  of 
phenomena.  More  than  that,  it  will 
xumish  a  possible  explanation  of 
phenomena  for  whicn  no  other 
explanation  has  been  offered.  It 
ifi  therefore  not  surprising  that  this 
}iyxK>the8is,  however  far  from  being 
oouched  in  scientific  terms,  has  been 


tacitly  adopted  by  the  great  mass, 
of  mankind  from  the  commence- 
ment of  human  history.  The- 
existence  of  spiritual  entities,  effec- 
tive as  causes  for  specific  organiza- 
tions, is  not,  indeed,  proved  by  the 
consideration  that  such  an  hypo- 
thesis furnishes  a  feasible  explana- 
tion of  much  that  is  otherwise 
unintelligible  ;  but  it  is  at  least 
rendered  probable  by  that  fact. 

The  invisible,  intangible,  impon- 
derable force  of  which  we  speak  as. 
Spirit,  or  vital  principle,  although 
too  subtle  to  be  brought  to  the- 
scale  beam  or  collected  in  the  re- 
ceiver, is  yet  not  altogether  removed 
from  the  sphere  of  direct  scientific 
experiment.  Science  is  aware  of 
invisible,  intangpible,  imponderable 
forces,  which  are  neither  imaginar>% 
nor  incapable  of  some  degree  of 
actual  measurement.  Such  are  the 
electric,  the  magnetic,  and  the 
actinic  forces.  Such  is  gravity ;  a 
force  which  seems  to  pass,  in  its 
method  of  display,  from  the  ordi- 
nary phenomenon  of  weight,  at 
appreciable  distance,  through  the 
intervening  phase  of  capillary 
attraction,  to  the  intimate  state  of 
molecular  attraction,  whether  homo- 
geneous or  heterogeneous.  Of 
these  forces  no  doubt  exists,  al- 
though man  is  ignorant  of  their 
cause.  Nor  does  any  more  doubt 
exist  of  the  reality  of  that  vital 
force  as  to  the  cause  of  which  we 
inquire. 

These  subtle  forces  can  be  so  far 
grasped  by  the  physicist  that  he 
can  call  them  into  activity.  Ha 
can  excite  electric  force  by  friction, 
or  by  chemical  agency.  He  can 
cause  soft  iron  to  display  the 
phenomena  of  magnetism,  by  sur- 
rounding a  bar  with  the  g^vanic 
current.  Knowing  the  circum- 
stances  under  which  each  force  is 
developed,  he  can,  if  provided  with 
certain  elements,  ensure  the  display 
of  these  forces  at  will. 

Allowing  for  the  greater  subtlety^ 
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o1>8curity,  and  complexity  of  the 
circomstanceB  under  which  the  yital 
force  is  developed,  science  can  also 
produce  its  display,  no  less  clearly 
than  it  can  terminate  its  exercise. 
For  each  physical  or  chemical  phe- 
nomenon, the  presence  of  appro- 
priate elements  is  needful,  oo  is 
it  with  vital  phenomena.  A  certain 
condition  of  matter,  a  condition 
only  to  be  met  with  in  matter  that 
is  already  organized,  is  necessary, 
so  far  as  we  are  aware,  for  the 
origination  of  the  phenomenon  of 
independent  orgamzation.  That 
condition  present,  the  phenomenon 
may  be  produced  at  will.  By 
applying  warmth  to  the  egg,  or 
warmth  and  moisture  to  the  seed, 
man  may  supply  the  requisite  con- 
dition to  call  into  active  life  matter 
already  potentially  alive.  By  fer- 
tilizing the  stigma  of  one  plant  by 
the  pcnlen  of  another,  the  botanist 
can  produce  a  vegetable  hybrid. 
By  fertilizing  the  spawn  of  one  of 
the  Batrachia,  the  physiologist  may 
light  the  Isunp  of  Hfe  with  his  own 
hand.  By  the  aid  of  the  micro- 
scope he  may  observe  the  imme- 
diate change;  he  may  detect  the 
very  moment  of  the  substitution  of 
the  law  of  inorganic  for  that  of 
organic  chemistry ;  and  witness  the 
commencement,  from  striking  the 
first  spark  of  life,  of  the  self- 
upbnilding  of  an  organic  being. 

But  aluLough  the  inception  of 
the  vital  process  can  be  thus 
effected  by  the  man  of  science,  with 
little  less  certitude  than  that  of 
any  process  in  inorganic  chemistry, 
the  course  pursued  by  the  subse- 
quent development  is  altogether 
clifferent.  In  the  inorganic  expe- 
riment every  step  can  be  predicted. 
The  behaviour  of  every  element, 
and  every  combination,  can  be 
definitively  predicted.  In  the 
organic  experiment  a  very  different 
law  prevails.  Individuality  be- 
comes Bpparent  No  portion  of 
juijr  pure    cbemieal   element,    or 


homogeneous  compound  is  distin- 
guishable, in  itself,  from  any  other 
equal  portion.  Every  organic 
being,  so  far  as  we  can  examine,  is 
distiufl^shable  from  every  other 
orgamc  being.  In  the  lowest  and 
humblest  forms  of  life  our  powers  of 
perception  are  too  gross  to  enable 
us  to  discern  differences  which,  if 
relatively  very  great,  are  positively 
too  minute  for  our  comprehension* 
But  when  we  take  any  individual 
of  any  organic  species  that  is  of 
sufficient  magnitude  to  aUow  us  to 
become  acquainted  with  its  indivi- 
duality, every  such  individulal, 
man,  beast,  tree,  has  a  distinct 
idiosyncrasy,  not  to  be  confounded 
with  any  other  idiosyncrasy. 

This  distinct  attribute  of  orga- 
nized beings,  the  attribute  of 
individuality,  is  one  which  is  as 
peculiar  to  living  forms  as  is  the 
modification  of  chemical  and  of 
physical  phenomena  effected  under 
the  control  of  living  organization. 
It  points  to  a  difference  in  the 
nature  of  the  force,  corresponding 
to  the  different  manifestation .  And 
no  explanation  can  be  suggested  of 
this  Imown  fact  that  docs  not,  more 
or  less  truly,  come  to  the  same 
thing  as  the  conception  of  a  distinct 
entity  as  the  actual  cause  of  life. 
The  action  of  the  chemical  and 
physical  powers  that  can  be  called 
into  activity,  under  proper  condi- 
tions, by  human  experiment,  is  gene- 
rally definite  and  practicable.  The 
action  of  the  vital  power,  which, 
under  proper  conditions,  can  be 
called  into  activity  by  human  ex- 
periment, is  specifld,  individual,  not 
to  be  defined  or  predicted  except 
within  wide  limits.  In  each  such 
experiment  occurs  the  indication  of 
the  awakening,  or  the  ministering 
occasion  for  the  exertion,  of  a 
distinct,  independent,  automatic, 
somewhat  capricious  force.  Thecon- 
di^on  can  be  onlyfulfiile^^Boiat^A 
we  can  see,  by  the  existence  oi  <iia- 
tinctf  invisible,  spiritual  eu^ti©^. 


The  Supernatural ;  atid  ^^  Supernatural  ReUgion.'*^        [July 


The  presence  of  a  force  the  opera- 
tion of  which  cannot  be  exactly  pre- 
dicted, thus  forms  the  main  distinc- 
tion between  organic  and  inorganic 
existence.  In  want  of  a  better  term, 
we  may  speak  of  this  element  of 
incertitude  as  capricious.  Its  action 
becomes  more  marked  the  higher 
we  ascend  in  the  scale  of  organiza- 
tions. Its  presence,  down  to  the 
lowest  limit  of  our  power  of  obser- 
vation, gives  distinct  individuality 
to  each  organic  being,  using  the 
word  in  a  higher  sense  than  numeric 
indication  alone.  No  difference  of 
nature  is  conceivable  between  dif- 
ferent portions  of  the  same  chemical 
element.  But  the  identity  of  species, 
in  the  higher  forms  of  life,  subsists 
under  wide  differences  of  individual 
development. 

Organic  beings,  like  inorganic 
matter,  are  subject  to  continuous 
experiment.  Within  certain  limits 
the  result  of  treatment  may  be  fore- 
told. But  identical  treatment,  so 
far  as  it  is  possible  to  produce  it, 
does  not  produce  identical  results 
in  different  individuals.  Such 
results  ag^ee  generically  but  not 
specifically.  Out  of  a  given  number 
of  seeds  of  the  same  plant,  sown  in 
the  same  soil,  watered,  illuminated, 
and  sheltered  in  the  same  manner, 
no  two  will  produce  plants  that  are 
absolutely  identical  in  form.  Of 
the  eggs  laid  and  hatched  by  the 
same  hen  bird,  no  two  will  produce 
individuals  that  cannot  be  readily 
distinguished  from  one  another  by 
those  who  study  their  forms.  The 
higher  we  ascend  the  more  marked 
does  this  individuality  of  character 
appear.  Surrounding  conditions 
have  a  powerful  effect  on  develop- 
ment ;  an  effect  that  may  be  called 
generic.  But  they  have  never  the 
effect  of  destroying  the  individual 
peculiarity,  although  they  are  often 
expressly  directed  to  this  very  end. 

Against  this  view  of  the  active 
phenomena  of  life  it  is  only  possible 
to   urge    the    hy]x>thesis  that  all 


differences  of  individuals  are  due- 
to  differences  of  condition,  although 
these  may  be  too  minute  to  grasp. 
Such  an  hypothesis,  however,  can 
at  best  only  be  called  the  abandon- 
ment of  a  position  with  trumpets 
sounding  and  colours  flying.  So 
far  as  either  observation  or  experi- 
ment can  guide  us,  the  behaviour  of 
Ai^y  organic  being,  using  the  term 
in  its  most  general  sense,  is  the 
resultant  of  the  action  of  external 
conditions  and  external  forces,  modi- 
fied by  that  central  internal  force 
which  maintains  the  condition  cf 
life. 

No  intelligpible  solution  of  this, 
imdeniable  phenomenon  has  ever 
yet  been  proposed,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  tnat  of  the  existence  of 
spiritual  entities,  capable,  under 
given  conditions,  of  association  with 
matter,  and  of  building  up  the 
individual  members  of  organic 
species.  It  is  not  asserted  that 
such  a  theory  is  demonstrated.  But 
while,  on  the  one  hand,  it  is  the  only 
hypothesis  yet  suggested  that  meets 
the  facts  of  the  case,  on  the  other 
hand  no  grave  objection  has  ever 
yet  been  formulatea  as  to  its  suffici- 
ency. As  a  scientific  hypothesis, 
therefore,  it  stands  on  the  level 
which  most  nearly  approaches  to 
that  of  ascertained  trutn.  It  meets 
all  requirements,  it  is  obnoxious  to 
no  grave  objections.  It  may  bo 
thought  to  approach  as  near  to 
certitude  as  the  nature  of  the  case 
will  allow. 

The  general,  or  it  might  be  called 
the  practically  universal,  belief  of 
mankind  in  the  existence  of  spiritual 
entities,  as  forming  in  fact  the  real 
essence  of  the  individual  in  each 
or^nic  being,  is  thus  far  from 
bemg  opposed  to  science.  It  is,  so> 
far  as  science  has  yet  advanced,  the 
most  scientific  hypothesis.  It  is  in 
the  species  with  which  we  are  most 
familiar,  that  of  man,  that  the 
phenomena  of  life  have  been  most 
anciently     and     most     generally 
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studied,  and  that  the  chief  interest 
of  the  subject  undoubtedly  centres. 
But  it  is  in  the  species  at  the  other 
extremity  of  the  scale,  those  which 
are  most  removed  from  man,  that 
experiment  is  most  easy,  and  that 
deiinite  results  are  most  readily 
obtained  at  the  choice  of  the 
experimenter.  It  is  this  sepa- 
ration of  the  field  of  inquiry,  into 
that  of  the  most  interesting  obser- 
vation, and  that  of  the  most  positive 
experiment,  that  has  been  one  main 
occasion  of  the  doubt  thrown  by 
many  writers  on  the  scientific  evi- 
dence for  the  existence  of  spiritual 
entities. 

It  is,  perhaps,  not  the  same  thing 
to  shew  that  the  existence  of  a 
spiritual  entity,  in  a  material  organ- 
isation, is  a  necessary  h3rpothesis, 
and  to  conclude  that  such  an  entity 
has  an  independent  existence,  apart 
from  such  organization.  Such,  of 
course,  is  the  natural  inference. 
And  with  regard  especially  to  the 
highest  cases — to  human  existence 
— ^there  is  a  great  body  of  argu- 
ment from  which  it  is  the  natural 
result  that  the  connection  of  the 
human  spirit  with  the  human 
organization  is  rather  a  phase  or 
period  in  the  existence  of  that 
spirit  than  the  total  duration  of 
its  individualitv. 

Thus  it  is  undoubted  that  many 
of  the  phenomena  of  human  life 
are  rather  such  as  point  to  the 
association  of  a  distinct  entity  with 
an  organized  abode,  than  to  the 
existence  of  a  single  compoimd 
material  being.  The  phenomena 
of  accidental  injuries  bear  upon 
this  question.  Accident,  or  disease, 
will  suddenly  disable  more  or  less 
important  parts  of  the  organization, 
without  any  corresponding  inter- 
ference with  the  mental  energy.  It 
may  be  urged  that  such  observa- 
tions are  local;  that  the  brain  is 
the  organ  of  mental  energj;  and 
that  the  \os8  of  a  limb,  or  the 
derangoment    of    any    important 


fimction,  only  very  slightly  affects 
the  brain. 

But  such  a  reply  is  virtually  to 
admit  the  very  point  in  question. 
If  we  can  conceive  of  an  organization 
in  which  the  vital  principle  should 
be,  not  the  cause  and  rule,  but  the 
consequence,  of  or^^uiization,  we 
must  conceive  of  an  injury  to  a  part 
as  an  injury  to  the  whole.  Ii,  on 
the  other  hand,  we  divide  the 
activity  of  the  vital  force,  and  ap- 
portion distinct  organs  to  its  distinct 
energies,  such  as  the  brain  to  the 
fimction  of  thought,  we  at  once 
admit  the  distinct  individuality  of 
the  spiritual  entity,  which  thus  di- 
versely acts  with  or  by  its  different 
material  organs. 

The  phenomena  of  sudden  and 
violent  death,  in  the  full  prime  and 
vigour  of  life,  are  intelligible  on 
the  hypothesis  of  an  independent 
spiritual  existence.  They  are  very 
strongly  opposed  to  our  sense  of 
probability  on  the  hypothesis  of 
such  an  accident  proving  the  actual 
extinction  of  the  energy  which,  up 
to  that  moment,  was  so  full  of  ap- 
parent vitality.  Such  an  event 
more  resembles,  so  far  as  wo  can 
judge,  the  sudden  fracture  of  a 
vessel  containing  a  liquid,  than  the 
annihilation  of  a  living  beiug.  The 
glass  is  shivered — the  water  escapes. 
The  man  is  stabbed — can  the 
automatic  centre  of  love,  hope,  and 
intelligence  be  destroyed  by  such  a 
casualty  ? 

The  fact  that,-  as  a  common  heri- 
tage of  mankind,  the  inmiortality 
of  the  soul  has  been  matter  of  hope 
and  of  faith,  if  not  in  itself  a 
definite  proof,  is  a  matter  of  ex- 
treme import.  We  are  not  entitled 
to  dismiss  such  a  mass  of  evidence 
without  explaining  how  the  belief 
can  have  originated.  We  may  con- 
ceive of  mankind,  either  as  having 
gradually  risen,  as  h,  species,  from  an 
humbler  development,  or  aa  \\a\m% 
retrograded  &om  a  liiglieT  ataX^ 
of    development    to    t\ie  lo^r^^t 
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grade  now  to  be  found  among 
savage  tribes.  Those  who  hold  the 
latter  view  hold  also  the  doctrine 
that  definite  instruction  as  to  reli- 
gious subjects  was  communicated 
to  man  in  his  earliest  stage  of  exis- 
tence. Those  who  accept  the 
former,  which  has  attained  so 
marked  a  development  in  our 
days,  find  themselves  face  to  face 
with  the  important  problem  of  the 
origin,  in  the  human  mind,  of  both 
the  sentiment  and  the  conception 
of  religion. 

It  may  well  be  said  to  be  impos- 
sible, on  the  bare  material  theory 
of  human  life,  to  suggest  any  hypo- 
thesis for  the  existence,  or  for  the 
development,  of  these  separate 
faculties  of  the  human  mind.  In 
this,  as  indeed  in  almost  every 
branch  of  philosophical  inquiry. 
Materialism  presents  but  a  hopeless 
blank.  As  it  fails  to  present  any 
intelligent  hypothesis  as  to  the 
law  of  the  well-known  differ- 
ence between  organic  and  inor- 
ganic chemistry,  so  is  it  perfectly 
silent,  confused,  and  helpless  as 
to  any  problem  that  arises  from 
the  study  of  history,  or  the  at- 
tempt to  draw  from  the  book 
of  nature  any  lessons  beyond  those 
of  chemical  or  physical  science. 
The  creative  faculty,  most  thinkers 
hold,  is  denied  to  man.  It 
may  not  be  within  the  range  of 
the  human  intellect  to  conceive  a 
perfectly  new  idea,  nor  in  that  of 
the  human  power  to  embody  such 
an  idea.  We  can  call  no  new  form 
of  life  into  being.  That  man 
shoidd  have  formed  the  idea  of  an 
invisible,  ever-acting  Ruler  and 
Maker  of  all,  would  be  an  excep- 
tion to  such  a  general  law  so  striking 
as  to  render  the  observations  on 
which  the  asserted  law  was  based 
entirely  anomalous.  Again,  that 
man  should  find  within  him  the 
instincts  of  veneration,  faith,  trusk, 
and  hope,  as  directed  to  a  future 
life,    to    the    prosecution,     under 


changed  conditions,  of  that  educa- 
tion which,  in  the  highest  class  of 
human  minds,  becomes  yet  more 
active  the  greater  is  the  wealth 
accumulated  by  experience;  that 
he  should  be  able  to  form  the  con- 
ception of  a  happy  immaterialised 
existence,  if  no  such  lot  were  in 
store  for  him,  would  be  contrary  to 
all  that  we  know  of  organic  func- 
tion. All  instincts  have  their  object 
or  final  cause,  as  well  as  their 
source.  All  conceptions,  so  far  as 
we  can  verify  them,  have  their 
appropriate  objective  existence. 
That  the  highest  conceptions,  and 
the  noblest  instincts  should  alone 
be  false,  visionary,  and  unfounded, 
would  be  an  anomaly  in  the  ob- 
served order  of  nature. 

It  is  easy  to  speak  of  religion  as 
the  invention  of  a  priestly  class. 
That  cruel  advantage  is  constantly 
taken  of  any  form  of  human  weak- 
ness by  moral  sharks  is  as  certain 
as  that  the  wounded  fish,  or  rat,  or 
wolf  is  at  once  devoured  by  its 
congeners.  But  the  fuUest  admis- 
sion of  this  kind  still  leaves  the 
root  of  the  matter  intact.  The 
priest  may  take  advantage  of  the 
fear  of  future  punishment ;  but  in 
what  did  that  fear  originate  ?  The 
priest  may  prey  upon  the  abuse  of 
a  human  instinct;  but  no  priest, 
philosopher,  or  legislator  could  ever 
originate  a  human  instinct.  He 
could  only  direct  his  intelligence  to 
the  cultivation  or  to  the  abuse  of 
certain  beliefs.  The  origin  of  these 
beliefs  is  a  question  entirely  im- 
affected  by  his  conduct.  The  ques- 
tion is  not  as  to  the  form  which, 
among  any  people,  or  at  any  time, 
religious  belief  has  assumed ;  but 
as  to  the  fact  that  belief,  under 
some  form  or  other,  is  practically 
universal. 

There  are  two  other  independent 
considerations,  from  each  of  which 
may  be  drawn  an  inference  as  dis- 
tinct as  any  at  which  it  is  possi- 
ble to  arrive  in  this  class  of  inquiry. 
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The  first  of  these   results  from 
the    obserration     of    the    perfect 
economy  of  nature.    No  fragments 
of  her  feast  arc  lost.     The  mode  in 
which  the  elements  of  the  material 
world,    in    that    constant    change 
which  pervades  alike  inorganic  and 
organic  existence,  are  continually 
assuming  new  forms  of  combination ; 
— ^the  manner  in  which,  amid  this 
constant  change,  may  bd  traced  the 
secular  development   of  progress; 
how  reptilian  life  succeeded  aquatic 
life,  to  be  in  its  turn  succeeded  by  a 
terrestrial  faima ; — this  perfect  eco- 
nomy, and  steady  progress  of  nature 
are  altogether   irreconcilable  with 
the  waste  that  would  ensue  if  mortal 
life  formed  the  whole  of   human 
existence.    A  vast  and  well  ordered 
series  culminates  in  the  production 
of  an  intelligent  being,  capable  of 
education  to  a  power  and  a  dignity 
to  which  no  limit  can  be  readilv 
assigned.     The  education  of  each 
indiyidoal  of  this  race  corresponds, 
as  n>ecies  corresponds  to  genus,  to 
the  nistoric  education  of  the  whole 
race.     The  term  race,  in  fact,  is  a 
philosophic  conception ;  the  actual 
fact  is  the  existence  of  an  enormous 
number  of  individuals.    To  suppose 
that  each  of  these  individuals  shall 
undergo  an  education  for  the  short 
space    of    threescore  or    fourscore 
years,   an  education  for  which  an 
immeasured    past     has     provided 
facilities,  and  then,  this  degree  of 
excellence  attained,  that  all  is  lost, 
all  is  wasted,  and  the  cultivated 
product     of     so    much    combined 
thought  and  toil  is  to  be  blown  like 
the  chaff  from  the  threshing  floor, 
is  an  hypothesis  so  contrary  to  all 
that  we  can  observe  of  the  order  of 
nature,  and  so  unsupported  by  either 
reason  or  analogy,  that  it  certainly 
throws  the  onus  of  proof  on  the  side 
of  the  materialist  advocate. 

Again  with  regard  to  the  entire 
order  of  visible  nature.  It  must 
either  be  or  not  be  the  result  of 
d^nite  law,  oxder,  and  reason.  But 


the  negative  h3rpothesis  is  one  that 
cannot  be  stated  in  plain  terms. 
To  affirm  that  there  is  no  law  or 
order  is  to  affirm  the  existence  of  a 
chaos  of  which  we  have  no  know- 
ledge. To  affirm  the  action  of  law 
is  only  in  other  words  to  affirm  the 
action  of  thought,  reason,  wisdom. 
Nor  is  this  any  other  conception 
than  that  of  a  thinking,  reasoning, 
wise  Power.  Thus  from  the  very 
fact  of  the  existence  of  the  material 
order  of  the  universe,  the  thought  is 
irresistibly  led  to  the  belief  in  an 
invisible  Maker  and  Euler.  Our 
conception  of  this  being  may  be  to 
the  laist  degree  inadequate ;  but  the 
human  mind  must  be  deficient  in  a 
natural  faculty  that  is  without  some 
such  conception. 

Considerations  of  this  nature, 
rather  indicated  than  wrought  into 
sjrstem,  are  enough  to  shew  that 
the  general  belief  of  mankind,  first, 
in  the  distinct  nature  of  spiritual 
entities,  as  the  primary  principles 
of  organized  beings ;  secondly,  in 
the  permanent  existence  of  such 
entities,  that  is  to  say,  in  the  immor- 
tality of  the  soul ;  and  thirdly,  in 
the  rule  and  government  of  nature 
by  invisible  power,  are  not  only  not 
unphilosophical,  but  are  so  closely 
in  accordance  with  all  phenomena 
that  their  negation  is  all  but  incon- 
ceivable. If  brought  forward,  not 
as  a  positive,  but  as  a  negative, 
hj^iotheais,  the  denial  amounts  to 
little  less  than  a  refusal  to  think 
at  all.  For,  on  the  one  hand,  the 
spiritual  hypothesis  is  adequate,  as 
an  hypothesis,  to  explain  and  co- 
ordinate the  phenomena.  On  the 
other  hand,  no  hypothesis  of  a 
contrary  nature  has  ever  yet  been 
suggested,  according  to  which  any 
such  explanation  could  be  given. 
We  are  thus  shut  up  eitner  to  the 
adoption  of  some  form  or  other  of 
spiritual  hypothesis,  or  to  the  blank 
negation  of  thought  as  to  the  inti- 
mate nature  of  the  phenomena  of 
material  existence. 
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It  results  &om  this  view  that  the 
historic  account  of  the  origin  of  such 
a  mighty  movement  as  the  establish- 
ment of  Christianity  has  to  be 
regarded  from  a  totally  different 
standpoint  from  that  wluch  is  occu- 
pied by  such  a  writer  as  the  author 
of  Supernatural  Religion,  Instead 
of  haying  our  attention  directed  to 
a  certain  number  of  events,  each  of 
which  was  in  itself  either  incredible 
or  to  be  rendered  credible  only  by 
a  species  of  evidence  which  is  not 
forthcoming,  we  are  called  on  to 
investigate  phenomena  which,  how- 
ever special,  are  cases  of  what  has 
always  been  considered  to  be  a 
general  law. 

If  it  be  not  only  not  absurd, 
but  highly  probable,  that  a  spiritual 
entity  forms  the  primary  principle 
of  man ;  if  it  be  further  highly  pro- 
bable that  the  course  and  order  of 
the  world  is  directed  by  a  Supreme 
Power  and  Intelligence,  it  is  indis- 
pensable that  some  method  of 
commimicating  the  wisli  of  the 
'  Supreme  Intelligence  to  the  sub- 
jects  of  his  rule  must  exist,  and 
must,  when  requisite,  come  into 
operation.  This  logical  result  of 
the  hypothesis,  again,  has  been 
tacitly  ac(;epted  by  mankind.  That 
God,  however  imperfectly  con- 
ceived by  man,  has,  at  times,  com- 
municated with  man,  is  the  belief 
of  man  as  a  race.  The  only  ques- 
tion that  remains,  if  we  once  admit 
the  spiritual  hypothesis,  is  as  to 
the  mode  of  communication. 

Unless,  therefore,  some  imcon- 
scious  error  has  glided  into  the 
foregoing  argument,  the  difference 
that  results  from  an  unphilosophical 
or  a  philosophical  use  of  the  word 
**  supernatural,"  is  briefly  this. 

If  the  word  imply  something 
opposed  to  the  ordinary  course, 
and  accepted  laws  of  nature,  the 
evidence  which  is  necessary  to  es- 
tablish the  occurrence  of  any 
supernatural  phenomenon  must  be 
of    a    precise    and    overwhelming 


kind.  It  must  be  so  clear  and 
certain  as  to  assume  the  foim  of 
logical  proof.  As  it  is  needed  to 
establish  something  which  is  primd 
facie  improbable,  not  to  say  incredi- 
ble, it  must  be  of  a  more  exact  and 
accurate  character  than  that  infor- 
mation which  supplies  the  ordinary 
data  of  human  life.  In  th& 
absence  of  such  evidence,  an 
absence  which  is  asserted  by  a 
certain  school  of  criticism,  religion, 
of  any  kind,  is  entirely  without 
adequate  basis. 

On  the  contrary,  if  we  regard  the- 
entire    group    of    phenomena    of 
which  what  is  called  the  super- 
natural forms  an  important  part, 
and  possibly  covers  tne  whole,  we 
find  ourselves  in  presence  of  a  seriea 
of  observations  of  which  a  portion 
may  be  confirmed  by  direct  experi- 
ment.    We  find,  in  the  simplest  of 
these  observations,  the  indication  of 
a  special  peculiarity  which  is  absent 
from  ordinary  chemical  and  mechan- 
ical phenomena.    This  ever  present 
characteristic,  of  independent,  auto- 
matic, or  individual  action,  increases 
in  its  intensity  with  each  ascending 
step  in  the  order  of  organization. 
In  the  highest  developments  it  not 
only    passes    far    beyond    human 
control,    but    may  reasonably   be 
held,  in  its  turn,  to  control  and 
modify  human   action.     On    some 
theory    of    this    nature,    however 
imperfect,   all   known  human    in- 
stitutions    have     been    originally 
established.      The  law,  the  litera- 
ture, and  the  poetry  of  mankind, 
no  less  than  its  architecture,  art, 
and  social  organization,  are  based 
on  the  belief  in  spiritual  entities, 
whether  existing  in  organized  and 
material  form,  or  believed  to  exist 
in  a    mode  not    distinctly  to    be 
understood  by   those  yet    in    the 
organized   condition.      That  more 
or    less    frequently,    but    always 
as  a  somewhat  exceptional  occur- 
rence, direct  communications  have 
been    made    from    this    invisible 
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world  to  certain  individuals  is  a 
faith  whicli  underlies  not  only  all 
forms  of  religion,  but  all  the  ulti- 
mate sanctions  of  legislation  among 
all  people,  in  all  time.  To  affirm  that 
this  belief,  however  it  may  have 
been  perverted,  is  without  founda- 
tion in  reality,  is  equivalent  to 
ascribing  to  the  human  mind  a 
&culty  which,  according  to  our  bet t 
analyses,  it  does  not  possess.  For 
to  affirm  that  religion  is  the  inven- 
tion of  man,  is  to  attribute  to  the 
human  intelligence  a  creative 
power. 


n. 

The  self-imposed,  but  imacknow- 
ledged,  task  of  the  author  of 
the  book  called  Supernatural 
Bfiligion,  *  may  be  compared  to 
one  of  those  vigorous  efforts  by 
which  a  partizan  leader  has  at 
times  attained  a  brief  and  transi- 
tory renown.  In  such  cases  it  has 
often  happened  that  the  chieftain 
was  unacquainted  with  some  of  the 
primary  maxims  of  the  art  of  war. 
The  success  which  he  attained  was 
due,  in  the  first  place,  to  audacity, 
rather  than  to  consummate  genersd- 
ship,  on  his  own  part.  But  secondly, 
and  mainly,  it  arose  from  the  un- 
preparedness  and  disorganization 
of  his  enemies.  It  was  thus  (as 
those  under  whose  eyes  that  rapid 
drama — comic  rather  than  tragic — 
of  the  successful  raid  of  Garibaldi 
on  the  Kingdom  of  the  Two  Sicilies 
was  enacted  well  know)  that  a 
change  of  masters  was  effected  in 
that  volcanic  region  soon  after 
death  relaxed  the  firm  grasp  of 
King  Ferdinand  the  Second.  In 
the  utter  helplessness  of  a  x>arty 
paralyzed  by  the  loss  of  their 
astute  and  active  ruler,  lay  the 
secret  of  the  success  of  a  movement 
which  would  have  been  checked  at 


any  moment  by  the  fidelity  of  a 
sin^^le  well-handled  regiment ;  and 
which,  finaUy,  was  only  saved  from 
overpowering  disaster  by  the  ad- 
vance of  the  reg^ular  troops  of 
Victor  Emmanuel. 

It  is  at  a  triumph  no  less  sudden 
and  complete,  over  the  whole  vast 
realm  of  Faith  in  things  unseen, 
that  the  author  of  these  volumes, 
aims.    But  the  disproportion  be- 
tween the  force  at  his  command 
and  the  extent  of  the  wide  field 
that    he  seeks  to  occupy,   is  far 
greater  than  was  the  case  in  that 
romantic     Italian     struggle     into 
which  some  of  us   were  able  sa 
closely    to    look.      The    guerilla 
General    who    sat    down   to   take- 
Capua,  one  of  the  strongest  places, 
in    Italy,    without    (if    some    of 
those  engaged  in  the  service  may 
be    trusted)    a    g^un,    an    ambu- 
lance,   or    an    oimce    of    quinine 
among  the  enthusiastic  youth— of 
whom   the    fair   lads  of  England 
were  the  flower — ^who  formed  what 
he  called  his  army,  was  not  more 
devoid  of  the  main  qualifications- 
of  the  general  and  of  the  states- 
man, than  is  the  anonymous  author- 
before  us  of  those  of  the  philoso- 
phical investi^tor   of    the    great 
subject  of  Eehedon.     It  is  not  by 
mere  defects  of  form,  and  imperfec- 
tions of  execution,  that  the  want  of 
mastery  of  the  subject  is  betrayed. 
The  vice  of  the  work  is  funda- 
mental.    Between  the  object  of  the- 
book,  as  declared  by  its  title ;  that 
is  to  say,  the  demonstration  of  the 
falsehood  of  what  men  call  religion 
— for  religion,  apart  from  what  is 
called  the  supernatural,  is  known 
by  the  name  of  ethics — and  the 
mode  of  attack  employed,  which  is. 
the  criticism  of  a  certain  ^oup  of 
books,  there  is  an  utter  disparity. 
If  we  admit,  for  the  sake  of  argu- 
ment, all  for  which  the  author  so 
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laboriously  pleads,  by  bow  mucb 
will  he  be  the  nearer  to  his  pro- 
posed object  ?  Allowing,  as 
■an  imaginable  case,  that  it  can 
be  demonstrated  that  dogmatic 
Christianity,  as  it  is  at  present 
taught  in  one  or  other  of  the  great 
provinces  of  Christendom,  cannot 
be  proved  to  be  true  by  a  critical 
^examination  of  the  New  Testament, 
how  can  such  a  result  justify  the 
assertion  that  all  religpion — all  idea 
of  man's  relation  to  the  invisible 
world — is  a  delusion  ?  Yet  that  is 
the  purport  of  the  book. 

The  author  is  not  unjust  in  the 
remark  which  he  makes  with  refer- 
ence to  certain  assailants  when  he 
rsays  that  the  defence  ''has,  perhaps, 
rather  too  much  taken  the  shape  of 
picking  out  a  few  supposed  errors 
of  detail,  and  triumphantly  shaking 
them  with  a  persistence  not  charac- 
teristic of  strength."  It  is  not  by 
<;aptiou3  and  minute  criticism  of 
the  mass  of  references  compiled  in 
the  work  that  the  position  of  its 
author  is  to  be  shaken.  It  is  not 
ihe  man,  but  the  method,  that  has 
to  be  dealt  with ;  not  the  mode  in 
which  the  facts  of  the  case  are  repre- 
sented, but  the  intimate  nature,  and 
true  relation  of  the  actual  facts.  So 
long  as  this  simple  truth  is  disre- 
garded, it  is  perfectly  intelligible 
why  the  attempts  at  a  reply  to 
Supernatural  Religion  should  have 
proved  more  discouraging  to 
many  of  those  who  have  been  dis- 
quieted by  the  work,  than  even  the 
statements  it  contains.  The  defence 
has  been,  perhaps,  more  damaging 
than  the  assault.  This  has  not 
unusually  proved  to  be  the  case  in 
theological  controversy.  We  exj)ect 
the  assailant  to  understate  the  case 
which  he  attacks.  It  is  only  from 
the  reply  of  the  defenders  that  it 
can  be  learned  that  he  has  not 
actually  dbne  so.    Not — that  is  to 


say — in  this  particular  case,  but  as 
a  general  rule. 

If  so  fatal  to  the  object  of  the 
work  is  the  disproportion  which 
exists  between  the  aim  proposed, 
and  the  means  employed  in  order 
to  attain  it,  what  can  be  said  of  the 
envoi  to  the  reader — ^the  peroration 
of  the  third  volume  now  before  us  ? 
Does  the  writer  adopt  a  formula 
which  has  no  object  but  to  disguise 
a  too  outspoken  hostility?  Does 
he  mock  his  readers  ?  Or  is  he  so 
utterly  unconvinced  by  his  own 
arguments  as  to  forget,  not  only 
their  gist,  but  their  precise  state- 
ments? "Turning  away  from 
fancied  benefits,"  are  his  words, 
**to  be  derived  from  the  virtue  of 
his  death,  we  may  find  real  help 
and  guidance  from  more  earnest 
contemplation  of  the  life  and  teach- 
ing of  Jesus."  What  source  has 
this  writer  left  us,  if  we  are  con- 
vinced by  his  arguments,  whence  to 
derive  materials  fox  such  earnest 
contemplation  ?  The  only  books 
shewn  to  us,  from  which  such  help 
and  guidance  are  to  be  derived, 
are  twenty-seven  in  number.  What 
reliance  is  to  be  placed  on  each 
of  them,  according  to  this  ad- 
vice, we  may  intimate  in  our 
author's  own  words.  As  to 
the  work  discussed  at  the  greatest 
length  in  the  volume  before  us,  the 
Acts  of  the  Apostles,  we  are  told 
that ''  It  is  almost  inconceivable  that 
any  serious  mind  could  maintain 
the  actual  truth  of  such  a  story, 
upon  such  evidence!"  *  "It  re- 
quires very  little  examination  to  de- 
tect that  this  story  is  legendary,  and 
cannot  for  a  moment  be  maintained 
as  historical.  Those  who  dwell 
upon  its  symbolical  character  do 
nothing  to  establish  its  veracity,  "f 
"We  are  unable  to  regard  the 
narrative  as  historical."  "'The 
narrative    of    the    Acts     is    not 
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authentic."  The  Gospels  hare  been 
discussed  in  the  previous  volumes, 
with  what  result  is  intimated  in 
the  third  by  the  quiet  remark 
that  ''in  comparison  with  it,"  that 
is  to  say,  with  the  Acts  of  the 
Apostles,  ''the  Gospels  seem  almost 
sober  narratives."*  There  remain 
only  theEpistles  and  the  Apocalypse. 
Of  the  former,  thirteen  are,  if 
genuine,  the  writing  of  Paul,  and 
possess  the  special  value  of  a  signa- 
ture. But  we  are  told  that  "  the 
life  and  teaching  of  Jesus  have 
scarcely  a  place  in  the  system  of 
^aul."t  The  remaining  books  are 
dealt  with  in  even  a  more  summaiy 
manner.  "The  first  Epistle  of 
Peter  might  have  required  more 
detailed  treatment,  but  we  think 
little  would  be  gained  by  demon- 
strating that  the  document  is  not 
authentic,  or  shewing  that,  in  any 
case,  the  evidence  which  it  would 
famish  is  not  of  any  value."  As 
to  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews,  "we 
are  freed  from  any  need  to  deal  at 
leng^  with  it,  not  only  by  the 
absence  of  any  specific  evidence  in 
its  contents,  but  by  the  following 
consideration.  If  the  Epistle  be 
not  by  Paul — and  it  not  only  is  not 
his,  but  does  not  even  protend  to  be 
so— the  author  is  unknown,  and 
therefore  the  document  has  no  weight 
as  testimony."!  If  it  were  ascribed 
to  Paul,  we  have  seen  above  what 
would  be  its  worth.  FinaUy,  "  The 
so-called  Epistles  of  James,  Jude, 
and  John  do  not  contain  any 
evidence  which,  oven  supposing 
them  to  be  authentic,  really  bears 
upon  our  inquiry."  And  as  to  the 
seven  books,  the  Epistles  of  James, 
Jade,  2  Peter,  2  and  3  John,  to  the 
Hebrews  and  the  Apocalypse,  the 
evidence  for  most  of  these  being 
avowedly  "less  complete,"  (than 
that  on  which  some  of  the  other 
books  have  been  received  into  the 


Canon),  "its    nature     may     be 
conceived.  "§     Such  being,   in  the* 
writer's  view,  the  character  of  all 
the  works  which   profess  to  give- 
some    account    of    "  the  life    and 
teaching  of  Jesus,"  is  the  advice  tO' 
direct  "  earnest  contemplation  "  to 
the   subject  a  mockery,   an  hypo- 
crisy, or  a  sheer  imbecility  ? 

It  is  not  with    the   object,    of 
attempting  that  of  which  we  think 
that  an  author  has  just  cause  to  com- 
plain, namely,  damaging  the  per-- 
sonal  credit  of  a  writer,  in  order  to 
throw  discredit  on  arguments  which 
cannot  be  fairly  met,  that  we  call 
attention  to  such  blots  as  we  have- 
denoted  or  have  yet  to  denote,  in. 
this  work.    It  is  our  object  to  shew 
that  the  method  employed  is  so^ 
essentially  imperfect  that  any  re- 
sults attained  bv  its  use  not  only 
may  be,  but  ought  to  be,  neglected* 
In  so  saying,  we  readily  admit  that 
there    is   much  contained  in    the 
volume  that  is  deserving  of  study ;. 
and  that,  like  the  preceding  volumes, 
it  has  a  permanent  value  to  the 
student  by  way  of  a  tolerably  ex- 
haustive index  of  the  literature  of 
the  subject. 

Not,  however,  that  even  as  a 
book  of  reference,  it  is  satisfactory. 
Of  that  literature  which,  of  all 
others,  it  is  most  important  to  the 
writer  on  the  Now  Testament  to 
master — the  contemporary  Jewish 
literature — the  ignorance  of  the 
author  of  Supernatural  Religion  ap- 
pears to  be  well-nigh  absolute.. 
One  single  unborrowed  citation, 
from  the  Talmud  graces  the  notes;; 
but  a  reference  to  the  passage  cited' 
raises  the  doubt  whether  the  writer- 
has  quite  fairly  represented  its- 
import.  Not  only  is  no  thus  alto- 
gemer  in  the  dark  when  he- 
ventures  on  any  opinion  of  his  own 
as  to  the  accordance  or  discrepancy 
between  any  statement  in  the  oooks- 


♦  Id,  57ft 


^tl^'fi  ..         ^«.R.,Vol.ii.p.322, 
^8.R.,   Vol.  iL  p.  322, 


14 


T/ie  SitpernatKral ;  and  ^^  Supenxatural  Religion. '^^        [July 


vrhich  he  criticises  and  the  law,  the 
ideas,  and  the  habits  of  the  writers 
and  their  contemporaries,  but  he  is 
betrayed  into  errors  that  would 
be  cdded  ludicrous  were  the  ques- 
tion one  of  literature  alone.  It 
may  be  admitted  that  it  would  be 
difficult  to  find  an  example  where 
a  writer,  assuming  a  very  lofty 
critical  tone,  not  only  'flatly 
contradicts  himself,  but  further 
manages  to  be  equally  in  error  in 
each  of  these  contradictory  state- 
ments. An  instance  of  this  unusual 
literary  feat  will  be  instructive. 

"We  are  asked  to  believe,"  the 
author  urges,  in  discredit  of  the 
first  Evangelist,*   **that  the  chief 

Sriests  and  the  Pharisees  actually 
esecrated  the  Sabbath,  and  visited 
the  house  of  the  heathen  Pilate  on 
80  holy  a  day,  for  the  purpose  of 
asking  for  a  guard."  But  in  de- 
preciation of  the  statement  of  the 
third  Evangelist  our  author  had 
previously  remarked,  **  There  is  no 
injunction  of  the  Mosaic  law  de- 
claring such  interview — that  of  a 
Jew  with  Gentiles — unlawful,  nor 
indeed  is  such  a  rule  elsewhere 
heard  of,  and  even  apologists  who 
refer  to  the  point  have  no  deed  of 
authority  by  which  to  support  such 
a  statement."  f  ^^^^  latter  clause 
diametrically  contradicts  that  pre- 
viously cited.  If  there  is  no  pro- 
hibition to  keep  company  with 
heathens,  how  did  the  priests  dese- 
crate the  Sabbath  by  so  doing  ?  It 
turns  out,  however,  that  profound 
as  may  have  been  the  ignorance  of 
the  Evangelists  as  to  the  habits  and 
laws  of  their  contemporaries,  it  is  at 
all  events  less  absolute  than  that 
of  their  critic.  The  treatise  De 
Sabhatto  of  the  Talmud,  which  is 
the  judicial  exposition  of  the  entire 
law  regulating  the  observance  of 
that  day,  is  one  of  the  largest  and 
most  detailed  tracts  in  the  entire 


Mishna.     It  contains  no  less  than 
twenty-four    chapters,    comprising 
altogether  as  many  as  seventy-six 
Mishnaioth.     It    not    only  details 
the  thirty-nine  "fathers  of  works," 
by  performing  any  act  coming  imder 
either  of  which  the  prohibition  of 
labour  on  the  day  is  broken,  but  it 
even  enters  into  so  much  detail  as 
to  prohibit  the  letting  forth  from 
its  enclosure  of  an  ox  carrying  a 
straw  in  its  mouth.     The  questions 
of    what    was    dress,    and    what 
ornament,  and  of  what  might,  and 
what  might  not,  be  borne  by  man 
or  woman  on  the  Sabbath,  as  well 
as  the  entire  doctrine  of  limits,  or 
as  to  "resting  in  their  place"  on 
that  day,  are  described  with  the 
most  exhaustive  minuteness.    But 
from  the  first  line  of  this  treatise 
to  the  last  there  is  not  a  word  that 
can  reflect  on  the  propriety  of  the 
entrance  of  the  priests    into  the 
praetorium  on  the  Sabbath.      The 
law  forbad  nothing  by  implication. 
What  it  did   not    forbid    it   per- 
mitted.    The  question,   therefore, 
of  the   "  desecration  of  the  Sab- 
bath" arose  only  in  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  author  or  his  authorities. 
In  fact,  a  reference  to  the  next  tract 
of   the  Mishna,   De    commistianihtis 
termini  Sahhatti  (cap.  vi.  §§1),  con- 
clusively shews  that  no  such  ob- 
jection  could    have    been    legally 
raised.     It  may  be  urged,   then, 
that  the  writer  must  thus  be  safe 
from  the  peril  of  the  other  horn  of 
the  dilemma.    If  Jews  might  even 
dwell  in  the  same  atrium  as  Gen- 
tiles, which  the  passage  assumes, 
the  writer  of    the  Acts  must  be 
wrong.     It  is  a  very  remarkable 
circumstance,  as  bearing  on  the  as- 
sertion, "  such  an  affirmation  could 
not  have  been  made  by  Peter," 
that  although  it  was  permitted  for 
Israelites,  in  the  plural,  to  dwell 
or  converse  with  idolators,  it  was 
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forbidden  for  one  Israelite  to  do  so 
alone.  As  to  this  the  distinct  state- 
ments of  Maimonides  and  of  Bar- 
tonora,  in  their  comments  on  the 
Mishna  last  cited,  may  be  read 
with  advantage.     The  exact  Ian- 

O^e  attributed  to  Peter,  ''im- 
ol  for  a  Jewish  man,"  is  in 
accurate  accordance  with  the  law, 
as  explained  by  these  perfectly  im- 
partial witnesses.  And  thus  each 
dIow  which  the  writer  has  aimed 
at  the  documents  he  has  so  con- 
temptuously criticised,  returns,  with 
double  force,  on  his  ovm  mouth. 

A  double  misstatement  of  this 
prayitj,  which  strikes  the  eye  at  the 
first  glance  over  the  book,  may  be 
taken  as  illustrative  of  the  fallacv 
of  the  attempt  to  criticise  Jewish 
books  in  ignorance  of  Jewish  litera- 
ture, law,  and  habit.  But  elimi- 
nating, as  the  reader  will  now  be 
prepared  to  do,  all  such  statements 
as  expressing  merely  the  opinion  of 
the  author,  there  remains  the  more 
important  question  of  the  discre- 
pancies exhibited  by  that  compara- 
tive analysis  of  the  different 
accounts  which  he  has  wrought  out, 
with  a  detailed  minuteness  not 
before  practised,  to  this  end,  by  an 
English  writer. 

As  to  this,  it  may  be  premised 
that  the  statements  from  wliich  our 
ideas  of  the  historic  details  of  the 
life  of  Jesus  Christ  are  drawn  are 
chiefly  derived  from  five  writers, 
namely,  the  four  Evangelists  and 
the  Apostle  Paul.  Not  one  of 
these  writers  has  proposed  to  write 
a  systematic  ana  orderly  history, 
according  to  our  modem  views  of 
such  a  work.  The  Evangelist  who 
possesses  the  greatest  knowledge  of 
literary  form,  and  who  tells  us  that 
he  gathered  his  materials  from 
witnesses,  or  from  ministers  of  the 
Word,  after  his  earliest  chapters 
makes  no  effort  to  attach  any  data 


whatever  to  any  one  of  the  recollec- 
tions which  he  transcribes.  The 
Jewish  rabbi,  whose  entire  dogmatic 
position  depends  on  the  descent 
of  Jesus  from  the  lineage  of  David, 
does  not  utter  a  single  word — any 
more  than  does  either  of  the  other 
writers  of  the  New  Testament — 
to  shaw  that  Mary  was  of  the  house 
of  David,  and  thus  to  establish  the 
fact  that  the  Royal  blood  of  Judah 
ran,  even  by  female  descent,  in  the 
veins  of  Jesus.  In  language  which 
is  to  be  found  almost  verbatim  in 
the  Talmud,  the  disciple  of  Rabban 
Gttmaliel  draws  an  argument  from 
the  use  of  a  *sing^ular  collective 
noim,  instead  of  a  plural,  which 
occurs  in  the  Septuagint  version, 
and  not  in  the  original  Hebrew; 
but  although  it  is  essential  to 
the  sequence  of  his  pleading  to 
shew  that  Jesus  was  a  descendant 
of  David,  t  he  has  never  taken  the 
trouble  to  adduce  any  direct  state- 
ment that  such  was  the  fact.  This 
same  absolute  neglect  of  those 
points  which,  to  the  exact  habit  of 
the  philosophic  Aryan  mind,  are  of 
primary  importance,  characterize  all 
Semitic  literature.  It  is  not  peculiar 
to  the  writers  of  the  New  Testament. 
It  is  so  universal  amongst  Semitic 
thinkers  that  the  adoption  of  a  more 
exact  form  would  at  once  betray 
the  presence  of  a  foreign  element. 
An  historian  like  Thucydides  or 
Herodotus,  or  a  biographer  like 
lacitus,  approaches  his  subject 
from  a  point  of  view  utterly  dis- 
similar to  that  taken  by  Paul,  by 
Josephus,  by  the  writers  of  the 
Book  of  Kings,  or  by  the  g^at 
teachers  cited  by  Babbi  Judah  the 
Saint.  Neither  the  Evangelists  nor 
the  writers  of  the  Epistles  have 
professed  to  give  either  a  history  of 
Christiiinity  or  a  biography  of  Jesus 
Christ.  What  they  dia  write  was, 
like  the  entire   corptis   of  Jewish 
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literature^     purely      controversial. 
The  second  Gospel  announces^  not 
lustory^  but  good  tidings.  The  third 
was  written  for  the  confirmation  of 
the  opinions  already  entertained  by 
Theophilus.  The  fourth  was  written 
that  its  readers  might  believe  that 
Jesus  was  the  Uessiah.    Paul  told 
the  Corinthians  that  he  cared  to 
know  nothing  but  the  doctrine  of 
the  Crucifixion.*    No  New  Testa- 
ment   writer    has    given    a    clear 
historic  date  for  any  event  recorded 
or  referred  to,  with  the  exception 
of  the  third  Evangelist;    and  his 
reference  to  the  fifteenth  year  of 
the  hegemony  of  Tiberius  Caesar,  to 
the  census  under  C3rrenius,  and  to 
Ananias  as  High  Priest  during  the 
procuratorship  of  Felix,  are  aU,  if 
not  pure  anachronisms,  as  yet  un- 
reconciled with  other  information. 
No  Evangelist  has  given  the  year  of 
either  the  nativity,  the    baptism, 
or  the  crucifixion  of  Jesus.     The 
latter  year  we  fix  on  astronomical 
grounds    alone;    and    the    fourth 
Evangelist,  in  giving  both  a  dif- 
ferent  hour    of    the  day,    and  a 
different  day  of  the  limar  month 
from  those  mentioned  by  the  other 
three,  virtually  assigns  a  date  later 
by  three  years  than  the  accepted 
era,t    As  to  the  other  two  dates, 
we  are  absolutely  without  informa- 
tion.    When  we  observe  this  total 
disregard  of  those  points  which  we 
are  apt  to  regard  as  cardinal,  it  is 
dear  that  we  have  no  reason  to 
expect,  from  the  works  in  which 
they  occur,  the  orderly  sequence  or 
the  careful  preciseness  of  a  formal 
biograpliic  narrative.       No  doubt 
we  should  much  prefer  the  latter, 
but  it  is  not  a  kind  of  work  which 
Semitic  writers  either  executed  or 
valued.     It  is  the  same  to  this  day. 
We  have  seen  accounts  of  recent 
events,  'srritten  by  natives  of  Pales- 
tine for  the  purpose  of  judicial  testi- 


mony, which  differ  so  widely  from, 
the  official  narrative  of  the 
European  actors,  that  the  identit}'' 
of  the  facts  is  hardly  discernible. 
We  may  as  well  quarrel  with  a 
negro  for  being  black  as  with  a 
Jewish  writer  for  adopting  the- 
invariable  style  of  his  national 
literature. 

The  fact  is  that  the  very  centres- 
of     gravity    of    Semitic    and    of 
Aryan  thought  are  differently  dis- 
posed.    The  primary  condition  of 
the  pursuit  of  truth,  namely,  the 
accurate  collection,  and  impartial 
co-ordination,    of    facts,   was  first 
raised  to  its  proper  rank  by  Aris- 
totle.    The  observer — ^his  washes, 
his    objects,    and   his   belief — are 
eliminated    by'  that  philosophical 
method.        Ajnong     the    Semitic 
people,  and  among  those  who  are 
unfamiliar  with  exact  method,  the 
very  reverse  is  the  case.     In  such 
cases  the  personal  belief    of    the 
writer   is   the   motive  of   all    his 
work.     To  shew  that  such  belief 
is  orthodox — that  it  is  legitimate, 
necessary,    not     an    innovation — 
is  the  one  object  in  view.     Thus 
every    speech    of    any  magnitude 
made  to  the  Jews  ascends  to  Moses. 
The  first  Evangelist  prefixes  to  his 
work  a    pedigree    remoimting   to 
Abraham;   and  attaches  the  first 
incident  to  which  he  refers  to  a 
passage  in  the  prophetic  writings. 
The  second  Evangelist  even  more 
pointedly    commences,    ''As  it  is 
written   in    the    Prophets."      The 
third  traces  back  the  pedigree  of 
the  first  personages  to  whom  he 
refers  to  Abia  and  to  Aaron  in  the 
first  paragraph  of  his   narrative. 
The  accordance  of  tha  faith  they 
held  with  the  Word  of  God,   as 
given  by  Moses  and  the  Prophets, 
were  the  central  motives  and  main 
idea  of  the  Jewish  writers  of  the 
New  Testament ;  and  the  exactitude 
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of  dates,  the  sequence  of  oocur- 
zences,  or  even  the  actual  details  of 
iiiMsts,  were  to  them  matters  of  the 
Teiy  slightest  importance.  ''  What 
can  it  sigpoify?  we  can  under- 
stand that  such  a  writer  should 
argue,  ''  whether  the  Baptist 
preached  in  Judaea  or  in  Batanea 
beyond  Jordan,  that  is  in  Perea  ? 
What  does  it  matter  whether  he 
was  bom  in  the  reign  of  Herod  the 
Piist,  or  in  that  of  Herod  the 
Second  ?  whether  he  was  beheaded 
in  one  year  of  Tiberiiis  or  in 
another  ?  The  real  point  is — 
whether  he  was  the  voice  crying  in 
Ihe  wilderness,  in  accordance  with 
the  prediction  of  Isaiah^  and 
whether  his  baptism  was  in  har- 
mony with  the  immutable  law  of 
thegreat master,  Moses." 

We  may  naturally  wish  that  we 
had  a  biography  of  Jesus  Christ 
which,  in  accuracy  of  dates,  obser- 
T^ance  of  order  of  events,  accurate 
-rlelineation  of  detail,  geographical 
And  other  phenomenal  references, 
careful  report  of  speeches,  and  indi- 
cation whether  the  actual  language, 
•or  only  the  purport  or  spirit  of  the 
teaching,  had  been  preserved,  would 
fulfil  the  requirements  of  a  modem 
European  biography.  But  this, 
however  we  may  desire  it,  we  have 
not.  The  Church,  so  far  as  we 
can  tell,  never  possessed  any  record 
of  the  kind.  It  is  equally 
beside  the  mark  to  attempt  to 
'Construct,  from  the  theological  trac- 
(tates  of  the  Evangelists,  an  objective 
Life  of  Christ,  and  to  multiply  and 
magnify  those  discrepancies  which 
the  Evangelists  would,  in  all  pro- 
bability, have  been  the  first  to 
Admit,  with  the  remark  that  they 
were  matters  of  minute  detail  en- 
tirely irrevelant  to  the  main  object 
of  their  respective  arguments. 

That  such  is  an  accurate  view  of 
the  books  of  the  New  Testament 


cannot,  we  think,  be  for  a  moment 
denied  by  those  who  are  conversant 
with  Semitic  literature,  whether 
ancient  or  modem.  It  may  be 
urged  that  this  view  is  as  hostile  to 
the  Christian  argument  as  even  the 
destructive  analysis  of  the  author 
of  Supernatural  Religion,  And 
this  part  of  the  inquiry  is  of  far 
more  positive  importance  than  is 
the  due  appreciation  of  the  value 
of  that  work. 

The  eJBPect  of  an  accurate  appre- 
ciation of  the  method  of  the  sacred 
writers  on  Beligious  Faith,  must 
depend  mainly  on  the  idea  formed 
of  the  essential  character  of 
religion. 

If  religion  be  a  matter  of  rule 
and  prescription,  a  series  of  observ- 
ances, bidding  this,  forbidding 
ttiat,  and  lea^  man  at  perfect 
liberty  on  all  matters  not  distinctiy 
specified,  it  is  needful  to  have  an 
exact  law,  laid  down  by  supreme 
authority,  providing  for  every  duty. 
This  the  Jews  had,  or  believed  that 
they  had,  in  the  time  of  Christ,  in 
the  Mikra  and  the  Mishna,  that  is 
to  say,  in  the  Pentateuch,  illustrated 
and  explained  by  the  traditional 
law,  ana  by  the  series  of  S}^hedral 
decisions.  This  the  Christian  has 
not.  He  never  had  anything 
approaching  to  it.  And  if  this  be  an 
essential  of  religion,  we  can  only 
go  back  to  the  injimctions  of  Jesus. 
**  The  Scribes  and  the  Pharisees  sit 
in  Moses'  seat.  All,  therefore, 
whatsoever  they  bid  you  observe, 
that  observe  and  do."  *  *  *  It  is  easier 
for  heaven  and  earth  to  pass,  than 
for  one  tittie  of  the  law  to  fail."  f 

Secondly,  if  religion  be  a  matter 
of  exact  intellectual  conception, 
defining  the  nature  of  the  Deity, 
the  mode  of  Divine  operations,  the 
purposes  of  Divine  will,  the  exact 
form,  order,  and  reg^ation  of  the 
invisible  world,   in  the  past,   the 
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present,  and  the  future — all  this 
not  shadowed  forth,  not  intimated 
with  the  ffentle  and  prescient  wis- 
dom with  which  a  wise  parent 
would  speak  to  a  child  of  matters 
altogether  bajond  his  range  of 
comprehension,  but  reduced  to 
dear,  hard,  formal  dogma,  to  be 
accepted  as  a  duty,  and  to  be 
denied  onlj  at  utmost  peril — no 
exact  basis  for  religion  is  to  be 
found  either  in  the  Old  Testament 
or  in  the  New.  On  all  these  points 
the  Law  is  silent,  and  even  with 
regard  to  the  yerj  first  and  simplest 
inquiry  that  ranks  under  this  head, 
that  as  to  personal  immortality, 
Jesus  only  answered  the  question 
of  the  Sadducees  by  inference  from 
a  certain  expression  of  the  Penta- 
teuch. Nowhere  in  the  Synoptic 
Gospels  are  these  matters  dogmatic- 
ally treated.  All  the  references  to 
them,  either  in  these  books  or  in 
the  Pauline  Epistles,  are  in  exact 
accordance  with,  one  or  other  of 
these  four  great  schools,  or  divisions, 
of  opinion  as  to  the  future  and  the 
unseen,  of  which  we  learn  the  out- 
lines from  Maimonides ;  all  of 
which,  as  touching  a  matter  on 
which  Moses  had  been  silent,  were 
within  the  limits  of  orthodox 
Judaism.  And  as,  from  the  days 
of  Marcion  to  our  own,  opinions  of 
the  widest  diversity  have  oeen  sup- 
ported, by  their  advocates,  from 
the  writings  of  the  Prophets  and 
Apostles,  it  is  clear  that  no  greater 
certitude  has  yet  been  attained  than 
existed  in  Herodian  times.  If  such 
certitude  be  of  the  essence  of  religion, 
we  are  yet  at  sea  without  a  pilot. 

But  if,instead  of  being  a  system  of 
minute  observances,  or  of  hard  and 
exact  dogmas,  religion  be  a  mode 
of  life,  of  progress,  and  of  educa- 
tion; if  our  habits  and  ideas  be 
only  of  importance  in  so  far  as  they 
contribute  to  the  elevation  and 
purity  of  the  soul ;  if  an  approach 
to  whatsoever  things  are  honest, 
whatsoever  things  are  pure,  what- 


soever things  are  lovely,  what- 
soever things  are  of  good  report, 
be  the  path  of  virtue  and  subject 
of  praise,  we  may  not  only  be  well 
content  with  the  Gt)spels  and  Epis- 
tles as  they  exist,  but  may  under- 
stand  why  they  are  not  other  than 
they  are.  If  human  life  be,  as  w& 
cannot  doubt,  a  state  of  transition 
and  of  change — of  progress,  not 
only  in  the  umt  but  in  the  mass — 
creeds  and  institutions  which  at 
one  moment  are  admirably  suited 
for  human  welfare,  become  by  de- 
grees inappropriate  and  decrepid. 
All  that  was  said  of  the  immuta- 
bility of  the  law  of  Moses  is  not 
enough  to  convince  us  that  that  law 
will  hereafter  not  only  be  re-estab- 
lished but  become  imiversal,  withita 
tithes,  and  offerings,  and  sacrifices, 
and  Temple  rite.  Nor  can  we  con- 
ceive that  anything,  whether  it  be 
rule  or  dogma,  that  was  established 
in  minute  detail  at  any  g^ven 
period  of  human  history,  can  ever 
be  permanent,  durable,  appro- 
priate, and  therefore,  in  the  best- 
sense  of  the  word,  true,  at  a  very 
distant  date,  or  among  a  very  dif->- 
ferent  race.  We  can,  therefore,  see 
that  it  has  been  well  for  the  world 
that  no  such  hard,  exact  definitions 
as  the  polemic  loves  to  invent  are 
to  be  derived  from  a  candid  study 
of  the  books  of  the  New  Testament. 
If  a  detailed  system  had  been 
authoratively  established  which  was. 
suitable  to  the  Jews  in  Palestine 
who  accepted  Jesus,  before  the  fall 
of  their  polity,  it  would  have  been 
imsuitable  for  Gentile  Christians  at 
Corinth,  Ephesus,  Alexandria, 
Athens,  or  Bome.  If  such  a  system 
had  been  laid  down  in  accordance 
with  the  exigencies  of  Christianity 
under  the  Koman  rule,  it  would 
have  been  altogether  unsuited  for 
the  people  of  France  under  Henry 
the  Fourth,  of  England  under 
Elizabeth  or  Victoria,  or  of  America 
under  no  regal  head.  If  we  look, 
then,  to  the  New  4?estament  for 
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institution  or  for  dogma  minutely, 
distinctly,  and  undeniably  g^ven, 
we  shall  look  in  vain.  What  we 
can  study  is  the  subjectiYe  histoxy 
of  Cbiistianity.  We  may  x\ote 
how  opinions  have  risen,  grown, 
and  gradually  become  transformed; 
and  may  estimate  the  influence  of 
such  opinions  on  the  growth  of  the 
human  mind.  And  if  we  find  that 
in  ud  of  all  that  can  ennoble  and 
iuTigorate  the  moral  and  intellec- 
tual life  we  have  high  precepts, 
wise  suggestions,  and  tender 
thoughts ;  that  while  we  have  an 
elasticity  of  doctrine  that  will  enable 
religious  sentiment  and  ethical 
habit  to  rise  yet  higher  and  higher 
as  the  intellectual  culture  and  phy- 
sical vigour  of  the  race  are  de- 
veloped by  the  riffhtful  pursuit  of 
truth,  and  gain  of  positive  know- 
ledge, we  then  have  a  truer  estimate 
of  uie  character  of  the  books  of  the 


New  Testament  than  that  formed  by 
the  author  of  Supernatural  Religion, 
One  study,  indeed,  may  be  that  of 
a  truth  and  beauty  aa  dependent  on 
ever  changing  conditions  as  are 
the  hues  of  the  rainbow.  But  we 
observe  that  lovely  vision  as  it 
exists.  Poetry  listens  to  its 
message  as  to  that  of  the  Iris 
of  Heaven.  Science  teUs  us  of 
the  laws  that  produce  it;  laws 
which  are  etemal,although  sunshine 
and  rainfall  are  transitoxy.  The 
dogmatist,  like  Calvin,  and  the  anti- 
dogmatist,  like  the  au^or  of  Super- 
natural Religion,  are  respectively  like 
a  man  who  should  attempt  to  per- 
petuate the  rainbow  by  nailinff  it  to 
a  tree  on  which  its  lustre  fell,  and 
another  man  who,  observing  the 
failure  of  the  first,  should  conclude 
that  the  arc  of  Heaven  was  a  delu- 
sion and  an  unreality. 

F.  B.  CoimxB,  G.E. 
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ONCE  UPON  A  TIME, 


By  Mortimer  Collins. 


Was  it  a  thousand  years  ago 
A  little  girl  I  used  to  know, 
Whose' hair  (the  papers  did  it,  though) 

Was  very  curly  1 
A  jolly  little  chap  was  she, 
And  full  of  laughing,  childish  glee ; 
But  now  she  shews  that  she  can  be 

A  trifle  surly. 

And  she  approaches  middle  age 

(Vile  phrase  !),  and  grows  extremely  sage, 

And  sometimes  flies  into  a  rage 

With  old  relations ; 
Yet  I  remember  well  when  she 
Was  tossed  to  the  ceiling,  wild  with  glee, 
Or  sat  upon  a  certain  knee 

Without  impatience. 

Well,  life  is  long  and  love  is  brief 
(Though  love  alone  is  life's  relief), 
And  Time's  a  very  cruel  thief. 

All  joys  deranging  : 
Yet,  'twere  a  pleasant  deed  of  his, 
And  one  I  should  not  take  amiss, 
To  bring  me  now  a  child-like  kiss 

From  lips  unchanging. 
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OUT  OF  HEK   SPHERE: 

A  Philosopheb's  Fancy. 


'*  It  is  long  since  we  have  met,  and 
doubtless  jou  did  not  expect  to 
meet  me  in  such  a  scene  as  this; 
jet  surely  my  old  friend  has  not 
altogether  forgotten  me  ?  " 

The  lady  to  whom  these  words 
were  address^  looked  up.  She 
was  seated  in  a  velvet  chair  that 
stood  upon  a  dais  at  the  end  of  a 
large  and  handsome  room ;  and 
all  the  floor  was  thronged  with 
gaily  and  often  beautiful^  dressed 
figures,  mingling  in  dance  in  the 
centre,  and  tiuMng  in  groups 
at  the  sides  of  the  room.  Her  eyes 
were  wandering  here  and  there 
among  them  with  an  amused  in- 
terest, as  she  sat  enjoying  the  few 
moments  of  quiet.  For  she  was 
too  bright  and  beautiful  a  woman 
to  be  a  wall-flower  for  long  to- 
gether :  and  she  had  so  many 
friends  and  acquaintances  among 
this  butterfly  crowd  that  she  held 
herself  ready  at  any  instant  to 
respond  to  some  fresh  greeting. 
And  yet  she  started  as  she  caught 
the  tones  of  the  voice  that  addressed 
her,  and  looked  quickly  up. 

**  What !  is  it  you ! — and  here !  " 
she  exclaimed,  with  a  bright  smile 
of  recognition,  as  she  extended  her 
hand  to  the  darkly-cloaked  flg^ure 
that  bent  before  her. 

"I  felt  bold  indeed,"  he  replied, 
with  a  half -humorous  smile,  '^when 
I  ventured  upon  this  royal  dais.  I 
hope,"  he  went  on,  turning  to 
another  lady,  who  occupied  one 
of  the  gorgeous  velvet  chairs,  but 
who  was  maiked  out  from  those 


around  her  by  her  crown  and  royal 
robes,  **  I  hope  your  Majesty  will 
forgive  me.  I  feel  very  muoh 
afraid  of  you,  for  I  am  not  used  to 
Courts." 

Her  Majesty  laughed  gailv,  and 
blushed  a  litUe,  as  she  replied  to 
him.  Like  many  a  royal  dame 
before  her,  she  was  somewhat 
flattered  by  the  presence  of  the 
student  and  philosopher  who  was 
so  seldom  seen  in  drawing-rooms — 
especially  in  his  proper  dress.  And 
she  thought,  as  sne  looked  at  him, 
that  his  Academic  robes  were  his 
by  right;  while  hers  of  royalty' 
were  only  a  superficial  and 
temporary  apparel.  For  though 
we  stand  within  the  walls  of  a 
palace  it  is  no  royal  one.  We 
are  only  in  a  magnificent  modem 
drawing-room,  amid  the  quaintly- 
assorted  forms  that  make  up  a 
fancy  ball. 

**  I  will  ^  with  you  among  the 
crowd  awhile,"  said  the  lady  with 
the  bright  sweet  face,  when  the 
philosopher  turned  again  to  speak 
to  her.  **  It  will  carry  me  back  to 
my  girlhood  to  lay  my  hand  upon 
your  arm  again." 

She  rose  and  stood  by  his  side, 
the  diamonds  upon  her  neck  and 
arms  flashing  as  she  moved. 

**  No,"  he  said,  "  never  can  you 
return  to  that ;  an  added  grace  is 
yours.  I  saw  the  bud  and  knew 
the  flower  must  follow;  and  now 
the  flower  has  opened  it  cannot 
close  its  x>etals  again,  or  gather  to 
itself  its  fragrance." 
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**  If  I  am  altered,  ffou  are  not," 
she  said,  with  a  snule  full  of  mingled 
feeling.  **  Ton  criticise  me,  as  you 
would  criticise  a  picture,  just  as  you 
did  in  the  old  days.  Do  you  still 
think  women  are  mere  shows  ?  " 

They  looked  into  each  other's 
eyes  as  she  spoke,  and  then  the 
student  knew  that  had  he  but 
paused  in  those  days  of  long  ago, 
when  they  had  been  boy  and  girl 
together,  to  touch  and  vitalize  mat 
woman's  heart,  she  would  have 
loved  him.  But  he  had  doubted 
then  whether  that  heart  existed ; 
and  now  he  knew  that  he  had  lost 
it.  Yet,  as  his  eyes  fell  from  hers, 
to  the  jewelled  neck,  he  scarcely 
regretted  the  loss.  This  childhood's 
sweetheart  of  his  is  a  titled  lady 
now.  She  does  but  f  idfil  her  duties 
in  filling  the  place  that  is  hers  in 
the  world  of  fashion.  Tet  is  it  not 
truly  her  natural  atmosphere,  this 
of  jewels  and  satins,  rare  lace  and 
glittering  fans— of  mock  homas^ 
and  frivolous  intercourse  ?  Surdy 
she  could  never  have  been  at  home, 
this  gay  and  glowing  creature,  in 
the  study  of  a  cold  philosopher  ? 

"  Just  the  same,*'  she  repeated, 
with  a  touch  of  petulance  in  her 
tone.  "You  never  would  answer 
my  questions.  They  served,  like  a 
chil<rs,  to  start  you  on  some  track 
of  thought,  which  you  followed 
regardless  of  me.  And  all  the 
while  I  coidd  see,  as  I  see  now, 
the  lights  and  shadows  in  your 
eyes,  and  wondered,  vainly,  where 
that  mind  of  yours  was  wandering. 
Ah  well,  you  are  a  great  man  now, 
and  I  must  not  scold  you  as  I 
used!" 

Just  then  a  bevy  of  her  aristocratic 
friends  drew  near,  and  she  was 
carried  for  a  few  moments  into  the 
whirlpool  of  their  frothy  talk. 
Among  them  was  one  whom  she 
evidently  was  pleased  to  bandy 
gsy  words  with — a  young  cava- 
fier  whose  magnificent  ostrich 
plumes    nodded  and    drooped  to 


his  shoulder.  He  was  very  hand- 
some, with  a  dark  beauty, 
which  did  not  wholly  please  the 

Sirhaps  over-critical  student's  eye. 
e  disliked  to  see  the  winning 
manner  which  this  dark-eyed  young 
man  wore  among  the  g^up  of 
ladies,  and  especially  he  disliked 
to  see  him  approach  the  fair  woman 
who  had  so  recently  left  his  own 
(dde :  to  watch  him  treat  her  with 
that  dainty  air  of  deference  which 
barely  hid  the  half  contemptuous 
thought  beneath,  and  to  see  her 
respond  pleased  and  gracious.  He 
remembered  her  when  she  was  a 
lovely  girl,  whose  coldness  of  purity 
made  her  loveliness  more  charming ; 
and  he,  not  knowing  how  to  wake 
and  ^ndle  the  latent  fire,  had 
thought  her  to  be  cold  as  ice 
throughout.  And  could  she  still 
retain  that  essential  characteristic 
of  her  soul,  the  innocence  of  nature 
which  had  made  her  the  one  woman 
who  had  ever  greatly  interested  the 
student,  if  with  eyes  of  pleasure 
and  understanding  she  could  meet 
the  false  look  of  such  a  man  of  the 
world  as  this  handsome  cavalier? 
if  she  could  mingle  her  amusement 
with  his,  not  shrinking  from  his 
gaze  or  horn  his  touch  ? 

Our  friend,  the  philosopher,  had, 
by  dint  of  long  observation  of 
human  nature,  gained  considerable 
knowledge  in  its  outward  signs 
and  symbols  as  they  are  to  be  seen 
in  the  human  face.  And  in  this 
case^  at  least,  his  judgment  was 
not  wrong.  The  young  Marauis 
of  Veynoourt  was  a  wretched  ralce : 
one  who  played  "fast"  and  "loose** 
with  life:  and  whose  evil  ways 
needed  many  a  fashionable  phraise 
to  soften  their  villany. 

Yet  the  young  men  whose  brains 
were  a  little  duller  than  his,  or 
their  purses  a  little  more  scaatly 
furnished,  followed  eagerly  in  his 
wake,  wishing  only  to  be  tkoujrht 
his  equal ;  and  the  women  smiled 
upon  him,  and  let  their  daughters 
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dance  with  him,  when  he  con- 
descended to  aflk  them  to  thus  inti- 
mately share  his  moral  atmo^here. 
And  tiiese  joimg  creatures  did  not 
wither  beneath  his  eyes,  nor  those 
of  his  like,  as  an  anj;elic  soul  might 
easily  be  supposed  to  do.  xet 
surely,  thougnt  our  philosophic 
friend,  some  mark  must  remain 
upon  their  minds — some  imsweet- 
ness  linger  round  them  ? 

But  soon  the  lady  drew  herself 
away  and  came  back  to  where  her 
<dd  friend  stood,  silently  observant. 

"  I  will  be  a  bystander  with  you, 
to-night,"  she  said.  And  she  took 
a  mask  out  and  put  it  over  her  fea- 
tures, and  drew  a  large  white  doak 
over  the  characteristic  dress  and  the 
sparkling  diamonds. 

"Now,"  she  said,  "let  us  look 
at  these  others.  Look  at  Lady  Oay- 
leigh,  dressed  after  the  picture  of 
the  beautiful  Duchess,  is  she  not 
exquisite  ?  " 

''Yes,  and  she  has  chosen  her 
dress  welL  I  am  sorry  to  see 
Englishwomen  clothed  wi&  foreign 
and  uncongenial  dresses.  It  is  not 
in  character  but  out  of  character. 
There,  those  Ghredan  dresses  look 
weU." 

"And  well  they  may,  for  they 
are  worn  by  Greeks.  Those  people 
don't  look  very  aristocratic  in  ordi- 
nary English  dress,"  she  said,  with 
a  slight  tone  of  contempt. 

"No,  for  they  were  not  bom  to 
broadcloth  and  silk.  Those  robes 
d  white  and  gold  are  their 
natural  clothing.  An  English- 
woman cannot  wear  them  and  look 
^egant,  for  they  are  not  adapted  to 
her  form,  or  to  her  colouring." 

"  Tou  are  more  fastidious  than 
ever.  You  used  to  say  that  we 
ought  all  to  wear  the  Greek  dress. 
But  now  I  sup]K)se  we  are  not  good 
enough  for  it.  Do  you  know  that 
lady  yonder?  She  is  the  witty 
Madame  D*Antan«  "What  a  lovely 
toilette.  I  wonder  of  what  period 
it  is,  and  how  ahe  got  the  model  ? 


How  beautiful— do  you  not  think 
so?" 

"  I  think  the  frivolity  and  folly 
of  the  dress  suits  her." 

"  Oh,  my  friend,  you  are  cruel. 
I  must  endeavour  to  be  wise  while 
I  am  with  you.  Does  that  wood- 
nymph  please  you  ?  " 

"  Bah !  as  if  an  innocent  child  of 
the  woods  ever  clothed  herself  in 
such  a  trailing  and  abundant  cov- 
ering :  that,  apart  from  the  artifi- 
cial grasses,  is  enough  to  make  the 
thing  ridiculous.  Surely  her  limbs 
were  free  to  bathe  \xi  the  sunlight 
and  the  air — ^and  how,  pray,  could 
she  cross  a  mountain  streionlet  in 
white  kid  shoes  ?  " 

"  You  are  impracticable,"  said 
she.  "  Simplicity  is  impossible  in 
these  days." 

"  Mere  usage,"  he  said ;  "  surely 
the  evil  of  modem  society  is  not  so 
deep-seated  as  that.  Now,  there  is 
a  task  for  you.  You  are  a  leader 
of  fashion.  Why  not  take  sim- 
plicity by  the  hand  ?  " 

"How  can  I?"  she  said,  impa- 
tiently. "  Modem  dress  is  not 
adapted  to  it.  Dowdyism  is  inevit- 
able. And  even  on  an  occasion 
like  this,  where  there  is  abundant 
license  in  dress,  there  is  nothing  so 
difficult  as  simplicity.  That  wood- 
nymph  is  a  failure  because  she  is 
decent  in  her  dress.  If  she  had 
been  otherwise,  she  would  have 
succeeded  in  attracting  attention ; 
but  it  would  have  been  such  atten- 
tion as  she  would  not  have  alto- 
gether liked." 

"  Indecency  or  dowdyism,  then, 
are  the  only  alternatives  of  frivolity. 
Well,  I  have  no  doubt,  after  all, 
that  women  are  right  in  their 
choice.  I  am  sick  of  the  individuals 
already;  the  scene  is  best  as  a 
whole." 

"  Charming,  is  it  not?  " 

"Well,  it  is  rather  interesting. 
It  is  such  a  type  of  modem  society 
— so  incongruous,  so  aimless,  so 
inharmonious.    Yet,  if  you  are  but 
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a  bystander,  away  out  of  the  heat 
and  riyalry  and  the  hard  work  of 
pleasure,  it  becomes  a  pretty  and 
suggestive  pageant.  TVno  is  that 
dark  man  over  there?  He  looks 
intelligent ;  there  are  lines  of  study 
m  his  face  " 

''  Which  ?  Oh,  that  is  Viming, 
the  actor." 

**Ah,  yes;  he  acts  Shakespeare, 
does  he  not  ?  I  remember  his  face ; 
and  I  can  see  he  may  have  deserved 
some  of  his  popularity ;  for  I  can 
imagine  that  he  may  have  read  the 
author  with  desire  to  know  his 
meaning." 

"What  is  he  looking  at  so 
intently  ?  "  said  the  lady. 

But  her  companion  had  already 
seen,  and  merely  pressed  her  arm 
with  his  by  way  of  reply. 

Through  the  crowd  came  one 
whom  the  others  made  way  for  and 
stood  back  from.  They  crowded 
together,  too,  to  look  after  her, 
while  the  ladies  tittered  behind  their 
fans  and  hardly  had  time  to  whisper 
together  for  staring;  and  the  men 
just  stood  and  gazed  with  many  and 
mingled  expressions.  On  some 
faces  a  broad  smile  began  at  once ; 
others  stepped  imconsciously  after 
her ;  others  looked  doubtfully  roimd 
at  their  women-folk. 

We  need  not  pause  to  guess  at 
the  meaning  of  this  new-comer's 
dress ;  for  none  of  those  who  stood 
and  watched  her  thought  about  that. 
They  were  too  much  absorbed  in  its 
contemplation. 

What  was  this  lovely  being 
that  stood  before  them?  Whence 
had  she  come,  bringing  with  her  an 
atmosphere  of  dehcate  beautiful- 
ness?  She  walked  among  them 
with  an  air  of  unconscious  queenli- 
ness  that  made  the  bidl-room 
beauties  around  her  fall  back  and 
gaze  in  wonder.  But  she  seemed 
not  to  see  their  looks  of  astonish- 
ment. The  deep  dark  eyes  which 
looked  out  upon  the  crowd  from  a 
pale,  almost  unearthly  face,  wore 


an  expression  of  angelic  calm  and 
entirely  simple  quietude. 

A  soft  white  scarf  which  fell 
from  one  shoulder  in  long  folds 
was  all  her  dress,  save  a  trail  of 
some  grand  broad-leaved  creeper 
which  mingled  with  the  dark  loose 
hair,  and  men  twined  around  her 
limbs,  making  more  beautiful  by 
contrast  her  delicate  skin  :  for  the 
white  neck  and  arms,  the  slim 
white  legs  and  feet,  were  bare  and 
ornamented  only  with  the  bright- 
ness of  their  own  beaut}^  while 
the  folds  of  the  long  white  scarf, 
artistically  graceful  though  they 
were,  made  but  little  disguisal  of 
the  lovely  form  beneath.  How 
exquisite  and  aerial  in  its  poise  was 
that  unfettered  form — ^how  majestic 
and  infinitely  natural  its  move- 
ments, in  their  absolute  unconcious- 
ness !  The  dark  hair  framed  a  fair, 
soft  face,  which  in  its  delicate 
features  carried  no  suggestion  of 
voluptuousness,  or  aught  but  the 
self-possession  of  utter  simpleness. 
The  fair  vision  moved  on  amid  that 
over-dressed  and  over-conscious 
crowd,  bringing  with  it  a  sweetness 
as  of  morning  dew  and  a  subtle 
fragrance  that  seemed  to  speak  of 
mountain  freshness  and  deep  wood- 
land depths — a  fragrance  which 
could  not  be  inmiediately  killed  by 
the  odours  of  the  gas-lighted  room,, 
the  air  of  which  was  laden  with 
artificial  scents. 

At  last  some  turned  from  their 
wondering  contemplation  of  this 
beautiful  thing,  and  pressed  towards 
their  hostess. 

**  Who  is  she  ?  Who  is  she  ?  '* 
they  asked,  all  in  a  breath. 

**  I  don't  know — ^I  never  saw  her 
before.  She  has  not  been  announced 
and  she  has  not  spoken  to  me,"  said 
that  lady,  with  a  troubled  brow  and 
anxious  look,  as  her  quick  eye  saw 
that  many  a  silken  matron  was 
swelling  out  her  plumage  with 
rapidly  rising  indignation. 

**  May  one  be  introduced  ?  "  said 
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the  dark  actor,  stepping  to  the  side 
of  the  perturbed  laoj. 

^*  I  don't  know  her! ''  she  said. 

*'  Pray  introduce  me,"  said  our 
Mend  tlie  philosopher,  forcing  his 
way  to  the  royal-robed  lady's  velvet 
throne  in  rather  a  brusque  fashion. 
She  looked  up  at  him  in  amazement. 
J%M  man  never  asked  for  introduc- 
tions! 

"  I  cannot ! "  she  said.  **  I  really 
am  veiy  sorry,  but  I  cannot  imagine 
who  she  is." 

And  no  one  else  knew  any  more 
about  her.  She  had  no  friends  with 
her,  but  was  quite  alone,  and  seemed 
to  find  no  strangeness  in  her  solitary 
position. 

The  ladies  drew  away  and 
^thered  in  g^ups  together,  look- 
mg  askance  at  her  over  their 
shoulders.  The  masters  of  the 
ceremonies  were  afraid  to  speak  to 
her  under  such  a  fire  of  eyes  ;  the 
men  looked  and  wondered,  but  knew 
not  what  to  do;  and  so,  unmolested, 
she  passed  quietly  through  the 
rooms.  And  the  dance  music  played 
in  vain,  for  none  danced.  A  spell 
seemed  cast  upon  the  whole  assem- 
bly by  the  presence  of  that  fair 
woman,  who  herself  appeared  wholly 
unconscious  of  all  uie  excitement 
that  she  caused. 

But  ere  long  the  spell  was  broken. 
The  young  Marquis  of  Veyncourt 
was  a  b^ing  of  a  restless  tempera- 
ment ;  he  could  not  long  remam  in 
contemplation  of  anything,  however 
beautiful.  If  he  coidd  not  in  any 
way  appropriate  the  thing  to  him- 
self he  was  apt  to  turn  his  attention 
elsewhero.  So  he  stepped  forward, 
looking  wonderfully  handsome,  with 
all  his  winning  powers  of  manner 
and  expression  called  into  play,  and 
the  long  white  jplumes  in  his  cava- 
lier's hat  nodding  as  he  moved — 
and  bowing  low,  addressed  her.  He 
had  broken  the  spell!  She  must 
be  an  approachable  mortal,  for  the 
Marquis  of  Veynoourt  was  speaking 
to  her,  and  a  flmile  broke  out  on  the 


faces  of  the  younger  men  who  stood 
near.    Almost  immediately,  she  was 
surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  dandies, 
who    encircled   her,    bowing    and 
smiling,  some  with  faces  that  wore- 
a  sneer,  some  with  a  genuine  but 
hideous  admiration,   evidently  ro- 
garding  her    as   in    some    special 
manner  their  own  property.     She- 
paused  in  their  midst  an  instant, 
looked  round    upon    her    insolent 
admirers,   and    then    raised  those- 
mysterious  dark  eyes  of  hers  to  the 
Marquis  of  Veyncourt's  face. 

Suddenly  exclaimed  the  student, 
who  was    intently    watching    the- 
scene — "  Where  is  she  ?  " 

And  the  exclamation  was  repeated 
upon  all  sides  of  him.     Where  was 
the  stranger?    What  had  become 
of  that  bright  and  beautiful  vision?' 
She  was  gone! 

The  lames  drew  breath  and 
re-arran^ed  their  robes;  a  chat- 
tering of  voices  filled  the  air,  for 
every  one  asked  a  different  question 
and  offered  a  different  explanation. 
The  yoxmg  Marquis  alone  was  more 
silent  than  his  wont ;  he  seemed  a 
little  disturbed  by  the  sudden 
departure  of  the  beautiful  being  he 
had  addressed.  He  speedily  con- 
soled himself  in  the  society  of  a 
lady  in  a  very  scanty  and  outre' 
attire,  whose  polite  softness  of 
expression,  to  the  philosopher's 
keen  eye,  seemed  only  to  cover  a 
very  slightly  concealed  boldness, 
and  an  unhappy  defiance.  But  soon 
after  he  noticed  the  Marquis  wander- 
ing through  the  rooms  alone, 
wearing  a  somewhat  puzzled  air, 
as  if  he  were  still  looking  for  th(> 
lovely  stranger ;  but  she  had  indeed 
vanished.  She  had  fled  from  his- 
contact,  though  no  one  saw  her 
flight.  She  had  been  unable  to 
live  under  his  gaze,  and  had  passed 
away  like  a  dream  or  a  shadow,  so 
utterly  that  the  Marquis  himself 
was  evidently  beginning  to  believe 
she  had  never  existed. 

She  was  speedily  f  orgoUeu  *,  anil 
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the  philosopher,  weary  of  the  sights 
and  sounds  around  him,  hastened 
to  make  his  escape.  He  made  his 
bow  to  the  hostess,  whose  counte- 
nance was  gradually  recovering  its 
placidity,  and  looked  to  see  if  his 
old  love  was  near  that  he  might 
bid  her  farewell  also.  But  he  did 
not  see  her,  and  feeling  scarcely  in 


harmony  with  her  then,  he  went 
home  without  staying  to  find  her. 
He  longed  to  regain  the  quiet  of 
his  study. 

"Was  she — "  he  said  as  he 
stepped  out  into  the  cool  night  air, 
"was  she  Innocence  incarnate? 
Then  indeed  have  I  seen  a  rare 
sight  in  a  ball-room." 

Mabel  Collins. 
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THE  ANCIENT  FAITH  OF  EGYPT. 


To  US  as  a  nation  Egypt  is  beooming 
a  region  of  consiaerable  politicfd 
interest.      Simultaneously  there  is 
felt  a  vivid  intellectual  interest  and 
spiritual  curiosity  with  regard  to 
the  ancient  realm   that   was    the 
sojouminfi^  place  of  the  forefathers 
of  our  religion.    Now  it  is  opening 
out  to  us  its  hieroglyphic  stores  of 
buried  millenniums,  and  disclosing 
not  only  the  features  of  the  mummy 
and  a  puzzle  of  cryptic  writing,  but 
the  faces  of  men  not  too  remote 
from  ourselves  for  sympathy.    At 
last,  now  that  the  laborious  riddles 
of    scholars    are    solved,    we    are 
reaching  the  wealth  of  the  intelli- 

fent  speech  of  our  new-found 
rethren  in  humanity,  an  ore  that 
shines  little  the  less  clearly  that  it 
has  been  buried  so  louff. 

To  this  long  entombment  it  is 
due  that  the  political  interest  in 
Egypt  and  the  philosophic  interest 
in  £%ypt,  although  both  present  to* 
day,  are  yet  wholly  apart  and  dis- 
tinct. Ancient  Ecypt  has  entirely 
passed  away,  leaving  only  its  won- 
drous sepulchre,  while  of  its  sacred 
language  and  of  the  religion  of 
those  dead  men  whose  legended 
wrappages  are  treasuries  of  lore, 
Modem  Egypt  (with  the  exception, 
perhaps,  of  a  few  scholars  at  the 
Boulaq  Museum)  knows  less  than 
may  be  found  in  books  that  bear 
the  imprint  of  Paris  or  London. 

As  in  this  paper  it  will  be  our 
business  to  shew  the  relationship 
of  Egypt  to  those  religious  tradi- 
tions wliich  our  societies  of  to-day 
hold  as  their  own^  it  is  riffht  first 
to  endeavour  to  disabuse  the  mind 


of  a  long-standing  and  ignorant  pre- 
judice.   In  that  raise  judgment  it  is 
regarded  as  something  approaching 
to  blasphemy  to  esteem  any  elder 
religion  as  conceivably  one  of  the 
mothers  or  nursing-mothers  of  our 
own,  and  so  entitled  to  our  venera- 
tion and  our  love.    All  outside  of 
our  own  religious  tradition  and  its 
Jewish  stock  we  have  been  wont  to 
thrust  aside  from  the  bosom  of  our 
sympathies  as  pagan  and  heathen, — 
if  at  all  regarded  of  God,  regarded 
differently  from  ourselves.     It  has 
been  argued  that  our  orthodoxy,  be 
it  taken  on  its  lowest  g^und,  and 
outside  and  apart  from  its  special 
privileges,    is    even  then  at  least 
transcendental,  whilst  the  outcome 
of  the  Egyptian  and  other  heathen 
priesthoods  is  but  a  gross  mass  of 
idol    worship,    manifested    in  the 
most  puerile  and  degraded  form, 
darkened    by    superstition    rather 
than  enlightened  oy  true  spiritual 
light;    a  religion   unsanctined  by 
the  grace  of  (Jod  that  is  ours.     To 
persons  holding  such  views  it  avails 
little  to  reply  that   much  of  the 
orthodox  system  itself  is  but  blind 
image  worship  and  paltry,  lifeless 
ceremonial.     They  care  nothing  for 
differences  of  degree ;  it  is  difference 
in  kind  they  insist  upon.     There  is 
light  and  darkness,  mere  is  religion 
and  superstition ;  theirs  is  the  reli- 
gion and   holy,   the  other  is  the 
superstition    and    unholy.      Upon 
umistening  ears,  too,  would  fall  the 
inference  that  as  in  spite  of  the 
idolatrous  and  ceremonial  external 
of  the  popular  cult,  there  is  and 
has  been  in  the  Christioai  t^U^otl 
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a  living  fount  that  has  wrought  its 
manifestation  in  pure  and  firm  and 
noble  lives,  so  with  Egypt  beneath 
the  gross  and  external  Polytheism 
of  the  multitude  may  reasonably  be 
expected  to  be  found  deep  springy, 
pure  and  undefiled,  the  very  mys- 
tery of  godliness  itself.  Such  alone, 
it  may  fairly  be  argued,  if  indeed 
they  can  be  found,  were  so  free 
from  stain  as  to  be  able  to  have 
had  any  maternal  relationship 
towards  our  own  religion ;  if  such, 
then,  can  be  discovered,  the  ear 
may  perhaps  be  opened  to  listen  to 
the  sound  of  the  ancient  stream  as 
it  flows  into  the  river  that  is  ours. 

As  the  Hellenic  race  was  supreme 
in  generosity  of  art,  so  was  the 
Hebrew  in  tenacity  of  religion. 
Confronting  ever  the  wonted  worldly 
ways,  was  the  passionate,  often 
sublime,  vehemence  of  the  Hebrew 
prophets,  who  with  imtiring  ear- 
nestness staunchly  insisted  upon  the 
reality  and  unity  of  God,  and  upon 
righteousness  or  conscience  as  His 
way,  and  deeply  stamped  upon  the 
people  that  in  the  doin^  of  this 
righteousness  lay  the  omy  course 
that  could  make  man  of  any  worth 
or  blessedness.  This  view  of  God 
degenerated  into  exclusiveness,  and 
this  righteousness  into  formalism, 
from  which  it  was  awakened  anew 
by  Jesus. 

But  whence  was  this  religious 
tendency  in  its  original  might 
derived?  what  was  its  sprint? 
Was  it  wholly  a  primeval  revem- 
tion,  or,  like  the  institution  of  Jesus, 
a  new  birth  that  was  in  part  a 
regeneration  of  the  old  ? 

Let  us  search  the  Scriptures ; 
what  do  they  say  of  themselves  ?  — 

^*  He  shineth^  then  the  land  exulteth." 

'^  Creator  of  all  good  things." 

''He  careth  for  tiie  state  of  the  poor." 

**  He  maketh  his  might  a  buckler." 
''  He  is  not  graven  in  marble." 
''  His  abode  is  not  known." 
''There  is  no. building  that  can  con- 
tain him." 


"  Thy  JLiaw  is  established  in  the  whole- 
land." 

"  Unknown  is  his  name  in  heaven, 
He  manifeateth  not  his  forms  ; 
Yain  are  all  representations." 

What  scripture  is  this  ?  It  seems 
familiar,  as  if  it  might  be  a  para- 
phrase of  our  Bible  words. 

"  The  Lord  God  is  a  sun  and  shield." 
— Ps.  Ixxxiv.  11. 

"  The  Lord  reigneth  ;  let  the  earth 
rejoice." — Ps.  xcvii.  1. 

"  The  Lord  is  high  above  all  nations, 
and  His  ^lory  above  the  heavens.  ^'^ 
— Ps.  cxui.  4. 

"  The  earth  is  full  of  the  goodness  of 
the  Lord." — ^Ps.  xxxiii.  5. 

"Who  daily  loadeth  us  with  benefits." 
—  Ps.  Ixviii.  19. 

"  The  eyes  of  all  wait  upon  Thee  ; 
and  Thou  givest  them  their  meat 
in  due  season.  Thou  openest  Thy 
hand,  and  satisfiest  the  desire  of 
every  living  thiug." — ^Ps.cxlv.  15, 
16. 

"  He  raiseth  up  the  poor  out  of  the 
dust." — Ps.  cxiii,  7. 

"Thou  haat  been  a  strength  to  the 

poor." — Ib,  XX v»  4. 
"He  is  a  buckler  to  all  those  that 

trust  in  Him." — Ps.  xviii.  30. 

"Gods  wood  and  stone, — ^the  work  of 
men's  hands." — ^Deut.  iv.  28. 

"He made  darkness  His  secret  place.' 
— ^Ps.  xviiL  11. 

"Thy  footsteps  are   not   known." — 

Ps.  Ixxvii.  19. 
"  Thou  art  a  God  that  hidest  Thyself." 

— Ib.  xlv.  15. 

"Behold,  the  heavens  and  the  heaven 
of  heaven  cannot  contain  Thee ; 
how  much  less  the  house  which  I 
have  built."— 2  Chron.  vi.  18. 

"A  law  shall  proceed  from  Me." — 
Is.  li.  4. 

"He  appointed  a  law  in  Israel." — 
Ps.  Ixxviii.  5. 

"  The  earth  and  the  heavens  shall  be 

changed,  but  Thou  art  the  same." 

— Ps.  cu.  26,  27. 
"  My  thoughts  are  not  your  thoughts, 

neither  are  your  ways  my  ways." 

Is.  Iv.  8. 

"  There  is  no  searching  of  His.  under- 
standing ."—Is.  xl.  28. 
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*''  After  the  wind  an  esrtiiqiiake ;  the 
Lord  was  not  in  the  earthquake  : 
and  after  the  earthquake  a  fire ; 
the  Lord  was  not  in  the  fire." — 
1  Kings  six.  11, 12. 

'''Canst  thou  by  searching  find  out 

God  r*-^ob  xi.  7. 
'"  Lo,  these  are  parts  of  His  ways. 

But  what  a  whisper  is  the  word 

that   is   known   of  Him  !"— Job 

zxyL  14. 

But  our  familiar  quotation,  to 
which  the  above  and  many  other 
passages  of  the  Jewish  Scriptures 
shew  so  distinct  a  Bkeness,  is  not 
from  Judfiea ;  it  is  from  Egypt,  from 
the  beautiful  Nile-Hymn,  composed 
long  before  any  known  prophet 
uttered  his  voice  in  Israel.  It  is  of 
the  period  of  a  dynasty  that,  by 
the  majority  of  scholars,  is  con- 
eidered  to  be  contemporary  with 
Moses. 

The  eminent  churchman  who 
renders  it  into  English  (Canon  F. 
C.  Cook)  deems  it  a  relic  of  prime- 
val Monotheism.  It  will  suffice 
for  an  illustration  of  the  Egyptian 
views  in  relation  to  the  central 
doctrine  of  the  Hebrew  teachers, 
that  of  the  reality  and  unity  of 
God.  To  the  more  pantheistic  con- 
ceptions of  the  Egyptian  psalmists, 
both  in  their  higher  and  lower 
forms,  we  shall  have  to  advert 
hereafter. 

The  following  may  illustrate  the 
other  central  doctrine  of  the  Hebrew 
seer,  that  the  main  way  of  life  and 
of  God  is  in  the  doing  of  righteous- 
ness, which  alone  brings  permanent 
blessedness : — 

**  AU  men  are  in  ecstacy, 

Hearts  in  sweetness,  bosoms  in  joy ; 
Everybody  is  in  adoration. 
Everyone  glorifies  his  goodness  ; 
Mild  is  his  love  for  us. 
His  tenderness  environs  hearts  ; 
Great  is  his  love  in  all  bosoms. 


Sanctifying,  beneficent,  is  his  name; 
Veneration  finds  its  place. 
Respect  immutable  for  his  laws  : 
The  path  is  open,  the  footpaths  are 

opened  : 
Both  worlds  are  at  rest : 
Evil     flies     and     earth     becomes 

fecundant 
Peaceably  under  its  Lord. 
Justice  is  confirmed 
By  its  Lord,  who  pursues  iniquity.** 

This  passage  from  the  "  Hymn  to 
Osiris  "  is  of  a  date  considered  to 
be  two  or  three  centuries  earlier 
than  the  Nile-Hymn,  from  which 
the  previous  quotation  was  made.* 
A  very  slight  paraphrase  also  woidd 
allow  this  early  writing  to  take  its 
place  almost  unnoticed  among  tho 
words  of  the  Hebrew  prophete. 

When  in  our  day  of  scientific 
investigation,  that  unfolds  the  hid- 
den scrolls  of  the  earth's  antiquity, 
and  dares  not  attempt  to  nimiber 
the  ages  that  have  inscribed  them- 
selves upon  them,  we  hear  the 
words  **  primeval  Monotheism," 
we  may  be  pardoned  for  wonder- 
ing what  they  mean.  Monotheism 
we  understand,  but  what  Mono- 
theism was  primeval  ?  It  was  not 
that  of  Judroa,  for  aoeording  to  its 
own  narratives,  Israel  was  but  a 
small  tribe,  little  more  than  a 
family,  when  it  entered  the  gates 
of  Egypt,  whence  it  emerged,  after 
a  few  centuries  of  eventfid  history, 
a  considerable  people.  May  Eg^^pt 
herself  claim  that  primeval  Mono- 
theism, or  must  it  be  accorded  to 
Assyria,  to  India,  to  China,  or 
to  the  unknown  land  of  Eden  ? 
Twenty-five  centuries  ago  the  ques- 
tion arose  which  nation  of  the  world 
was  most  ancient,  and  Psametik,  of 
Egypt,  in  whose  long  reign  lite- 
rature flourished,  is  recorded  by 
Herodotus  to  have  made  an  experi- 
ment to  discover  which  was  the 
primeval    language,    by  watching 


*  Hoife  of  tlie  eaoaipia  an  from  the  translations  given  in  the  **  Reoordtf  of  the 
Past,"  edttted  lij  Bi;  Biieh,  or  from  his  translation  of  the  "Bookot  thA^tad:' 
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the  articulation  of  children  brought 
up  by  persons  forbidden  to  utter  a 
word  in  their  hearing.    The  experi- 
ment was  an  unscientific  one,  and 
ended  in  the  children  borrowing 
the  cry  of  the  goats,  and  so  making 
a  word  that  was  claimed  to  be  the 
Phrygian  term  for  bread.     So  long 
affo,  then,  Psametik  knew  no  more 
of  the  origin  of  his  race  than  we 
do.  With  the  revelations  of  geology 
before  us,  it  is  idle  to  speculate  as 
to  national  beginnings  where  we 
have  no  historic  data  to  guide  us ; 
the  question  of  **  primeval  Mono- 
theism "  is  an  impossible  one ;  we 
know  not  whether  the  Sahara  or 
the  sea  may  not  cover  the  remains 
of    a    myriad     forgotten     races ; 
whether  Egypt  be  the  oldest  link 
with  this  buried  past  we  know  not; 
all  we  do  know  is  that  it  affords 
the  oldest  history  yet  established. 
There  is  no  rude  nomad  or  tribal 
history    of    Egypt ;    nearly    seven 
thousand  years  ago,  at  which  period 
commence    the  landmarks    of    re- 
search, there  is  a  reigning  d3masty 
and  a  capital,  where  is  worshipped 
a    demiureic    deity    called    "  The 
Father  of  Beginnings."    Plato  tells 
us  (Tima)us  v.)  that  when  Solon 
had    descanted   upon    the  ancient 
mythology  of  Greece  to  the  priests 
of   Sais,   one  of  them  exclaimed, 
"  Solon,     Solon,     ye    Ghreeks    are 
always  boys,  and  aged  Greek  there 
is  none."     This  he  explained  to 
mean  that   they  had    no    ancient 
doctrines  drawn  from  archaic  tra- 
dition,    whilst     they     themselves 
claimed  that  there  were  preserved 
in  their  own  sacred  writingpg  the 
annals  of  Sais  for  eighty  centuries. 
It  is  twenty-five  centuries  now  since 
this  claim  was  made. 

The  still  current  pseudo-spiritual 
views  of  ethnology,  based  upon 
misunderstandings  of  ancient,  frag- 
mentary, allegoric  lore,  we  may 
dismiss  from  our  minds  as  readily 
as  now  we  scout  the  pseudo-scientific 
view  of  the  well-known   Diodorus 


of  Sicily,  who  affirms  the  spon- 
taneous generation  of  mice  from 
the  rich  ^uvial  soil  about  Thebes, 
and  argues  thence  the  probability 
of  Egypt's  river  mud  beds  having* 
similarly  produced  man. 

The  ** father  of  history"  — if 
modem  research  will  still  allow  him 
the  title — says  candidly  (Eut.  xv.) 
"  I  think  the  Egyptians  have  always 
existed  ever  since  the  human  race- 
began." 

if  we  turn  from  the  speculative 
to  the  actual,  we  may  find  a  papy- 
rus deemed  by  Egyptologists  to  be 
the  most  ancient  book  in  the  world,, 
or  about  fifty-five  centuries  old. 
Therein  Ptah-hotep,  magistrate  and 
sage,  preaches  as  follows: — **Be~ 
ware  of  producing  crude  thoughts; 
study  till  thy  words  are  matured!" 
There  is  no  sign  of  youthf  ulness  of 
life  here,  there  is  neither  sugges- 
tion of  the  divine  simplicity  of 
Eden,  nor  on  the  other  hand  of  the 
rude  savagery  of  a  race  in  an  early 
stage  of  development.  The  remark 
is  trite,  venerable,  cultured,  and 
commonplace ;  and  the  world- wise 
man  who  uttered  it  must  have  been 
the  heir  of  a  civilisation  that  a  single 
thousand  years'  g^wth  would  have 
been  quite  inadequate  to  produce. 

The  dim  and  oistant  magnitude 
of  Egypt  dwarfs  the  Judsea  that  we 
have  made  so  prominent  in  our 
old  poor  analysis  of  the  world  ;  the 
stately  calm  timt  dwells  by  the  un- 
tiring beneficent  Nile  puts  to  shame 
the  petty  cries  about  assertive 
favoured  nations,  or  the  so-called 
miraculous  preservation  of  a  hardy 
tribe. 

When  the  starving  sons  of  Israel 
journeyed  southwards,  and  left  their 
rude  tents  andf  amine-stricken  fields, 
they  came  to  a  land  where  there 
were  mighty  cities,  g^raced  with 
temples  and  palaces,  obelisks  and 
statues;  where  mathematics  accu- 
rately directed  irrigation,  and  canals 
aided  agriculture  with  uses  taught 
by  the  perennially  watering  NQe  ; 
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where  arehitectnre  was  not  merely 
oommififiioned  to  provide  shelter, 
but  made  to  subserve  the  proving 
of  astronomical  laws,  and  to  afford 
standards  of  reference  for  cardinal 
points  and  measures  of  lonc^tud^ ; 
where  fabrics  were  made  &at  for 
evenness  of  thread  would  be  the 
despair  of  Manchester ;  linen  with 
more  than  five  himdred  strands  in 
an  inch,  or  five  times  finer  than  our 
fine  cambric  ;  a  land  where  copper 
was  tempered  in  a  manner  beyond 
the  knowledge  of  our  northern 
foundries,  for  it  would  cut  stone 
without  being  hardened  by  alloy ; 
and  bronze  wrought  into  blades  that 
had  the  elasticity,  as  well  as  the 
keenness  and  hardness  of  steel. 
There  was  the  root  of  our  modem 
chemistry  there  in  the  ancient 
name  of  the  country,  Chemi,  Kham 
or  Ham,  a  word  supposed  to  desig- 
nate the  black  and  crumbly  nature 
of  the  soil,  which  re-appears  in  our 
word  alchemy,  or  the  black  art. 
Our  very  Europe  is  Ereb,  Greek 
Elrebus,  or  the  West,  which  Cadnius 
or  Kedem,  the  East,  sought  to  dis- 
cover. 

In  that  busy  land  there  were 
storehouses  of  ancient  learning, 
matured  systems  of  ethics,  and  a 
priesthood  as  earnest  and  full  of 
religion  as  any  hierarchy  that  has 
existed  on  earth.  like  all  esta- 
blishments, it  had  its  evil  side  as 
well  as  its  good,  its  dark  and  de- 
graded eras  as  weU  as  its  enlight- 
ened and  beneficent  periods.  It 
was  well  worthy  to  be  the  nursing- 
mother  of  the  Hebrew's  thoughts 
of  Ood,  and  was  this  as  naturally 
as  the  roots  of  the  Egyptian  lan- 
guage planted  themselves  in  the 
Hebrew,  and  have  spread  even  into 
our  own  English  tongue. 

The  rite  of  circumcision  appears 
to  have  been  borrowed  by  the 
Hebrew,  and  certain  other  Palesti- 
nian tribes,  from  the  Eg^-ptians. 
Herodotus  (n*  86)  speaks  of  the 
Egyptians  as  '*  The  only  people  in 


the  world — ^they  at  least,  and  such 
as  have  learned  the  practice  from 
them — ^who  use  circumcision." 
Again  (ii.  104)  he  says — "  The 
Phoenicians  and  the  S3rrians  of 
Palestine  themselves  confess  that 
they  learnt  the  custom  from  the 
Egyptians."  The  rite  is  known  to 
have  existed  in  Egypt  as  early  as 
the  fourth  dynasty,  which  was- 
centred  at  Memphis,  or  some  six 
thousand  years  ago.  It  was- 
variously  followed  in  Palestine, 
being  practised  by  the  Edomites, 
but  not  by  the  generality  of  the- 
Phoenicians,  the  l^idonians,  or  the 
Philistines.  We  may  call  to  mind 
the  observation  attriouted  to  Jesus- 
on  this  subject  (John  vii.  22) : — 
"  Moses  gave  you  circumcision,  not 
that  it  is  of  Moses,  but  of  the- 
fathers J*^  Who,  then,  are  these- 
fathers  ?  Abraham  was  before 
Moses,  and  one  of  the  fathers ;  as 
indeed  one  of  his  descendants  is 
named  in  the  confession  with. the 
first-fruit  offering  (Deut.  xxvi.  5), 
**  A  S}Tian  ready  to  perish  was  my 
father;  and  he  went  down  into» 
Eg^vpt  and  sojourned  there  with  a 
few,  and  became  a  nation."  But 
the  fathers  of  Mennefer,  or  Mem- 
phis, the  relics  of  wliich  capital  city 
are  now  nothing  but  funereal  re- 
mains, were  before  Abraham. 

In  s^nte  of  the  stupendous  exac- 
tions of  certain  sovereigns,  it  would 
seem  that  life  in  Eg>'j)t  was  compara- 
tively easy.     The  land  needed  not 
to  be  **  tickled  with  the  plough  iiy 
laugh  with  a  bountiful  harv'est ;" 
the  labourer,  under  a  kindly  rule, 
might  have  leisure  for  a  consider- 
able  portion  of  the  year,  for  the 
river  washing  up  rich  silt  from  the- 
highlands  of  Africa,  prevents  ex- 
haustion of  the  land,  and  the  conse- 
quent need  of  artificial  rex^lenish- 
ment.     The  NUe  manures  year  by 
year  enormous  tracts,  and  so  softens, 
the  land  that  in  many  parts  thi^ 
agriculturist    could    dispense  with 
the  plough,  and  after  sowing  tW 
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«eed  had  but  to  drive  in  his  flocks 
to  tread  it  in,  or  drag  the  mud  with 
bushes.  There  was  nearly  always 
'*  corn  in  Egypt."  The  climate  was, 
and  still  is,  a  mild  one,  and  the 
bodily  needs  are  in  consequence 
exceedingly  small.  A  handful  of 
grain,  a  single  shirt,  a  hut  of  mud 
•and  cane  sufficed  for  existence. 
Hence,  though  the  actual  labourer 
might  receive  little  benefit  himself, 
he  was  the  means  of  great  and 
easily  acquired  wealth ;  and  in  addi- 
tion to  the  kings  and  the  pashas, 
large  numbers  of  the  priestly  and 
literary  classes  were  able  to  be  sup- 
ported without  the  cruel  drain  upon 
a  people's  resources  due  always  to 
an  inordinate  proportion  of  non- 
producing  classes.  To  the  ranks  of 
the  sacred  scribes  belonged  not  only 
the  high  posts  of  the  priesthood, 
but  the  more  worldly  functions  of 
secretary  and  custodian  of  treasuries, 
granaries,  and  muniments,  while 
Sie  scribes  royal  directed  the  War 
Office  and  the  Admiralty  of  the  river 
fleet;  and  the  general  body  acted 
usefully  as  notaries,  conveyancers, 
letter-writers,  accountants,  market 
•clerks,  managers  of  linen  manufac- 
tories and  01  stone  quarries,  sur- 
veyors, engravers,  architects,  gold- 
smiths, sculptors,  physicians,  school- 
masters. Functions  were  to  a 
•certain  extent  hereditary,  but  the 
BSUierdotal  tribe  was  not  a  caste,  but 
A  class.  Men  of  ability  from  any 
other  social  class  might  be  admitted 
to  the  priesthood. 

Man  in  a  simple  state  of  life  is 
an  observer  of  nature's  methods. 
Among  prominent  objects  of  atten- 
tion must  always  have  been  the 
apparent  sources  of  life,  and  the 
recurrences  of  large  events.  The 
sun  is  the  apparent  origin  of  physi- 
•cal  life,  manifesting  also  a  grand 
apparent  certainty  of  periodicity, 
wmch  makes  days  and  years  and 
seasons,  and  marking  out,  in  con- 
junction with  stars,  vast  circles  of 
time,  which  possibly  expanded  the 


minds  of  primitive  men  to  large 
orbits  of  thought,  as  the  miracle  of 
his  daily  life-giving  fire  disposed 
them  to  love  and  adoration.  Besides 
the  sun,  God's  lieutenant  of  physi- 
cal life,  sex,  the  reproducer,  has 
received  reverence  as  the  producer ; 
the  male  element  usually  dominat- 
ing as  the  sun,  while  from  a  similar 
attribute  and  similar  association 
with  a  stronger  power,  the  moon  and 
the  feminine  have  gone  together. 

Natural  observations  and  spiritual 
intuitions  have  been  joined  in 
correspondences,  real  or  fanciful. 
The  pictorial  imagination  has  often 
sought  to  take  the  place  of  the 
spiritual  revelation,  and  has  led  the 
mind  astray  from  the  true  appre- 
hension of  the  tjrpe.  That  the 
glorious  solar  orb  should  be  recog- 
nized as  the  immediate  cause  of  our 
systemic  life,  and  so  as  a  divine 
type,  is  a  pantheism  by  no  means 
inconsistent  with  the  highest  wor- 
ship. When  the  priest  of  the 
esoteric  mysteries  worshiped  Ra,  or 
the  creative  sun,  it  was  as  a 
wondrous  manifestation  of  the 
Supreme,  or,  as  it  were,  the 
Supreme  in  specific  action.  The 
aspects  of  divine  beneficence  being 
manifold  in  their  natural  expression, 
the  signs  by  which  the  eternal  Qt)d 
was  represented  were  to  a  certain 
extent  interchangeable.  God  could 
not  be  beheld  in  His  infinity,  but 
He  might  be  seen  through  any 
attribute,  which  attribute  was  ador- 
able as  God.  This  lofty  and  subtle 
Pantheism  can  only  be  held  in  its 
purity  by  the  mind  enfranchised 
from  the  rudimentary  state  and 
cleansed  of  the  fluff  of  ignorance. 

The  litany  of  the  priest  ran : — 

"  Homage  to  thee,  Ra !  Supreme  power. 
He  who  discloses  the    earth,    and 

liffhts  the  unseen, 
He  whose  principle  has  become  his 

manifestation, 
Who  is  born  under  the  form  of  the 

deity  of  the  great  disk.*' 

{NaviUt,  LUany  o/Ra.) 
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This  was  too  metaphyBical  for  the 
^nerality,  who  could  not  take  in  so 
purely  intellectual  a  conception  as 
that  of  the  Amen-ra,  or  hidden 
fashioner,  pouring  his  creative  force 
into  the  recipient  unseen,  and  pro- 
ducing a  semblance  of  himself  in 
the  radiant  sun.  So  the  warmth  of 
the  poet  invents  endearing  epithets 
for  the  sun  as  a  person,  smg^ng 
that  his  soul  shone  in  his  shape,  and 
that  he  dwelt  in  the  interior  of  his 
dazzling  disk ;  or,  if  of  a  metaphysi- 
^cal  inclination,  he  argues  that  the 
divine  emblem  was  **bom  as  his 
own  son,"  that  he  was  wont  to 
*•  address  his  eye,"  and  "  speak  to 
his  head,"  or  in  other  words,  com- 
mune with  himself.  And  the 
Xiopular  imagination  demanded 
further  substantivity  and  an  exten- 
sion of  the  concrete,  and  sought  out 
many  a  quaint  minor  symbolism, 
and  the  artist  put  it  into  form.  The 
''^beetlethatfolds  his  wings,  that  rests 
in  the  empyrean,"  in  some  fanciful 
way,  from  rolling  its  eggs  before  it 
in  a  ball  of  dirt,  is  made  a  type,  and 
the  bull,  as  the  largest  creature 
known,  is  elevated  to  a  divine 
symbol,  and  both  are  carven  images 
at  the  door  of  the  temple.  Minor 
representations  of  divine  attributes 
may  be  extended  without  limit, 
according  as  the  mind  seizes  upon 
one  or  another  external  correspon- 
dence, or  outward  and  visible  sign 
of  an  internal  and  spiritual  fact. 
One  part  of  Egypt  feels  pride  in  its 
temples,  where  a  sacred  animal 
receives  veneration  as  representing 
such  or  such  a  conception  of  divine 
power ;  in  an  adjoining  canton  the 
object  of  adoration  is  different,  or 
worshipped  in  a  different  form. 
Certain  cities  marked  out  special 
triads  or  trinities  of  deity  as  ob- 
jects of  their  peculiar  worship. 
Rivalry  intensifies  each  worship, 
until  Uie  spiritual  attribute  of  the 
sign  is  forgotten.  Each  party  has 
its  god,  the  pantheistic  fervour 
departs,  universal  religion  wanes, 


and  sects  are  bom  which  are  both 
polytheistic  and  idolatrous.  The 
priest  of  enfranchised  spirit  sees 
still  beneath  the  symbol  its  secret 
truth ;  to  a  partisan  crowd  this  inner 
sense  seems  thin  and  vain;  if  he 
speaks  it  is  to  deaf  ears,  so  the 
acolytes  continue  to  serve  at  the 
shrines,  and  the  real  magus  and 
priest  takes  his  place,  perhaps  sadly 
enough,  at  the  head  of  the  pomp 
and  show  which  ho  knows  and  feels 
to  be  empty.  The  ineffable  Amen- 
ra  is  forgotten  amid  the  hosts  of 
gods  and  goddesses  that  claim  to  be 
emanations  of  his  but  are  nothing 
in  themselves.  Thus  was  Egypt 
pantheistic  and  pol3rtheistic  at  once; 
Pantheism  being  Monotheism  made 
real,  and  vital,  and  warm,  and 
Polytheism  being  Theism  frittered 
away  and  degraded  into  countless 
superstitions  and  inanities.  In  other 
words,  the  object  of  Egjrptian  wor- 
ship was  a  plurality  in  unity,  the 
ignorant  catching  sight  only  of  the 
exterior  plurality,  the  seer  penetra- 
ting deeper  to  the  interior  unity. 

The  Nile  with  the  Egyptians  was 
as  marked  an  instance  of  periodicity 
and  beneficence  as  the  sun,  and 
was  worshipped  as  rei)re8entativ(* 
of  many  mystic  attributes.  As  in 
the  belief  of  the  sages  there  existed 
a  substantial  sun  that  was  but  the 
emblem  or  presentment  of  an  un- 
seen life-giving  power,  so  too  was 
there  a  spiritual  as  well  as  a  visibl(< 
Nile.  The  first  conception  of  this 
was  the  water  of  a  firmament  that 
was  supposed  to  enwrap  the  world, 
as  in  flie  early  Greek  tradition  is 
the  office  assigned  to  Okeanos,  or 
Ocean,  a  sort  of  liquid  space.  Wo 
modems  only  conceive  of  the  firma- 
ment as  aerial,  and  refer  to  the 
Greek  Ouranos  as  meaning  heaven 
or  sky,  but  that  very  Ouranos  we 
must  father  upon  the  Egyptian 
word  Urnas,  or  the  Celestial  Water, 
and  indeed,  we  retain  the  root  yet 
in  our  English  word  "urn,"  orwater- 
vessel,    and    in    another    common 
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word  signifying  water,  but  now 
used  ih  a  limited  sense. 

**  The  Nile-Gk)d  traverses  heaven ; 
his  course  there  corresponds  to  that 
of  the  river  on  earth,"  says  the 
Hymn.  On  the  spiritual  or  unseen 
NUe  floats,  according  to  the  Egyptian 
creed,  the  bark  of  the  unseen  sun ; 
and  the  disembodied  spirit  vanishes 
from  earth  by  that  way,  after  the 
manner  of  the  sun  duskily  depart- 
ing at  eve. 

One  of  the  most  serious  and  per- 
manent of  religious  types,  in  which 
the  spiritual  fact  and  its  natural 
metaphor  seem  to  bear  to  each 
other  more  than  a  casual  relation 
and  correspondence,  is  that  of  water 
as  an  intervenience  and  ordeal  to 
be  traversed  between  the  corporeal 
and  the  spiritual  world.  As  in 
baptism  the  old  self  is  symbolised 
as  being  washed  away,  and  the 
new  seK  cleansed  and  brightened, 
so  in  death  there  is  the  course 
across  the  river,  be  it  known  as 
Nile  or  Jordan,  to  face,  in  which 
passage  the  most  easily  detachable 
part  of  the  still  clinging  earth-life 
is  cleared  away,  and  the  soul  is 
ushered  as  far  as  may  be  into  that 
state  wherein  there  is  no  wrappage 
of  heredity  possible,  or  material 
veil  that  may  hide  the  real  man, — 
the  state  of  naked  truth. 

The  notion  of  a  spiritual  fact 
will  entwine  itself  so  closely  with 
material  emblems  that  it  is  often 
impossible  to  discover  whether  a 
glimmering  consciousness  of  the 
fact  first  suggested  the  suitable 
emblem,  or  Tdiether  some  ordinary 
event  of  physical  life  led  the  way 
to  the  idea.  It  may  be,  indeed  it 
often  is,  from  the  clear  view  of  a 
physical  fact  that  we  are  enabled 
to  proceed  a  step  further  to  a  con- 
ception of  some  deeper  truth. 

In  Egypt  the  burial  places  were 
mostly  in  the  mountains  of  the 
west,  or  sunset  side,  of  the  Nile ; 
and  when  a  death  occurred  on  the 
eastern  side,  the  ferrying  of  the 


mimmiy  across  the  river  became  aa 
important  symbolic  ceremony.  By 
this  passage  was  the  soul,  like  the 
sun  entering  the  underworld  of  the 
west,  typified  as  sped  on  its  way  to> 
the  unseen.     When  a  death  took 

Slace  on  the  western   side  of  the- 
rile,  the  same  procession  was  con- 
veyed by  boat  across  a  pool  within 
the  temple  precincts. 

This  symbolism  of  the  passage 
from  life  to  death  has  a  very  general 
acceptation  xmder  various  kindred 
forms.  A  correspondence,  it  is 
of  course  understood,  is  not  a 
minute  picture,  but  a  foreshadow- 
ing, a  whisper  audible  on  one  plane 
and  in  its  own  language,  of  what 
takes  place  on  another,  where  the 
language  is  not  the  same.*  There 
has  been  a  readiness,  not  explicable 
by  the  physiccd  influence  of  the 
Egyptian  ceremonial,  or  wholly  de- 
rivable from  the  Jewish  imagery 
of  Jordan,  to  make  use  of  the 
river  as  a  type  of  the  passage  of 
the  soul  as  a  disembodied  being. 
Even  the  Greeks,  though  they 
borrowed  the  notion  from  Egypt, 
held  the  belief  of  the  encircling 
rivers  of  Hades,  and  borrowed 
their  silent  boatman  Charon  from 
the  Egyptian  Kharu,  one  of  the 
imagined  attendant  demons  of  the 
death-process.  But  they  added  the 
strange  superstition  that  those 
whose  corpses  by  any  mischance 
remained  unburied  or  uncovered 
by  soil,  were  not  permitted  to  enter 
the  ferryman's  barge  without  pre- 
viously passing  a  hundred  years  in 
vain  wanderings  to  and  fro  upon  the 
shore.  The  Greeks  were  imagi- 
native rather  than  inspired  ;  a 
more  real  reason  for  the  spirits' 
wandering  close  to  earth  would 
have  been,  not  that  the  body  was- 
not  buried,  but  that  certain  earthly 
ties  were  not  put  aside  which  drew 
the  spirit  down  and  prevented  it 
from  passing  through  that  river  on 
the  thither  side  of  which  is  the 
entrance  to  life. 
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So  far  as  can  be  seen,  we  ought 
not  to  regard  the  ancient  Egyptians 
as  a  priest-ridden  people,  in  the 
medisBTal  sense  of  the  term.  We 
have  seen  in  how  many  necessary 
occupations  of  practical  life  the 
Egyptian  priest  was  engaged ;  and 
ia  lus  more  especial  function  he 
was  not  only  ceremonialist,  but 
philosopher  and  poet.  Such  natural 
outlet  may  reasonably  be  supposed 
to  have  kept  the  priestly  mind  free 
from  that  morbidness  into  which  it 
is  apt  to  lapse  when  the  work  to  be 
done  is  all  of  an  internal  character. 
The  secret  lust  of  dominance,  im- 
coiling  itself  in  the  spiritual  sphere, 
is  a  more  harmful  evil  than  the 
rade  power  of  open  tyranny. 

There  was  a  very  wholesome 
feeling  in  i^;ypt  with  regard  to 
productive  labour,  though  the  law 
that  enforced  it  was  armed  with  a 
sanction  that  seems  to  us  severe. 
Herodotus  tells  usTn.  177)  **  Amasis 
[King  Aahmes  II.  of  the  xxvith 
bynasty ;  probably  a  mistake  for 
Aahmes  I.,  (Amosis)  of  a  much 
earlier  time,  the  xvnith  Dynasty, 
which  King  was  a  great  reformer, 
promoting  commerce  and  opening 
roads]  established  the  law  that 
every  Egjrptian  should  appear  once 
a  year  before  the  governor  of  his 
canton  and  shew  his  means  of  living ; 
or  failing  to  do  so,  and  to  prove 
that  he  got  an  honest  livelihood, 
should  be  put  to  death.  Solon,  the 
Athenian,  oorrowed  this  law  from 
the  Egyptians,  and  imposed  it  on 
his  countrymen,  who  have  observed 
it  ever  since :  it  is  indeed  an  ex- 
cellent custom." 

The  condenmation  of  the  idle  to 
death  might  arise  from  the  fact  of 
social  science  that  in  a  simple  com- 
munity of  labourers  he  that  did  not 
labour  was  self-condemned  to  die 
of  starvation,  unless,  indeed,  he  were 
within  reach  of  the  charity  of  others. 

This  sorrowful  result  of  idleness 
is  referred  to  in  the  Hjrmn  to  the 
Nile,  the  type  of  beneficent  action 


in  its  fecundating  and  enriching 
power : — 

"  Idle  hands  he  loathes  .... 
If  the  gods  in  heaven  are  grieved, 

[as  by  idleness] 
Then  sorrow  cometh  upon  men." 

One  of  the  confessions  of  innocence 
in  the  Bitual  runs,  **0h,  Stripper  of 
Words,  I  have  not  made  delays,  or 
dawdled." 

Where  religious  feeling  is  pure 
and  pantheistic,  orthodoxy  is  genial 
and  comprehensive.  To  add  a  new 
emblem  of  divinity  to  the  pantheon 
is  not  to  disturb  the  old ;  it  is  but  to 
reveal  another  attribute  of  the  un- 
seen, which,  when  assimilated  with 
what  men  have  felt  before,  enriches 
the  conception  of  God.  There  were 
in  Egypt  and  in  Ghreece  terrible 
degradations  of  religion ;  by  those 
degradations  it  is  no  more  right  to 
judge  the  purest  current  of  their 
thought  than  it  is  to  condemn  the 
inner  spirit  of  our  own  faith  by  any 
popular  presentment  in  which  it  is 
turned  all  awry,  and  well  nigh  up- 
side down.  There  were  sectarian 
disputes  in  Egypt,  but  they  appear 
to  have  arisen  from  local  feding 
and  prejudice  rather  than  purely 
religious  difference  or  vital  diver- 
gence of  doctrine.  A  main  danger 
against  which  we  have  to  guard  in 
our  estimate  of  the  warm  panthe- 
istic faiths,  is  that  of  supposing  that 
they  were  doctrinal  in  the  sense  in 
which  we  have  known  of  doctrine 
from  the  metaphysical  discussions 
of  wrangling  and  ignorant  eccle- 
siastic fathers,  the  dogmatic  bulls 
of  most  Christian  Emperors  and 
Popes,  and  the  narrow  shibboleths 
of  zealous  extirpators  of  heresy, 
and  promoters  of  auto-da-f^. 

In  a  general  view  of  the  charac- 
teristics of  the  Egyptian  system 
there  stands  out  most  impressively 
the  importance  in  which  was  held 
from  the  earliest  ages  the  question 
of  life  in  the  hereafter.  Clement 
of  Alexandria  goes  so  far  as  to 
state  that  **  From  Pythagoras  Plato 
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derived  the  immortality  of  the  soul, 
and  he  from  the  Egyptians."  This 
at  least  shews  that  the  subject  ap- 
peared* then  to  hold,  and  to  have 
held,  as  prominent  a  place  in  the 
ethics  of  Egypt  as  is  proved  now  to 
us,  who  hold  many  centuries  of  her 
history  within  our  reach.  The  sense 
of  vast  sweep  of  time  evidenced  in 
astronomic  Imowledge,  and  the  ac- 
quaintance with  the  Sothic  period,* 
may  have  led,  as  we  should  natu- 
rally expect,  to  a  consciousness  of 
the  shortness  of  the  span  of  earthly 
life,  and  hence  to  a  readiness  to 
take  in  the  idea  of  continued  exis- 
tence after  death.  The  enduring 
pyramids  and*  mighty  mausolea 
represent  the  endeavour  to  outlive 
time ;  and  their  paintings  and 
sculptures  mainly  portray  the  be- 
lief m  the  outliving  of  earthly  life, 
and  the  passage  into  the  state 
beyond. 

A  prominent  picture  in  this  year's 
Exhioition  of  the  Royal  Academy 
exemplifies  a  custom  that  proceeds 
from  this  tendency.  At  the  Egyp- 
tian banquet  in  the  midst  of  the 
gaiety  is  dragged  in  an  image  of 
the  sacred  boat  of  the  dead ;  upon 
which  lies  the  figure  of  a  mummy 
wrought  over  with  all  the  painted 
symbolisms  of  death  and  judgment. 
Herodotus  tells  us  that  as  the  ser- 
vant who  draws  this  strange  burden 
shews  it  to  each  guest  by  turn,  he 
says,  **  Gaze  here,  and  drink,  and 
be  merry,  for  when  you  die,  such 
will  you  be."  There  was  probably, 
in  the  bright  faith  of  the  Egyptian, 
as  much  joy  as  solemnity  in  the 
address. 

We  may  briefly  sketch  that 
mystic  passage  of  man  as  por- 
trayed in  the  Ritual.  In  it  we 
shall  find  much  that  yet  lives  in 
our  beliefs. 


First  we  have  the  embalmment 
in  the  Moimi — a  bituminous  drug  or 
wax — ^which  converted  the  steeped 
body  into  the  almost  imperishable 
mimmiy.  Bandaged  in  hundreds 
of  yards  of  fine  linen,  placed  in 
the  case  or  cartonage,  over  which 
were  inscribed  extracts  from  the 
ritual  of  the  dead,  and  finally  in 
the  coffin  of  fragrant  wood  or  of 
finest  stone,  the  corpse  lay  upon 
the  lion-shaped  couch. 

The  solemn  festal  dirge  peals 
from  those  that  stand  around  : — 

''  No  man  comes  from  thence 
Who  tells  of  their  sayings. 
Who  tells  of  their  affairs, 
Who  encourages  oar  hearts. 
Ye  go 

To  the  place  whence  they  return 
not.*^ 

{Trand,,  C.W.  Goodwin,) 

At  the  funeral  of  priests  and 
priestesses,  and  of  a  later  epoch, 
there  is  a  more  doctrinal  service, 
known  as  the  Book  of  Respirations 
(translated  by  P.  J.  de  Horrack), 
the  papjrrus  of  which  is  found 
deposited  with  their  remains  : — 

''  Thou  dost  enter  the  horizon  with 

the  Sun. 
Thy  soul  is  received  in  the  barque 

Neshem  with  Osiris. 
Thy  soul  is  divinized  in  the  Hall  of 

Seb. 
Thou  art  justified  for  ever  and  ever. 

Hail  to  the  Osiris — 
Thine  individuality  is  permanent. 
Thy  body  is  durable. 
Thy  mummy  doth  germinate. 

♦  *  ♦  ♦ 

Thy  body  is  rejuvenated. 

♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

Thy  flesh  is  on  thy  bones, 
Like  unto  thy  form  on  earth. 

«  «  *  * 

Thou  art  divinized  with  the  souls  of 

the  gods,  * 
Thy  heart  is  the  heart  of  Ra. 


♦  The  astronomic  year  is  approximately  of  365^  days,  the  civil  year  is  of  366  only. 
In  four  years  there  would  be  a  day  wrong,  which  we  correct  by  the  extra  day  in  Leap 
Tear,  but  in  365^  times  four  years,  the  days  would  come  right  again.  This  period  of 
1,461  years  is  the  Egyptian  Great  Year  or  Sothic  period. 
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Thy  members  are  the  memben  of 
the  great  god  (Odris). 

«  *  *  * 

Thy  soul  IB  divinized  in  Heaven, 

To  make  all  the  tranaformationa  it 
desiieth. 

Thou  comeat  on  earth  each  day. 

Strengthened  by  thine    ornaments 
[of  the  mummy] 

Thou  art  prepared  for  life. 

Thoa  remainest  in  a  healthful  state  ; 

Thou  walkesti  thou  breathest  every- 
where. 
[The  gods  of  the  lower  heaven 
speak]. 

He  is  received  in  the  Divine  Nether 
World. 
*  «  *  * 

He  liveth  in  the  truth. 

He  doth  nourish  himself  with  truth. 

«  *  *  • 

He  hath  given  food  to  the  hungry, 

Drink  to  the  thirsty. 

Clothes  to  the  naked. 

He  ii  favoured  among  the  faithful 

(or,  living). 
And  divinized  among  the  perfected. 
His  soul  is  received  wherever    it 

willetli. 
He    hath    receiTed    the    Book    of 

Respirations, 
That  he  may  breathe  with  his  soul. 
With  that  of  the  Lower  Heaven, 
And  that  he  may  make  any  trans- 
formation at  his  will. 
Like  the  Westerners ; 
That  his  soul  may  go  wherever  it 

desireth, 
Itvr'mz  on   the  earth  for  ever  and 


ever. 


»> 


There  are  some  physical  tenden- 
cies in  the  thought  here  to  which 
we  shall  afterwards  refer;  following 
at  present  the  ceremony. 

After  the  mimmiy  had  been  con- 
veyed in  the  symbolic  barge  across 
the  mystic  ferry,  the  next  proceed- 
ing is  the  dramatic  representation 
of  the  judCTient  to  come. 

We  need  not  dwell  on  this  repre- 
sentation by  masked  priests,  who 
would  be  unable  adequately  to 
realize  in  their  acted  parts  of  judge, 
accuser,  mediators,  assessors,  and 
recording  angel,  that  wonderful 
drama  of    death   which    fills    the 


sacred  pages  of  the  Bitual :  and  is 
best  enacted  in  the  quiet  chambers 
of  the  mind.  The  vivid  ceremony, 
however,  with  its  emblematic  signs 
of  good  and  evil,  its  scales  in  which 
the  heart  of  the  deceased  is  weighed 
against  truth,  its  impartial  judg- 
ment, its  kindly  mediators,  must  to 
many  have  been  in  itself  a  more 
impressive  sermon  than  words. 

Thoth,  known  to  the  (Jreeks  as 
Hermes,  is  the  author  or  inspirer  of 
the  ''  Book  of  the  Dead."  He  it  is 
who  contends  for  the  soul  of  the 
departed,  and  justifies  him  ag^ainst 
his  enemies ;  he  introduces  the  shade 
into  the  unseen  world.  He  is  known 
as  the  **  Gk)od  Saviour,"  and  tho 
"  Lord  of  the  Divine  Words." 

He  cries  out,  **  Oh,  companions  of 
souls  made  in  the  House  of  Osiris, 
accompany  ye  the  soul  of  the  Osiris 
with  yourselves  to  the  House  of 
Osiris  I  Let  him  see  as  ye  see,  let 
him  hear  as  ve  hear,  let  him  stand 
as  ye  stand,  let  him  sit  as  ye  sit." 

Osiris  is  the  supreme  judge,  and 
the  soul  that  is  sufficiently  justified 
to  be  allowed  to  enter  tne  path 
toward  him  is  already  reckoned 
as  one  with  him,  and  is  designated 
the  Osirian,  or  the  Osiris. 

The  Eg3rptians  held  the  myth  of 
a  dying  god,  both  the  Nile  and  the 
sun  bemg  emblems  of  death  followed 
by  resurrection.  **  They  differ  from 
the  Greeks,"  says  Herodotus  (ii. 
50),  **  in  pa3ring  no  divine  honours 
to  heroes."  The  hero  was  a  supernal 
man  who  was  imagined  to  oe  at 
length  deified,  or  rather  elevated  to 
be  a  demi-god  amongst  the  stars. 
The  allegorical  idea  of  the  Egyptians 
was  here  lost  in  the  Greek  poetic 
fancy.  The  tradition  of  Osiris  having 
lived  on  earth  probably  arose 
from  the  belief  in  everything  great 
being  a  manifestation  of  the  divine. 
Before  man  was  recognized  as  being 
himself  a  manifestation  of  God,  the 
name  Osiris,  which  was  afterwards 
given  to  departed  spirits  when 
entering  upoa  their  lieoveiviy  \cWiX- 
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ney,  W6w  given  only  to  deceased 
kings.  In  the  sculptures  the  king 
is  represented  in  the  attitude  of  a 
▼otary,  with  offerings  to  a  double  of 
himself,  his  human  character  doing 
homage  to  the  eternal  not-himself 
that  was  realized  as  dwelling  in 
him. 

Like  the  sun  at  its  setting,  the 
departed  spirit  passes  out  of  sight 
through  the  gate  of  the  west.  He 
makes  a  way  in  the  darkness  to  see 
his  father,  whose  beloved  he  is.  He 
enters  as  a  hawk,  the  symbol  of 
time,  he  comes  out  as  a  phoenix 
(bennu),  the  emblem  of  the  great 
solar  cycle,  and  so  of  the  soul's 
endless  journey.  As  he  wends  along, 
towed  in  the  ark,  or  mystic  boat,  to 
the  heaven,  he  worships  the  Lord  of 
Sunbeams,  who  illuminates  the  un- 
seen world,  who  smites  the  evil, 
places  the  Osiris  out  of  sin,  and  lets 
him  be  with  the  great  blessed.  Ho 
prays  the  god  not  to  dissipate  one 
who  is  the  type  of  himself.  So  far 
proceeds  what  is  known  as  the 
**  Manifestation  to  Light." 

The  consciousness  of  divinity 
grows  upon  the  spirit ;  he  is  under 
order  for  the  hill  of  the  West ;  the 
West  is  the  ffreat  future ;  it  is  what 
the  souls  of  the  gods  have  had  made 
for  them ;  he  feels  his  eternal  life  ; 
no  element  can  keep  him  back. 
From  his  heart  is  rubbed  away  the 
stain  of  corruption  and  evil.  He 
approaches  the  Pool  of  the  Two 
Truths.  **  I  am  the  soul  in  his  two 
halves,"  he  says  to  himself,  the 
interior  shrine-dwelling  life  being 
united  with  the  other,  or  by  a  trans- 
formation of  two  into  one  he  is  a 
completed  and  united  soul ;  or  he  is 
the  soul  of  the  sun  and  of  Osiris  at 
once.  The  expression  appears  to 
be  an  archaic  one,  on  which  later 
holders  of  the  Bitual  put  a  various 
interpretation. 

There  are  spiritual  dangers,  how- 
ever, awaiting  him,  givers  of  blows 
for  sins,  and  territ)le  beings  from 
whom  he  has  to  be  protected.    Of 


such  we  are  told,  **  Those  who  are 
in  the  Pool  of  the  Persea  are  those 
bom  wicked,  justifying  what  they 
do.  For  the  night  of  the  battle  their 
march  is  from  the  East  of  the 
heaven.  The  battle  is  made  in 
heaven  and  on  the  whole  earth." 
As  indeed  is  always  the  battle  of 
good  and  evil.  The  divine  pro- 
tector is  appealed  to  in  most  poetic 
language,  **0h.  Sun,  in  his  eg^, 
gleaming  in  orb,  shining  from  his 
horizon,  floating  in  his  douds,  who 
hates  sins,  forced  along  by  the  con- 
ducting of  Light,  without  an  equal 
among  the  Gods,  who  gives  blasts 
of  flame  from  his  mouth,  illumina- 
ting the  world  with  his  splendour ! 
Save  thou  the  Osiris  from  that  God 
whose  forms  are  mystic."  Then 
foUows  a  more  vivid  appeal.  **  Oh, 
Lord  of  the  Great  Abode,  Chief  of 
the  Gods!  Save  thou  the  Osiris 
from  the  God  whose  face  is  in  the 
shape  of  a  dog,  with  the  eyebrows 
of  men ;  he  hves  off  the  fallen  at 
the  angle  of  the  Pool  of  Fire,  eating 
the  body  and  digesting  the  heart, 
spitting  out  the  bodies.  He  is 
invisible  ....  Eater  of  Millions 
in  his  name.  He  is  ....  in  the 
Pool  of  Fire  ....  at  the  place  of 
the  Rejection.  Everyone  who  treads 
in  it  deficient  falls  to  his  blows." 
The  deceased  then  passes  through 
many  stations  of  adoration  to  groups 
of  deities,  which  is  called  **  Per- 
forming the  Days."  He  emerges 
with  enemies  thrust  aside,  pure,  in 
pure  clothes  of  safety.  It  might  be 
thought  that  his  wanderings  were 
now  over,  but,  indeed,  his  ex- 
periences are  only  beginning.  He 
has  to  be  reconstructed.  His  mouth 
has  to  be  given  to  him,  or  reopened, 
hands  are  made  for  him,  and  legs ; 
and  he  receives  his  heart,  which  is 
at  peace  within  him.  A  charm  is 
obtained  from  each  place  where  he 
has  sojourned  in  life,  and  his  mind 
is  somehow  reformed  as  he  ''  shoots 
through  every  place  in  whibh  he 
has  been;"    a  passage,    perhaps, 
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through  the  illuminated  sphere  of 
memory.  The  faculties  re-awakened, 
they  have  to  be  preserved.  His 
heart  is  saved  by  being  the  heart 
of  the  Gbeat  One :  "  Giving  my 
heart  to  the  Ghods,  for  my  heart 
remains  to  me,"  he  cries;  "  I  pre- 
vail by  it  for  ever."  His  heart,  he 
is  conscious,  was  his  mother,  was  his 
being  upon  earth,  was  placed  within 
him,  and  is  returned  to  him  by  the 
chi^  Gods.  He  adores  the  soul 
that  still  is  his,  that  is  not  separated. 
The  symbolic  presentment  of  the 
soul  is  the  form  of  a  bird  with 
human  head. 

Again  evil  creatures  approach, 
crocodiles  and  vipers.  They  ane 
repeUed  by  the  8pi^,  who  prodaims 
that  he  has  crossed,  and  has  been 
healed,  and  is  one  with  Osiris,  and 
with  other  deities.  He  is  at  once 
the  babe,  and  by  virtue  of  his  son- 
ehip,  the  Great  God.  "There  is 
not  a  limb  of  him  without  a  Gt>d. 
Thoth  is  vivifying  his  limbs  .  .  . 
men,  gods,  spirits,  the  dead,  mortals, 
beatined  spirits,  illuminated,  do 
not  make  any  attack  upon  him. 
He  it  is  who  comes  out  sound. 
Immortal  is  his  name."  He  avoids 
decapitation,  escapes  dying  a  second 
time,  eschews  defilement,  comes 
forth  with  authority,  the  son  of 
Truth,  the  substance  of  the  ffreat 
gods.  He  feeds  on  celestial  food,  re- 
ceives delicious  breath,  and  his  eyes 
unclose.  To  the  birthplace  of  the 
heaven  he  is  bound,  in  a  ferry-boat 
of  plaited  com  straw.  The  sacred 
boat  or  ark  is  generally  represented 
as  overshadowed  by  the  wings  or 
feathers  of  two  presiding  deities, 
figures  of  the  Goddess  of  Truth, 
which  remind  us  of  the  Cherubim 
of  the  Jews ;  although  the  Kirubi 
are  the  winged  human-headed  bulls 
«o  well  known  from  the  Assyrian 
sculptures,  where  they  guard  the 
entrances  to  palaces  or  temples. 
This  boat,  when  used  in  the  proces- 
■nons,  usually  contained  emblems 
<xf  Ufe,  and  sometimee  the  scarab. 


symbol  of  the  sun.  In  later  times 
an  imprisoned  serpent  was  the 
occupant  of  the  ark,  which  shews 
a  changed  symbolism. 

To  return  to  our  celestial  voyager ; 
he  finds  the  doors  of  the  heaven 
open ;  he  passes  on,  holding  the  sail 
of  the  boat ;  he  is  not  drowned  in 
the  good  water;  he  sees  Osiris 
there ;  the  repose  of  the  mild  one  is 
imder  the  pools.  *  *  Wonderful, ' '  he 
says,  **is  my  growth  and  my 
substance ;  my  spirits  and  the  power 
of  my  hand.  ...  I  spiritualize  my- 
self, I  live  ...  I  stand  upon  my  feet, 
youthful  through  rest."  He  prevails 
over  the  waters ;  he  has  prevailed 
[by  accomplishment]  over  what  he 
has  been  ordered  to  do  on  earth. 
He  prays  to  the  Lords  of  Truth 
without  fault,  who  are  for  ever, 
cycling  for  eternity,  that  his  sin 
may  be  rubbed  out  in  the  Purgatorj', 
that  he  may  be  saved  from  annihila- 
tion in  thefieffion  of  the  Two  Truths. 
The  Gods  of  me  Empyreal  Gate,  the 
guardians  of  heaven,  struggle 
against  him,  but  he  is  one  of  me 
iUuminated  spirits  that  belong  to 
Light.  A  flow  comes  out  of  Osiris 
to  him,  his  shape  becomes  that  of 
his  divine  prototype.  The  re- 
deeming son  of  God  incorporates 
hull  with  his  soul.  He  makes 
transformations,  he  follows  the 
noble  road,  having  got  rid  of  the 
sins  which  detained  nim  on  earth. 
He  can  visit  his  mummy;  every 
path  is  opened  to  the  soul  that  is 
from  the  beginning,  from  the  reckon- 
ing of  years.  He  seeks  to  be 
guarded  as  a  quick  soul,  and 
sliut  out  from  the  shut-up  souls 
and  dead  shades;  he  is  new  em- 
balmed by  the  Heaven. 

Still  continue  the  purificatory 
steps  imto  more  expansive  life. 
The  deceased,  according  to  the 
vignette  upon  the  papjrrus,  holds 
up  the  symbols  of  writing  to  the 
god  that  inspires  the  book,  and 
prays  to  make  a  good  use  of  what 
m  modem  phraseology  ^o\3i<i  \)Q 
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the  ''means  of  grace.*'  "Oh,  great 
Beholder  of  his  father,  Ouardian  of 
the  books  of  Thoth !  Let  me  come, 
spiritualize  myself,  make  myself  a 
soul,  prevail  and  prepare  myself  by 

the  writings  of  Thoth 

The  Sun,  the  Lord  of  the  two 
worlds,  has  ordered  me  to  do 
truth."  He  journeys  on,  and 
welcomes  the  cluef  spirits  who  be- 
long to  the  servants  of  the  Lord 
of  Things.  He  is  created  in  the 
heart  of  the  Ghreat  Gods ;  he  washes 
in  the  Pool  of  Peace,  drawing 
waters  from  the  divine  Pool.  His 
inner  life  is  presumably  repre- 
sented by  this  sacred  imagery. 

At  length  the  mystic  bark  reaches 
the  shore;  he  imwinds  the  rope  and 
weighs  anchor,  in  peace.  He  cries 
out,  '*  Come— come— near — ^near. 
I  have  come  to  see  my  father 
Osiris."  Every  part  of  the  boat 
that  has  come  out  of  the  dim  even- 
tide of  death,  by  analogy  with  the 
daily  dying  sun,  out  of  the  dusk 
**  heaven  when  the  disk  is  red," 
then  challenges  the  spirit  to  tell  its 
name  or  purport.  The  name  of 
the  hold  is  darkness,  of  the  sail,  the 
firmament,  of  the  rope,  attachment, 
of  the  river  traversed,  the  Visible. 
There  is  much  in  the  illustrations 
of  this  spectral  progress  that  is  with- 
out life,  and  unmeaning  to  us  yet, 
no  doubt  in  part  from  our  want  of 
familiarity  with  what,  had  we  been 
the  cultured  sons  of  ancient  Egypt, 
we  were  pre-supposed  to  Know. 
The  re-invigoration  of  the  prepared 
spirit  still  continues ;  his  lunbs  are 
sound;  the  Ghreat  Lady  has  sus- 
tained him  as  well  as  the  Sun ;  he 
has  grown  strong  to  turn  back  the 
Dragon  of  Evil.  He  puts  abomi- 
nation away ;  he  does  not  injure 
the  true  food  of  his  existence.  He 
gains  knowledge  of  spiritual  beings ; 
he  labours,  and  then  striding  to- 
wards gates  that  are  clos^,  is 
aoquitted  by  those  who  belong  to 
them,  and  approaches  his  house 
after  his  labours  to  the  delight  of 


his  two  souls.  Soul  with  the 
Eg3rptian  was  a  compound  entity. 
Besides  the  mmnmy,  or  shed  form 
of  earth,  there  was  the  spirit  (akh; 
Gh:.,  pneuma),  which  is  the  secret 
essence  or  intelligence  and  influx  of 
Gk)d ;  the  life  (ba  ;  Gr.,  psyche),  or 
sensuous  vitality;  the  form  (ka; 
Gr.,  morphe),  or  characteristic  in- 
dividuality of  existence ;  and  the 
shade  (kha-ba ;  Ghr.,  skia;  Lat., 
imago),  or  emanational  form.  What 
he  hates,  we  are  told,  is  that  he 
should  '*  die  a  second  time;"  and 
in  opposition  to  this  is  the  ''  making 
for  ever  the  time."  The  scene  is 
now  a  wide  space  surrounded  by 
the  celestial  Nue  :  it  is  the  place  of 
Many  Waters ;  the  deceased  is 
there  in  peace,  navigating  in  his 
boat,  or  actins^  as  one  of  the  wise 
dead,  whose  lot  it  is  to  mow  the 
giant  com,  whose  ear  is  of  three 
cubits.  He  learns  the  roads  in  this 
sanctuary  of  the  dead,  knows  the 
ways  of  going  in  and  coming  out. 

The  Osirian  is  now  justified  be- 
fore the  tutelary  gods  of  the  regions 
of  Hades.  The  scene  now  enlarges 
itself,  and  the  action  becomes 
higher.  We  approach  the  Hall  of 
the  Two  Truths,  and  the  majestic 
drama  of  the  Judgment. 

The  Great  God,  Osiris,  the  Lord 
of  Truth,  sits  on  a  lofty  throne, 
wearing  a  mitre  of  gold  with  long 
feathers  attached  to  each  side,  and 
balancing  either  way ;  he  holds  a 
sceptre,  the  crosier  of  authority, 
and  the  Tau  cross,  or  emblem  of 
life;  and  the  flabellum  of  justice 
rests  uxK)n  his  shoulder.  Mystic 
serpents  are  in  the  canopy  above 
him.  He  is  mild-faced,  but  inexor- 
ably calm,  as  Bhot-amenti,  or  judge* 
of  the  unseen  life,  of  the  hidden 
being ;  he  is  the  great  prototype  oi 
the  deity  known  to  the  Greeks  as^ 
Bhadamanthus. 

Before  the  divine  Judge  are  placed 
sin  offerings,  and  near  him  are 
seated  the  four  mediators,  or  dai- 
monic  genii  of  the  dead.    Beneatk 
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his  footstool  is  the  dark  cavern  of 
descent  to  the  world  of  chastisement. 
The  deceased  man  holds  up  his 
hands  in  prayer,  and  is  supported 
by  the  sister  goddesses,  Isis  and 
Nephthys,  the  spirits  of  the  upper 
and  lower  heavens  respectively; 
each  wears  on  her  head  the  emblem 
of  truth.  In  front  of  the  Judge  is 
the  dragon  (the  Cerberus  of  the 
Greeks),  guarding  the  mouth  of 
the  regions  of  death,  and  taking  the 
part  of  accuser  or  diabolos.  Banged 
around  the  Judgment  Hall  are  forty- 
two  assessors,  whose  prerogative  it 
is  to  examine  the  pmoner  and  re- 
port, each  having  his  special  pro- 
vince and  function. 

A  large  pair  of  scales  is  in  the 
midst,  presided  over  by  attendant 
deities.    In  the  one  scale  is  placed 
the  conduct  or  character  of  tne  de- 
ceased, typified  by  the  heart  (or  the 
funeral  vase  that  held  it) ;  in  the 
other  is  the  ostrich  feather,  or  the 
%:ure  of  the  Gbddess  of  Truth — 
Thmei,    the    Greek    Themi,    the 
Hebrew  Thummim.  A  small  weight 
is  moved  along  the  beam,  to  make 
a  balance,  and  so  determine  how 
much  the  heart  falls  short  of  its 
standard.      Horus,   the    redeemer 
and  divine  son,  takes  the  suppliant 
shade  by  the  hand,  and  pleads  his 
merits    before     the    calin    Osiris. 
Thoth,  the  deity  of  letters,  as  re- 
cording   ang^l,    inscribes    on    his 
tablets  the  actions  of  the  deceased, 
and  presents  them  before  the  Judge. 
The  door  of  entrance  is  guarded, 
retreat  is  impossible ;  the  trembling 
creature  is  Defore  the  tribunal  of 
infallibility,  with  his  heart  all  open 
to    view,    and    his    every    action^ 
weighed  in  the    balance.      Osiris 
was  president  over  judgment  rather 
than  judg^;   the  recorded  actions 
spoke  for  themselves ;  there  was  no 
impufi;mng  facts  in  tiie  pure  spiri- 
tual light;   the  conscience  of  the 
awakened  spirit  saw.  itself  in  the 
true  bill  of  the  jury,  and  in  the 
verdict  of  the  balance. 


The  sentence  of  doom  being  fa- 
vourable, the  spirit  is  designated 
the  makkru,  or  justified,  a  word 
which  is  presumably  the  origin  of 
the  Grreek  makar  or  makarios,  which 
comes  down  to  us  in  the  epithet  of 
the  Beatitudes,  which  we  have 
translated  "blessed."  The  virtu- 
ous soul  is  now  admitted  to  the 
heavenly  regions,  before  the  en- 
trance to  wMch  sits  Harpakrut — 
Horus  the  child,  the  Ghreek  Harpo- 
crates,  the  type  of  youth  and 
renewal  of  hie ;  his  finger  on  his 
lip,  in  symbol,  not  of  secrecy,  but 
of  infancy. 

Of  these  heavenly  regions  there 
were  extended  and  varied  ideas; 
there  was  within  those  realms  a 
field  of  rest  extending  itself  at  the 
word  of  '*  the  Majesty  of  the  God ;  " 
there  plants  grew,  and  the  name  of 
the  field  was  Aalu,  which  is  familiar- 
to  us  in  the  word  Elysium. 

On  the  sarcophagus  of  Oimenep- 
thah  there  is  a  representation  of 
this  judgment  of  me  dead.  The 
soul  of  a  wicked  man  is  being  sent 
to  inhabit  the  body  of  a  pig ;  the 
Egyptian  view  as  to  which  animal 
is  manifest  from  the  phrase  found 
in  the  Bitual,  "the  abomination  of  a 
great  pig."  On  a  papyrus  a  soul 
is- siimlarly  pourtrayed  as  being - 
sent  into  the  body  of  a  ram.  Here 
we  see  an  appreciation  of  the  law 
that  underlies  the  theory  of  trans- 
migration, that  the  human  spirit 
assimilates  its  form  to  its  own  ideal. 
The  spirit  is  impure,  it  takes  a 
swinish  shape.  This  belief  was- 
probably  not  unknown  to  the  Jews  ; 
indeed  we  have  proof  that  they  dis- 
cussed the  question  of  the  effect 
MjK>n  the  condition  of  a  man's  life 
of  his  pre-existent  qualities.  It 
would  seem  not  unlikely,  then,  that 
the  doctrine  may  have  had  to  do 
with  the  gprowth  of  the  strange 
legend  of  the  Gospel  of  the  flight 
of  a  flock  of  demons  into  the  bodies 
of  a  herd  of  swine.  If  in  Egypt  a 
man  accidentally  touched  a  "pig,  ^vi- 
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are  told  by  Herodotus  that  he 
•straightway  rushed  into  the  river 
to  -cleanse  himself. 

When  the  soul,  unworthy  of 
the  mansions  of  the  blessed,  has 
been  dismissed  at  the  Judgment 
to  an  incarnation  suitable  to  his 
propensities,  the  communication 
between  him  and  the  place  he 
has  left  is  shewn  to  be  cut  off  by 
the  presentment  of  a  figure  hewing 
away  the  gpround  with  an  axe; 
which  may  remind  us  of  another 
physical  symbol,  the  **  great  gulf 
»fixed,"  designating  the  same  truth 
of  severance. 

The  sins  of  which  the  spirit  under 
trial  has  to  justify  himself,  "  when 
he  has  been  made  to  see  the  Faces 
of  the  Grods,"  are  on  many  and 
various  moral  planes.  A  few  may 
be  cited  from  the  Ritual.  ''  Oh,  ye 
Lords  of  Truth,  I  have  brought 
you  Truth.  Rub  ye  away  my 
faults.  I  have  not  privily  done 
^vil  against  mankind.  I  have  not 
afflicted  persons  or  men.  I  have 
not  told  falsehoods  in  the  tribunal 
of  Truth.  ...  I  have  not  made  the 
labouring  man  do  more  than  his 
task  daily.  ...  I  have  not  been 
idle.  ...  I  have  not  made  to  weep 
^  .  .  I  have  not  done  fraud  to  men. 
I  have  not  changed  the  measures  of 
the  country.  I  have  not  injured 
the  images  of  the  Grods.  I  have 
not  taken  scraps  of  the  bandages  of 
the  dead.  I  have  not  committed 
adidtery.  ...  I  have  not  withheld 
milk  from  mouths  of  sucklings. 
...  I  have  not  netted  sacred  biros. 
I  have  not  caught  the  fish  which 
typify  them.  .  .  .  I  have  not  stopped 
a  Gk)d  from  his  manifestation."  To 
-each  assessor  he  proclaims  a  separate 
^quality  of  innocence.  The  procla- 
mation of  the  virtue  of  the  justified 
-soul  is  full  of  beauty,  and  may 
remind  us  of  familiar  scenes  in  our 
own  sacred  tradition.  "  Let  the 
Osiris  go ;  ye  know  he  is  without 
fault,  without  soil,  without  sin, 
^dthout  crimes.     Do  not  torture, 


do  not  anything  against  him.  He 
lives  off  truth,  he  is  fed  off  truth, 
he  has  made  his  delight  in  doing 
what  men  say  and  the  gods  wish. 
The  Ood  has  welcomed  him  as  he 
has  wished.  Jle  has  given  food  to 
tny  hungry,  drink  to  my  thirsty  ones, 
clothes  to  tny  naked,  he  has  made  a 
boat  for  me  to  go  by.  He  has  made 
the  sacred  food  of  the  Gt)ds,  the 
meal  of  the  spirits.  Take  ye  them 
to  him,  guard  ye  them  for  him." 

The  passage  we  have  italicised, 
and  indeed  the  whole  action  of  the 
Judgment,  we  may  consider  in  re- 
lation to  the  august  circumstances 
of  the  Great  Assize  as  portrayed  in 
the  Gospels  (Mat.  xxv.,  31  andseq.) 
The  deputy  King  there  saj'S  to  the 
justified  souls,  ''  Come,  yo  blessed 
of  my  Father,  inherit  the  kingdom 
prepared  for  you  from  the  foun- 
dation of  the  world.  For  I  was 
hungpry  and  ye  gave  me  to  eat ;  I 
was  thirsty  and  ye  gave  me  drink ; 
I  was  a  stranger  and  ye  received 
me;  naked,  and  ye  clothed  mo; 
I  was  sick,  and  ye  visited  me; 
I    was    in   prison  and     ye    came 

unto  me Verily  I  say  unto 

you,  inasmuch  as  ye  did  it  unto  the 
least  of  these  my  brethren,  ye  did 
it  unto  me."  With  this  latter  part 
may  be  specially  compared  the  con- 
verse thought  of  the  Eg^'ptian 
prophet :  he  that  gives  food  to  the 
hungry,  clothes  to  the  naked,  ''  has 
made  a  boat  for  me  to  go  by  ;  "  in 
other  words,  has  made  ready  the 
way  of  the  Ijord,  or  been  the  chan- 
nel whereby  the  goodness  of  Qtod  is 
borne  in  unto  man.  In  one  we  have 
the  divine  assurance,  In  feeding  the 
hungry,  ye  fed  me ;  in  the  other, 
In  feeding  the  hungrj',  ye  enabled 
me  to  feed  them. 

Before  the  acquitted  spirit  may 
leave  the  Hall  of  Judgment,  his 
knowledge  or  virtue  is  repeatedly 
made  proof  of.  Each  part  of  the 
hall,  its  door,  sill,  and  lintels, 
refuse  to  open  to  him,  or  to  let  him 
pass  over  unless  he  tells  their  name 
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and  meaning.  The  pure  floor  will 
not  let  him  tread  upon  it  without 
the  name  or  purport  of  his  feet 
being  given.  Finally,  says  the 
doorkeeper,  '*  You  have  not  passed 
yet,  unless  you  tell  me  my  name." 
^'  Toucher  of  hearts,  Searcher  of  the 
reins,"  is  the  reply ;  and  the  spirit, 
by  the  aid  of  Thoth,  here  called  the 
Reckoner  of  the  Earth,  is  introduced 
to  the  regions  beyond ;  past  the 
roads  of  darkness,  and  far  from  the 
abode  whose  ceiling  is  of  flame, 
and  its  circuit  of  undying  basilisks. 

The  Judgment,  it  would  seem,  is 
but  the  introduction  to  the  spiritual 
regions,  where  the  new  comer  has 
yet  to  learn  to  dwell.  The  puri- 
flcatoiy  process  is  represented  as 
continuing;  there  is  a  Basin  of 
Purgatorial  Fire,  guarded  by  apes, 
near  the  openings  of  the  secret 
doors  of  the  west.  The  spirit  is 
empowered  to  come  in  and  go  forth 
at  will,  severed  as  he  is  from  earth, 
with  faults  obliterated  and  sins 
dissipated  that  detained  him.  By 
reason  of  this  purity,  "  His  soul  is 
as  a  smoke  against  the  devourer  of 
bodies  of  the  dead,  flying  over  the 
dead,  hidden  from  the  suflocaters." 
Onward  ''the  deceased  passes;  open 
ye  the  gates  of  the  gateway,  pre- 
pare ye  his  hall  when  he  comes. 
JuBtiiy  ye  his  wprdu  against  his 
accusers.  There  is  g^ven  him  the 
food  of  the  Gods  of  the  Gate. 
There  has  been  made  for  him  the 
head  attire  which  belongs  to  him, 
as  dwelling  in  the  hidden  place,  as 
image  of  the  gpreat  waters,  true  soul 
of  a  created  spirit." 

There  follows  "  The  Passage  to 
the  Sim,"  "the  book  of  vivifying 
the  soul  for  ever."  "The  Osiris 
serves  the  Sun  .  .  there  are  no 
shades  where  he  is.  .  .  He  does 
not  walk  in  the  Valley  of  Darkness, 
he  does  not  go  in  the  Pool  of  the 
Damned.  He  is  not  in  the  Assure 
a  moment.  He  knows  no  terror  in 
the  plaoe  in  which  he  is."  He  daily 
•overthrowB  the  seduetiTe  serpent  of 


evil,  by  the  aid  of  the  deity  of  re- 
demption, and  the  goddess  of  the 
vault  of  heaven,  who  strengthens 
him  with  the  water  of  life  and 
celestial  food. 

He  is  made  to  approach  to  see 
his  house  in  Hades ;  he  is  like  the 
Sim,  and  is  seen  as  the  Sun's  boat- 
man. The  bein^  of  light  protect 
him ;  when  attack  is  made  against 
him,  and  his  heart  fails,  support  is 
given  to  him.  His  enemies  are 
gods,  spirits  of  the  dead ;  "he 
makes  way,  he  tows  thy  boat,  his 
actions  are  thy  actions  (the  Sun*s)," 
so  that  there  is  nothing  of  earth  for 
Qtxl  or  Spirit  to  attack,  nothing  of 
death  for  the  dead  souls  to  draw 
down  to  themselves.  The  disk  of 
the  sun  is  often  represented  as  his 
eye,  and  similarly  die  spirit  of  the 
individual  is  regarded  as  an  eye. 
[Compare,  "  If  mine  eye  be  single, 
thy  whole  body  shall  be  full  of 
light."]  "  His  eye  [his  spirit]  is  at 
peace  in  its  place  .  .  .  the  per- 
son of  the  Eye  is  then  before  the 
Gods.  The  person  shines  as  he  did 
at  first.  .  .  .  The  eye  having 
been  veiled  before  the  Lord  of  that 
Land  (the  land  of  Eternal  Birth)  it 
has  been  made  full,  and  at  peace." 

There  is  held  festival  of  the 
names  of  the  gods,  which  the  spirit 
has  to  learn  ;  and  ho  is  prepared  to  • 
know  Osiris  in  every  place,  under 
his  different  names  or  signs.  In  the 
House  of  Osiris  are  seven  halls, 
and  the  names  of  these  must  be 
known,  as  they  only  admit  of 
entrance  to  certain  qualities  of 
spirit.  The  descriptions  are  preg- 
nant with  meaning.  The  firist  is 
typified  as  the  overthrower  of 
numerous  forms;  perhaps  signify- 
ing that  every  shell  and  subterfuge 
has  to  be  thrown  away,  and  tlie 
inner  spirit  to  be  clearly  manifested 
as  it  is.  The  name  written  on  the 
hall  is  Babble ;  beyond  which  doubt- 
less many  for  long  fail  to  pass.  On 
another  is  the  legend,  "  Grreat 
Stopper  of  the  Vain." 
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The  spirit  enters  ''  the  beginning 
of  the  gates  of  the  Aahlu  [Elysium J, 
or  the  abode  of  Osiris  — agates  of 
the  meek-hearted.  An  appropriate 
deity  holds  a  double  swokL  at  each 
gate.  The  name  of  these  guardians 
is  **  Terrible ;"  one  of  them  the  spirit 
addresses  as  follows  : — ''  The  fire 
which  bums  inextinguishably  .  .  . 
the  heat  which  prepares  annihilation, 
running  to  km;  no  salvation,  no 
passing  over  from  its  binding  is  thy 
name.  But  the  spirit  anoints  him- 
self with  the  ambrosia  of  life  of  the 
divine  limbs,  wraps  himself  in  a 
pure  white  linen  garment,  holds  a 
stick  of  a  palm-tree,  and,  purified, 
proceeds.  Spells  which  imply  spiri- 
tual knowledge  and  baptismal  puri- 
fications whicn  by  deansing  justify, 
are  his  way  of  power. 

He  learns  to  traverse  even  the 
secret  places  of  the  valleys  of  hell, 
and  to  prevail  against  the  evils, 
though  not  without  many  a  prayer 
drawn  forth  by  numerous  terrors. 
There  is  "the  Place  of  Waters; 
none  of  the  dead  can  stand  in  it. 
Its  water  is  of  fire,  its  flow  is  of 
fire,  it  glows  with  smoking  fire  ;  if 
wished,  there  is  no  drinking  it. 
The  thirst  of  those  who  are  in  it  is 
inextinguishable.  Through  the 
greatness  of  its  terror  and  the 
magnitude  of  its  fear,  the  Qods, 
the  damned,  and  the  spirits  look  at 
its  waters  from  a  distance.  Their 
thirst  is  inextinguishable,  they  have 
no  peace ;  if  they  wish,  they  cannot 
escape  it." 

The  action  of  the  book  does  not 
appear  to  be  continuous ;  we  revert 
to  the  process  of  awakening  the 
dormant  soul.  '^Isis  says:  I  have 
come  as  the  winds  to  be  thy  pro- 
tection, to  give  as  breath  to  thy 

nostril    the    north    wind 

Nephthys  says:  The  Osiris  has 
been  awakened." 

Then  follows  "the  chapter  of 
building  a  House  on  Earth,^'  which 
cannot  be  such  a  house  as  we  know, 
unless  the  mummy  is  the  refuge  on 


earth  that  is  signified.  *  *  Come  ye, '  ^ 
says  Osiris  to  the  Qods  who  are  in 
his  service;  "behold  the  buildings 
of  this  house  of  this  prepared  spirit. 
He  has  come  like  the  sun,  the  s€une- 
as  ye  have.  May  ye  e^ve  him  hi» 
speech  that  he  may  glorify  you  as 
ordered  by  me.  Look  ye  to  what 
I  myself  do." 

A  dogma  connected  with  the 
mmnmy  associates  itself  with  the 
narrative,  but  is  overborne  by  a 
higher  conception.  There  is  an  air 
of  pride  in  contemplation  of  the 
body  which  wastes  not  while  all 
flesh  grows  corrupt.  The  sun  sheds 
its  rays  on  the  mummy  on  its  lion- 
couch,  and  the  spirit  prays,  "  HaU, 
father  Osiris.  ...  I  have  come,  I 
prepare  this  my  body.  This  my 
body  does  not  pass  away.  ...  I  do 
not  what  thou  hatest,  but  what  thy 
thought  wishes.  No  harm  was 
done  to  me  when  I  passed  through 
thy  belly,  receiving  no  impurity, 
which  thou  hast  given  to  every  god 
and  goddess ;  every  beast  and  rep- 
tile, when  perished,  its  soul  depa^ 
after  death,  it  is  empty  corruption. 
Hail,  my  father  Osiris,  .  .  .  thou 
dost  not  corrupt.  The  eye  of  Light 
has  not  decayed  away.  I  am !  I 
am!  I  live,  I  live!  I  grow!  I 
grow!  I  wake  in  peace.  I  am 
not  corrupted,  I  am  not  suffocated 
there.     I  grow  tall." 

There  is  an  orientation  of  the  dead 
in  his  chest,  which  seems  as  much 
to  have  to  do  with  a  funeral  cere- 
mony as  to  be  an  episode  of  the 
future  state.  The  four  winds  repre- 
sent deities,  and  each  goes  to  the 
nostril  of  the  defunct.  *  *  Unknown  " 
says  the  Bitual,  "  is  the  extent  of 
its  mystery.  It  is  not  known  to 
rustics."  There  is  a  more  beautiful 
reference  to  the  winds  of  heaven 
in  the  scriptures  of  the  Zoro- 
astrians. 

We  may  conclude  our  extracts 
from  the  Bitual  of  the  Dead  by 
certain  words  of  adoration  which 
the  departed  spirit  addroBses  to  the 


1877.] 


The-  Ancient  Faith  of  Egypt. 


45 


great  father OBiris,  takingupon  liim- 
self  the  character  of  Horns,  or  the 
son.  ''I  have  supported  thee  .  .  . 
I  have  put  forth  my  arm  against 
the  shamers  of  thy  face  ....  I 
have  brought  to  thee  all  fruit  .  .  . 
I  have  given  thee  thy  spirit.  I 
have  given  thee  thy  soul.  I  have 
given  thee  thy  power.  I  have  given 
thee  thy  force.  I  have  given  thee 
thy  triumph  ....  I  have  given 
thee  thy  victory."  **  The  spirit  is 
returned  to  Gk)d  who  gave  it ;  "  and 
the  address  implies  that  whenever 
man  works,  it  is  God  that  is  work- 
ing ;  what  spirit  is  in  him  is  part 
of  Gk>d,  nay,  part  of  Qod's  life, 
and  may  be  returned  to  him  with 
increase,  to  the  enlargment  of  the 
divine  Hfe,  and  eternal  triumph 
and  victory. 

Herodotus  says  of  the  Egyptians 
(Eut.  xxxvii.) — **  They  are  religious 
to  excess,  far  beyond  any  other  race 
of  men."  True  religion  is  an  ideal 
and  the  holding-  to  it ;  superstition 
is  a  morbidness  that  hugs  itself 
rather  than  puts  out  the  hand  to 
wholesome  work.  There  are  traces, 
slight  but  suggestive,  of  a  gpradual 
decEidence,  through  growing  eccle- 
siasticism,  of  the  Eg3rptiau  priest- 
hood. The  earlier  temples  had  an 
open  portico  through  which  the 
national  solemnities  were  open  to 
the  eyes  of  the  people ;  the  later 
temples  had  a  wall  joining  like  a 
web  the  columns  that  formed  their 
front,  and  so  acting  in  a  separa- 
tive manner,  as  was  probably  the 
original  intention  of  the  rood  screen 
seen  in  our  cathedrals.  '^Each 
^;yptian,  like  the  Ghreeks,"  says 
Slerodotus  (Eut.  xcii.),  ''  takes  to 
himself  one  wife  only."  In  early 
times  the  priests  weremajrried  men, 
their  wives  often  being  priestesses ; 
and  a  man  was  proud  of  descent 
through  a  line  of  priestesses,  as 
through  a  line  of  priests.  But  at 
a  late  time  the  superstition  of  celi- 
bacy finds  its  way  into  their  doc- 
trines;  and,  incMdy  from  Eg3rpt 


spring  those  monastic  sects  of  which 
we  may,  in  another  place,  have 
occasion  to  speak  more  particularly 
in  their  relation  to  the  followers  of 
Jesus. 

There  is  a  curious  passage  in 
some  versions  of  the  Kitual  (ch. 
cxv.),  shewing  the  Egyptian  notion 
as  to  the  origmal  bi-sexual  nature 
of  man,  which  may  remind  us  of 
the  tradition  of  Genesis  : — **  I,  Ra, 
appeared  before  the  sun.  When 
the  circumference  of  darkness  was 
opened,  I  was  as  one  among  you 
(the  gods).  I  know  how  the 
woman  was  made  from  the  man." 

There  are  evidences  of  great 
secrecy  having  been  maintained  by 
the  Egj'ptian  priests  with  regard 
to  their  esoteric  doctrines.  Hero- 
dotus, who  caught  up  from  them  a 
few  fragments  of  their  lore,  says  of 
the  priests  of  Heliopolis,  [Ei-n-ra, 
the  abode  of  the  sun;  with  the 
Hebrews,  Beth-shemesh,  or  by  a 
play  of  words  corrupted  into  Aven] 
**\Vhat  they  told  me  concerning 
their  religion  it  is  not  my  intention 
to  repeat,  except  the  names  of  their 
deities,  which  I  believe  all  men 
know  equally.  If  I  relate  an}i;hing 
else  concerning  these  matters,  it 
will  be  only  when  compelled  to  do 
so  by  the  course  of  my  narrative." 
There  was  a  name,  too,  of  Osiris 
that  he  would  not  utter,  which 
reminds  us  of  the  superstition  pre- 
valent among  the  Jews  in  the  time 
concurrent  with  the  translation  of 
the  Septuagint,  an  epoch  of  special 
Egj'ptian  influence,  in  respect  of 
the  **  I  AM,"  the  ineffable  name 
of  Jehovah. 

Under  the  later  sovereigns  the 
Egyptian  faith  appears  to  have  lost 
its  simple  character,  and  to  have  inti- 
mately united  with  foreign  thought, 
the  Gfovernment  extending  an  im- 
partial patronage  to  all,  and  accept- 
ing all  as  necessary  elements  of 
pomp  and  of  maintenance  of  popular 
power.  The  aiuuoiit  iudipj^tiiious 
kings  had  a  different  mod^  ol  i^- 
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garding  religion ;  they  were  of  the 
priesthood  themselves,  and  had  a 
sinc^le  heart  to  deity  as  known  to 
their  race,  without  the  later  patro- 
nage of  the  Churches  for  expedience 
sake.  In  days  of  such  corrup- 
tion of  primates,  the  body  of  priests 
and  people  is  likely  to  g^w  care- 
less and  callous  and  sensual,  while 
the  naturally  religious  souls  react 
into  some  extreme  of  fanaticism. 

Of  the  Egyptian  magic  we  know 
but  little,  though  there  are  eviden- 
ces that  it  entered  considerably  into 
their  religious  system.  The  inner 
sanctuary  of  their  temples  was  a 
dark  room,  and  protected  by  court- 
yard after  courtyard,  gateway  after 
gateway,  antechamber  after  ante- 
chamber, from  any  but  the  qualified 
celebrants  of  the  rites.  Who  knows 
what  mystic  ceremonies  were  trans- 
acted there  ? 

During  thousands  of  years  mil- 
lions of  human  bodies  were  converted 
into  mummies,  or  resinous  minera- 
lised substances  that  yet  preserved 
their  original  organic  form,  and 
consequently  retained  a  certain 
electric  life.  The  process  was  a 
tedious  and  costly  one ;  what  was 
its  object  ?  what  the  incentive  to  so 
universal  a  practice  ? 

It  is  evident  that  the  E^jptian 
view  as  to  the  state  of  the  disembo- 
died soul  after  death  was  various. 

Herodotus  tells  us  (n.  123), 
"  The  Egyptians  were  the  first  to 
broach  the  opinion  that  the  soul  of 
man  is  immortal,  and  that  when 
the  body  dies  it  enters  into  the 
form  of  an  animal,  which  is  born 
at  the  moment ;  thence  passing  on 
from  one  animal  into  another,  until 
it  has  circled  through  the  forms  of 
all  the  creatures  which  tenant  the 
earth,  the  water,  and  the  air,  after 
which  it  enters  again  into  a  human 
frame,  and  is  bom  anew." 

Herodotus  has  probably  a  not 
very  accurate  notion  of  the  Egyptian 
faith  on  this  point,  but  there  is  an 
evident  aversion  expressed  in  the 


sacred  books  from  the  ^'  second 
death,"  or  the  being  re-bom  in  an 
earthly  body ;  though  with  singular 
inconsistency,  in  one  passage  of  the 
Bitual  (Ch.  cxlvi.)  the  deceased  is 
represented  as  exclaiming  as  with 
joy,  when  his  soul  is  re-imited  to  his 
body,  that  ''he  has  overcome  his 
bandages  [of  the  mummy]  and  that 
it  is  given  nim  to  extend  his  arm." 

By  very  few  persons  indeed  is 
any  of  the  ancient  mag^c-knowledge 
now  held  in  possession,  or  passed 
on  as  tradition.  An  old  gentleman, 
however,  the  owner,  perhaps,  of  the 
largest  existing  libraiy  of  books  on 
magic,  told  the  writer  of  certain 
real  or  fancied  methods  of  power 
which  need  not  be  named  here; 
suffice  it  that  they  somewhat  re- 
semble the  legend  recounted  by 
Euripides  of  ghosts  whom  the 
drinking  of  a  libation  of  blood 
enables  to  gather  strength  to  speak, 
and  recover  their  old  physical 
memory  that  the  spiritual  waters  of 
Lethe  had  washed  away.  Lyco- 
phron,  too,  one  of  the  court  poets 
of  Ptolemy  Philadelphus,  King  of 
Egypt  in  its  later  period,  teUs  a 
similar  story  in  his  Cassandra. 

Now,  in  the  Tale  of  Setnau,  a 
genuine  Egyptian  relic,  we  have 
the  story  of  mummies  who  not  only 
converse  in  their  catacombs,  but 
have  even  the  power  of  emerging 
amongst  the  living.  The  charm  pos- 
sessed was  thus  communicated  : — 
''If  thou  art  in  the  unseen,  thou 
wilt  have  power  to  resume  the  form 
which  thou  hadst  on  earth."  In 
passages  we  have  already  quoted 
from  the  esoteric  books,  there  are 
references  to  the  germination  of  the 
mummy,  and  to  the  power  of  loco- 
motion at  will  that  under  certain 
conditions  is  granted  to  the  departed 
soul.  We  therefore  conclude  that 
the  mummy  was  made  use  of  by 
the  friends  of  the  deceased  for 
necromantic  purposes.  It  would 
enable  his  memory  to  be  still 
cherished  by  those  in  whom  the- 
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presence  of  the  mummy  kept  it 
awake ;  and  while  the  spirit  enters 
upon  its  mystic  journey,  it  has  yet 
a  habitation  in  the  physical  by 
means  of  the  embaknea  form.  In 
the  eternal  unphysical  is  its  true 
home;  and  there  is  its  higher 
life:— 

"  He   hath   received    the    Book    of 
Respirations 
That  he  may  breathe  with  his  soul." 

The  body  exists,  but  he  has  left  it, 
and  its  irregular  and  discordant 
breath,  to  enter  the  divine  harmony 
of  respiration.  The  book  is  the 
symbol  of  harmony  or  perfected- 
ness. 
Then  comes  the  baser  idea  : — 

''  That  he  may  make  any  transforma- 

uon  at  hii  will. 
That  hii  soul  may  go  wherever  it 

desirebhy 
Living  on  the  earth  for  ever  and 

ever." 

The  mummy  could  have  but  slight 
hold  upon  the  spirit,  could  give  it 
no  true  power,  yet  that  little 
enabled  them  to  say  that  the  spirit 
lived  in  the  finite  as  well  as  in  the 
infinite.  If  it  hovered  about  earth, 
careless  to  advance  deeper  into 
inner  life,  it  might  be  glad  through 
the  thrills  of  the  cord  of  still  exist- 
ing union  with  matter  to  be  re- 
eafied  by  the  maepician's  rites,  and 
to  flash  some  kinaof  message  along 
its  private  telegraph  wire  to  the 
earth  sphere.  The  ears  of  the 
ghastly  electric  remains,  that  are 
uot  yet  wholly  bereft  of  the  organic 
quality  of  man,  could  not  hear,  and 
he  coidd  have  no  knowledge  through 
these  rites  of  the  events  of  earm, 
but  he  may  feel  such  semblance  of 
the  thrills  of  nature  as  could  affect 
those  undissipated  organs.  It 
would  seem  at  first  thought,  on 
following  this  belief,  as  if  to  leave 
behind  one's  miunmy  in  a  semi- 
organic  existence  of  centuries  was 
to  commit  a  terrible  power  to  the 
hands  of  one's  enemies.    That  soul 


only,  however,  that  was  low  and 
earthbound  could  be  constrained  to 
stoop  down  far,  and  upon  the  spirit 
of  aspiring  and  heavenly  quality 
could  be  exerted  only  a  modicimi  of 
conjury,  a  feeble  chain  indeed  after 
there  had  once  been  known  the 
charm  and  potency  of  other  and 
more  spiritual  spheres. 

Opinion  on  the  mighty  subject  of 
the  uprise  of  life  after  death  no- 
doubt  varied  among  the  Egyptians 
at  different  epochs.  The  most 
spiritual  knowledge  in  its  decad- 
ence is  what  will  produce  the  most 
degrading  and  materialistic  super- 
stition. The  belief  commonly  held 
about  the  object  of  the  mummy  is 
that  when  the  years  of  transmigra- 
tory  wanderings  were  over,  it 
might  await  the  return  of  its  soul, 
and  further  its  re-incarnation.  This 
might  help  to  explain  the  Pyramids^ 
and  may  be  in  accord  with  Herodotus, 
but  the  painting  on  the  mimmiy 
cases,  which  represents  the  soul  as- 
a  bird  with  human  head  hovering 
above  the  mummy  as  it  lies  on  its 
lion-shaped  bier,  is  a  doubtful  sup- 
port to  this  view,  although  con- 
sidered to  typify  it.  The  bird-soul 
bears  iu  its  grasp  the  character  or 
emblem  of  life,  and  a  sail  or  flagy, 
which  is  probably  the  emblem  of 
breath,  while  Anubis  stands  by  in 
his  customaiy  attitude,  as  embalm- 
ist.  It  has  been  supposed  that  the 
soul  is  putting  back  life  and  breath, 
into  the  mummy,  but  it  is  just  as 
reasonable  to  suppose  that  it  is  its 
departure  with  those  qualities  that 
is  represented.  In  another  picture 
we  have  a  scene  of  death  beneath, 
the  vault  of  heaven,  and  two  pre- 
siding deities  seated  solemnly  up- 
holding the  feather  of  truth,  or 
S3rmboI  of  justification ;  the  cor- 
l)oreal  body,  painted  red,  is  falling 
to  the  ground  in  death,  while  the 
spiritual  form,  coloured  of  the 
azure  of  heaven,  stands  upriglit  in 
an  attitude  of  i>rayer  and  adora- 
tion.   William  Blake's  design  oi* 
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•*'  Death's  Door,"  whereby  descends 
i;he  worn-out  pilgrim,  who  above 
emerges  in  glad  renewal  of  youth, 
.'is  a  close  modem  parallel  to  the 
Egyptian  picture. 

But  if  the  Egyptians  held  concur- 
rent contradictions  on  this  subject, 
they  are  no  more  singular  than  oui*- 
selves,  who  in  **  The  Order  for  the 
Burial  of  th0  Dead,"  repeat  in  one 
place  a  peean  of  felicity  for  delivery 
**  from  the  burden  of  the  flesh,"  and 
in  another  mistranslate  Job  into 
saying,  **/«  my  flesh  shall  I  see 
Gbd." 

The  fashion  of  mummy  making 
once  initiated,  the  process  might  be 
continued  witiiout  any  clear  reason 
but  the  strong  power  of  precedent ; 
and  on  this  hypothesis  we  may  be 
prepared  to  acccept  the  vague  and 
unreal  references  that  are  found  to 
i;he  use  of  the  mimmiy,  as  for 
instance : — 

*  *  The  chapter  of  the  visit  of  the  soul 
to  the  body  in  Hades.  [Vignette — a 
soul  flying  to  the  body.]  .  .  .  He 
sees  his  body,  he  is  at  peace  in  his 
mimmiy,  he  is  not  molested,  his 
body  is  not  strangled  for  ever. — K 
this  chapter  be  known,  his  body 
has  not  decayed,  his  soul  is  not 
thrust  into  his  body  for  ever." — 
{Rit.y  transluUd  Birch fluxxix.)  The 
concluding  words  here  imply  a 
doctrine  that  the  preservation  of 
the  mummy  obviated  a  second  in- 
carnation. 

Again,  in  a  much  later  papyrus 
we  find : — 

"  This  good  woman  whose  heart 
is  wise,  may  she  be  counted  as  one 
of  the  chosen  that  serve  Osiris; 
may  her  soul  be  restored  to  youth 
with  their  souls,  may  her  body 
endure  in  the  depths." — (^Rhind. 
Papyr,) 

Like  those  familiar  to  us  from 
Hebrew  sources  are  the  Egyptian 
«tories  shewing  a  belief  in  the 
obsessions  of  demoniac  influences. 
In  the  narrative  of  **  The  Possessed 
Princess,"  a  littie  sister  of  the  Royal 


wife  of  one  of  the  Kings,  we  find 
it  said  : — "  There  is  an  evil  move- 
ment in  her  limbs."  A  person 
"acquainted  with  things"  is  sent 
for.  The  King  orders,  **  Bring  me 
the  scribe  of  the  houses  of  life, 
and  those  acquainted  with  the 
mysteries  of  the  inner  palace." 
She  was  found  by  these  sages,  we 
are  told  in  the  most  matter-of-fact 
way,  "  in  the  condition  of  being 
under  spirits,"  which  were  hostile 
to  contend  with.  A  cure  or  exor- 
cism is  made,  and  "  she  was  right 
forthwith." 

On  the  Rosetta  stone,  a  record  of 
comparatively  late  Egyptian  times, 
or  about  two  centuries  before  our 
era,  we  find  Hermes,  or  Thoth,  the 
impersonation  of  learning,  referred 
to  as  the  *' twice-great,"  or  literally, 
the  "  great  and  great."  He  was 
afterwards  more  commonly  known, 
especially  among  Alexandrian 
Greeks,  such  as  had  so  large  a 
hand  in  forming  some  of  our  theo- 
logic  dogmas  that  are  not  in  the 
Gospels,  as  the  ** thrice  great;" 
we  may  compare  with  this  title  the 
**Holy,  holy,  holy"  that  is  so 
familiar  to  us. 

Shu  is  the  deity  of  light,  and  an 
instance  of  the  many  modes  of  per- 
sonification of  the  divine  existence 
in  the  solar  attributes.  The  Amen- 
Ra  is  the  hidden  source ;  all  other 
deities,  even  the  Ra  himself,  being 
a  manifestation  only  of  that  inner 
power;  while  Ra,  or  the  visible 
Sun,  is  still  further  personified  in 
his  rays,  his  disk,  his  position — 
rising,  setting  in  the  horizon, 
shining  below  the  world,  or  viewed 
in  his  human  influence.  The  ex- 
pression of  our  ritual,  **  Light  of 
Light,  very  God  of  very  God,"  ha!?^ 
a  ring  of  Egyptian  metaphysics ; 
and  probably  originated  among 
Alexandrian  bishops. 

In  Egypt  we  may  roughly  say 
that  the  Divine  Being  is  not  so 
much  God  the  Father  as  occupjang 
a  grand-paternal  relation,  or  even 
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Tel^;ated  to  a  distance  more  remote, 
through  the  intervening  of  so  many 
deified  attributes. 

Osiris  is  the  great  deity,  the  sun 
in  a  semi-hiunan  form,  and  the 
author  of  natural  life;  that  spirit 
of  the  visible  sun  being  the  emana- 
tion of  the  invisible  Supreme.  Of 
this  Osiris  Horus  is  the  son,  repre- 
sented as  the  sun  in  his  mid-day 
power,  and  venerated  as  being  of 
nis  personal  substance.  He  has 
many  attributes  and  characters, 
■some  of  which  are  not  sharply 
defined  from  those  of  Osiris.  He 
is  the  symbol  of  eternal  youth,  as 
is  the  sun  in  its  daily  death  and 
resurrection.  "The  old  man  who 
becomes  young''  is  one  of  his  titles, 
and  he  is  represented  as  achieving 
impossibility  by  treading  under 
foot  a  crocodile,  which  cannot  turn 
its  head,  and  so  typified  an  impos- 
sibility. In  the  mystic  imagery  of 
the  Book  of  the  Dead,  he  was  able 
to  make  the  crocodiles  of  darkness 
to  turn  back  their  heads.  In  the 
hieroglyphic  texts  Horus  is  known 
under  many  names ;  he  is  "  The 
«ole  begotten  of  his  Father,"  "  The 
Holy  CMd,"  "  The  beloved  Son  of 
bis  Father,"  "The  Lord  of  Life," 
-''The  Eternal  One,"  "The  Gbd 
•creating  Himself ;"  and  in  his  re- 
lation to  man,  "Horus  the  Be- 
-deemer,"  "The  justifier  of  the 
Bighteous." 

""  Horus,  he  is  my  brother : 
Horus  is  my  cousin  : 
Horus  has  come  to  me  out  of  my 

Father, 
He  has  proceeded  from  the  brains 

of  his  head ; 

♦  «  4>  ♦ 

The  Universal  Lord. 

In  the  records  of  the  simple 
Egyptian  faith  of  the  period  suc- 
«eedmg  the  expulsion  of  the  Syrian 
invaders,  when  the  national  life 
appears  to  have  expanded  into  a 
-special  fruitfulnees,we  find  thoughts 
that  seem  not  rude  and  strange  to 
us,  but  homely  and  familiar.    This 


was  an  epoch  before  the  influences 
of  foreign  civilisations,  Greek  or 
Persian,  were  so  intermingled  with 
the  proper  tradition  of  archaic 
Egypt  as  to  make  it  lose  to  a  great 
extent  its  distinctive  character. 
This  was,  too,  the  epoch  of  the 
Exodus,  when  the  fathers  of  our 
religious  traditions  were  "learned 
in  tie  wisdom  of  the  Egyptians." 

Such  hymns  as  the  following  find 
their  kinored  among  the  works  of 
the  Hebrew  prophets  and  psalmists, 
both  as  regards  simplicity,  earnest- 
ness, and  tendency  of  thought. 

*'  Oh  !  Amen,  lend  thine  ear  to  him 
Who  is  alone  before  the  tribunal. 
He  is  poor  (he  is  not)  rich. 
The  court  oppresses  him  ; 
Silver  and  gold  for  the  clerks  of 

the  book, 
Crarments  for  the  servants.     There  is 

no  other  Amen,  acting  as  a  judge. 
To  deliver  (one)  from  his  misery  ; 

When  the  poor  man  is  before  the 
tribunal, 

(Slaking)  the  poor  to  go  forth  rich." 

Hymn  to  Amen. 

(Transl,,  C  W,  Goodwin,) 

By  substituting  for  the  word 
Amen  its  literal  meaning,  The  Un- 
seen, the  language  will  become  yet 
more  familiar  to  us. 

The  following  is  a  portion  of 
another  hymn  from  the  same  papy- 
rus as  the  above : — 


(i 


I  cry,  the  beginning  of  wisdom   is 

the  way  of  Amen,  the  rudder 

of  (truth). 
Thou  art  he  that  giveth  bread  to  him 

who  has  none, 
That  sustaineth  the  servant  of  his 

house. 
Let  no  prince  be  my  defender  in  all 

my  troubles. 
Let    not  my  memorial   be    placed 

under  the  power 

Of  any  man  who  is  in  the  house  .  •  . 
My  Lord  is  (my^  defender  ; 

I  know  his  power,  to  wit,  (he  is)  a 
strong  defender, 

There  is  none  mighty  except  hinv 
alone. 
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Strong  is  Ameiiy  knowing  how  to 

answer. 
Fulfilling  the  desire  of   him  who 

criee  to  him." 

What  follows  is  more  distinctively 
Egyptian,  else  this  might  well  have 
been  the  ciy  of  some  Israelitish 
sojourner. 

The  following  is  from  a  metrical 
psalm  of  a  day  preceding  perhaps 
by  a  centuiy  or  two,  the  date  of 
those  last  quoted : — 

^'  Mind  thee  of  joy,  till  cometh  the 
day  of  pilgrimage, 
When  we  mm  near  the  land  which 
loveth  silence. 

*  ♦  ♦  4> 

He  finished  his  existence  ....  (the 

common  fate  of  men). 
Their  abodes  pass  away. 
And  their  place  is  not ; 
They  are  as  if  they  had  never  been 

born 
Since  the  time  of  Ra  [the  Son]. 
(They  in  the  shades)  are  sitting  on 

the  bank  of  the  river, 
Thy  soul  is  among  them,  drinking 

its  sacred  water, 
Following  thy  heart,  at  peace. 
♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

Not  the  least  moment  could  be 
added  to  his  life, 

(When  he  went  to)  the  realm  of 
eternity. 

Those  who  have  magazines  full  of 
bread  to  spend, 

Even  they  shall  encounter  the  hour 
of  a  last  end. 

The  moment  of  that  day  will  dimi- 
nish the  valour  of  the  rich. 

Mind  thee  of  the  day,  when  thou 
too  shalt  start  for  the  land. 

To  which  one  goeth  to  return  not 
thence. 

Good  for  thee  then  will  have  been 
(an  honest  life). 

Therefore  be  just,  and  hate  trans- 
gressions. 

For  he  who  loveth  justice  (will  be 

blessed)." 

Song  of  the  Harper. 
{Trand,   hy  Ludwig  Stem,) 

It  is  noticeable  how  these  hymns 
differ  alike  from  mere  naturalism, 
or  what  is  called  Paganism,  and 
from  even  the  highest  thoughts  of 


Ghreek  philosophy.  The  eamestnesfr 
there  takes  anotiker  form ;  here  w& 
feel  the  peculiar  seriousness  which: 
has  constituted  one  of  the  main 
elements  of  power  of  the  ancient 
Hebrew  prophets. 

It  will  have  been  remarked  how 
prominent  a  place  is  held  by  th& 
Sim  in  the  Eg3rptian  view  of  deity  ; 
and  yet  it  would  be  imf air  to  call 
the  Egyptian  faith  sun-worship. 
What  is  manifest  stands  with  the* 
Egyptian  seer  only  for  the  border 
or  fringe  of  the  infinite  that  is. 
unmanifest  save  in  his  myriad 
revealments.  The  symbolism  of  the- 
life  and  death  and  progress  through 
heaven  of  the  sun  has  been  so- 
intimately  worked  in  with  the  belief 
in  the  continuance  of  the  soul  below 
the  horizon  of  the  visible,  that  a 
materialist  might  argue  thence- 
that  the  course  and  renewal  of  the- 
sun  had  sug&^ested  to  man  a  similar 
return  to  life  of  his  soul  when 
hidden  in  the  clouds  of  his  day'e 
evening.  The  argument  would  have- 
plausibility  and  nothinfi^  more :  in 
every  great  race  under  heaven  that 
we  have  any  knowledge  of  there- 
has  lived  the  faith  in  the  soul's 
continuance  after  death,  while  the 
physical  S3rmbols  which  have  become- 
associated  with  this  faith  have  been 
widely  different  among  different 
peoples.  They  therefore  are  the 
temporary  and  accidental  appen- 
dage of  a  permanent  instinct,  which 
finds  for  itself  in  every  g^rand 
analogy  of  the  natural  world  the* 
best  correspondences  it  may  to  the 
glorious  vision  that  is  seen  as  yet 
through  a  glass  darkly. 

We  have  styled  our  paper  **  The- 
Ancient  Faith  of  Egypt  "  because,, 
quite  apart  from  any  question  of 
what  religious  life  there  may  be  in 
the  Egypt  of  to-day,  there  was  a 
faith  of  what,  historically  speaking,, 
might  almost  be  termed  with  pro- 
priety "  Modem  Egypt,"  that  is  to 
say,  Eg3rpt  of  the  period  about  the 
beginning  of  our  era..   Then  wa» 
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Alexandria  the  centre  of  philoso- 
phy; there  was  to  be  found  the 
Oi^dek  dialogner,  the  £^;yptian 
priest,  such  as  Flutaich  sees 
him;  the  ascetic  Therapent; 
the  fanciful  Gnostic :  there  met 
orientalized  Greek,  Grecised  Jew, 
and  JudsBO-Egyptian ;  and  there  the 
influences  of  idl  the  ancient  faiths 
of  the  world  seethed  into  argument 
and  something  at  times  not  unlike 


spiritual  chaos.  But  bright  life  and 
vision  were  not  wantinfi^ ;  Fhilo,  in 
spite  of  his  excess  in  hunting  out 
symbolic  senses,  not  only  where  they 
were  to  be  found,  but  where  they 
were  not,  shewed  that  he  had  lost 
neither  the  glow  of  the  teachings  he 
had  received  as  a  Hebrew,  nor  the 
subtle  influence  of  the  ancient 
faith  of  Egypt. 

Keningale  Cook. 
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SIR    FEATHERBRIGHT. 

(an  apologue.) 
By  Richard  Hengist  Horke,  Author  of '*  Orion  "  dbc. 

Sir  Featherbright  was  a  clever  Dwarf, — 

A  Dwarf  of  sense  and  talent  was  he. 
And  he  found  that  Success  was  a  landing- wharf 
Where  ships  cannot  sight  you,  though  waving  your  scarf, 

Unless  you  can  mount  to  a  high  degree. 

Sir  Featherbright  he  got  on  a  wjdl — 

A  lofty  brick  wall  on  a  sun-shiny  day  ; 
And  after  he*d  learnt  how  to  creep  and  crawl. 
He  walked  up  and  down,  and  smiled  upon  all 

Who  were  idle  and  rich,  as  they  pass'd  that  way. 

This  popular  Dwarf  has  some  pills  to  sell. 

Of  chaff,  and  sweet  gum — so  the  bright  gilding  sticks  ; — 
The  quantity  sold  every  day  I  can't  tell ; 
And  the  novelty-mongers  soon  knew  him  well. 

He  made  such  a  figure  a-top  of  the  bricks  ! 

The  buffo-burlesque-ridden  crowds  of  the  Fair, 

With  the  town-fashion  shewing  its  whiskers  and  hips, 
All  came  to  buy  pills,  and  applaud  the  fine  air 
With  which  the  Dwarf  sold  them — to  smile,  sigh,  and  stare 
At  the  eloquent  fooling  that  flow'd  from  his  lips. 

A  Giant  came  by  with  a  sack  of  com — 

A  large  naked  man  with  a  noble  face ; 
He  had  plough'd, — sow*d, — reap'd, — and  a  long  way  borne 
The  ponderous  load  ;  yet  fresh  as  the  mom 

He  strode  to  the  mart  with  a  lofty  grace. 

But  though  he  brought  grain,  and  was  massive  and  tall, 
The  crown  of  his  head  you  scarcely  could  see : — 

The  Giant  had  got  the  wrong  side  of  the  wall  ! 

If  he  clomb  up,  his  weight  would  make  the  bricks  fall, — 
80  the  Dwarf  kept  his  day's  popularity. 
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SAMUEL  BBftOH,  LL.D.,  D.C.L.,  &o. 

When  we  think  of  the  numbers  of  men  of  middling  culture  who  are 
acquainted  with  the  Greek  tongue,  and  of  the  many  and  extensive  ways 
in  which  the  classic  languages  and  literature  exert  an  influence  upon  our 
thought  to  day,  it  is  surprising  to  realize  the  fact  that  it  was  only  in  1510 
that  Desiderius  Erasmus  was  brought  over  to  this  country  to  teach  Greek 
in  Cambridge  University.  The  study  of  Greek  was  not  only  little 
cultivated,  but  even  feared  as  heretical  and  profane ;  and  Erasmus,  when 
he  first  took  the  professor's  chair  and  began  to  expound  a  Greek 
grammar  in  the  public  schools,  was  without  an  audience ;  and,  moreover, 
when  he  had  translated  a  classic  dialogue,  he  could  find  no  student  in  the 
University  capable  of  making  a  fair  copy  of  his  bilingual  manuscript. 

Into  some  three  centuries  and  a  half  there  has  been  compressed  our 
present  wealth  of  classical  learning  and  criticism.  What  a  marvel  of 
literary  activity ! 

The  conservative  mind,  not  considering  this  fact  that  the  study  of 
the  classical  lang^uages  has  not  amongst  us  the  prerogative  of  any  very 
high  antiquity,  is  apt  to  believe  that  nothing  can  disturb  them  in  the 
exalted  place  they  hold  in  our  world  of  culture.  Can  a  generous  education 
be  conceived  of,  we  can  imagine  a  ripe  scholar  incredulously  asking, 
without  a  foundation  in  Greek  and  Latin  ? 

Two  antagonists  to  the  supremacy  of  the  recognized  standard  of 
culture  are  coming  forward.  One  is  science,  or  rather,  and  in  order  not 
to  limit  a  phrase  that  should  be  of  broad  meaning,  one  is  the  study  of 
physical  objects ;  the  other  is  the  apparition  from  their  ancient  grave  oi 
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miglify  languages  long  precedent  to  those  of  Greece  and  Eome.    In  that 
grave  they  prove  to  have  been  not  in  death,  but  only  in  trance. 

Physical  Science  may  be  trusted  to  maintain  its  place,  and  yet  to  be 
held  within  its  own  department,  and  so  long  as  there  is  a  region  in  man 
which  lives  in  affectionate  feeling,  in  poetry,  in  sxmdry  magics  which  a 
study  of  catalogued  fossils,  beetles,  bones,  dried  flower  petals,  or  even 
the  largest  ranges  of  exact  knowledge  will  not  satisfactorily  afford, 
the  bygone  l&nguages  of  man,  with  the  lore  they  carry  in  them, 
will  hold  no  secondary  place  in  study.  Even  an  American  author 
regrets  the  absence  in  his  own  new  country  of  that  remoteness  from 
the  every  day  life  which  a  longer  span  of  national  life  affords.  For 
imaginative  and  artistic  work  he  finds  such  a  fairyland  and  atmosphere 
of  enchantment  required ;  and  while  man  lives,  his  imag^ative  and 
artistic  side  no  hard  science  is  likely  to  kill.  From  the  noble  rivalry 
of  mathematical  and  physical  studies,  there  is  likely  to  be  produced 
no  vanquishment  of  the  poetic  culture,  but  only  a  continuance  of  the 
rivalry. 

When  we  consider  the  case  of  Oreek  and  Latin  as  confronted  by 
Sanskrit,  Assyrian,  Egyptian,  the  question  is  an  entirely  different  one. 
The  plane  of  battle  here  is  one  and  the  same.  If  four  hundred  years  ago 
ancient  Sanskrit  had  been  introduced  into  our  Universities,  and  after  it 
had  been  weU  absorbed  by  scholars,  Greek  had  been  brought  in,  how 
different  might  have  been  our  literary  history !  Ghreek  would  have  been 
regarded  as  the  junior  language  and  the  interloper.  And  if  Egyptian 
had  stepped  in  first,  how  the  Greek  mythology  would  have  been  scorned 
as  second-hand ! 

There  are  those  who  know  Sanskrit  weU  who  consider  it  a  gander 
tongue  than  Greek ;  it  is  now  in  a  more  advanced  state  of  study  at  our 
Universities  than  was  Gh*eek  at  the  comparatively  recent  date  we  have 
named.  India,  the  ancient  home  of  the  language,  is  more  intimately 
allied  to  us  than  Ghreeoe,  and  the  thousands  who  are  passing  into  Gbvem- 
ment  service  there  must  acquire  that  tongue.  Of  what  special  claims 
Egyptian  and  Assyrian  may  put  forward,  it  is  early  yet  to  speak,  since 
even  the  grammars  of  these  languages  are  still  quite  novelties.  One 
obstacle  to  the  progress  of  the  study  of  Egyptian  and  Assyrian  at  as 
rapid  a  rate  as  that  witnessed  in  the  case  of  Greek,  is  no  doubt  the  fact 
that  the  ground  is  already  occupied :  possession  is  nine-teiiths  of  the  law. 
There  are  already  so  large  a  number  of  departments  of  study  in  our 
educational  course  that  the  young  mind  must  either  be  allowed  to  neglect 
some^  Hfr  must  expand  in  an  abnoimal  manner  that  is  scarcely  to  be 
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looked  for.  Eventually,  it  is  reasonable  to  expect,  the  language  which 
ean  «hew  the  most  perfect  literatuie  in  form  and  matter  will  gain 
the  day. 

What  suggests  these  oomparatiTe  observations  is  the  fact  of  the 
singularly  rapid  development  of  the  literatures  of  these  archaic  tongues 
in  a  form  accessible  to  the  student.  It  seems  but  a  few  years  ago  that 
scholars  were  vainly  puzzling  over  a  new  cryptograph,  while  now  whole 
literatures  are  expanded  before  us.  The  dainty  critic  of  a  Greek  or  Latin 
author  dwells  lovingly  over  his  theme  for  a  lifetime ;  but  these  masters  of 
archaic  philology  work  upon  their  subjects  with  the  fierce  ardour  of  a 
Galifomian  on  the  track  of  gold. 

Perhaps  scholarly  Erasmus,  when  he  came  over  here,  thought  our 
little  islands  rude  and  unprogressed ;  but  we  may  be  thankfully  confident 
that  no  European  scholar,  however  great  his  fame,  who  should  visit  us 
now  could  justly  name  us  boors.  In  these  new  studies  we  are  fully 
equal  to  France  and  Oermany  ;  and  at  the  head  of  our  devoted  band  is 
the  gentleman  whose  portrait  accompanies  this  sketch. 

CSonfining  ourselves  to  Egyptian,  we  may  give  in  brief  the  roll  of 
pioneers  in  the  field,  whose  history  and  labours  ought  indeed  to  be 
written  in  an  age  that  deems  a  biography  due  to  men  of  less  than  eminence ; 
these  scholars,  many  of  them  really  eminent,  all  rank  high  for  that  kind 
of  patient  labour  that  shews  so  little  in  working  and  does  so  much  iu 
result.  We  have  to  name  among  early  workers  and  helpers  imder  the 
British  flag  Young,  Lane,  Stuart  Poole,  Gardner  Wilkinson,  Kenrick, 
Belzoni,  Bonomi,  Arundale,  Samuel  Sharpe,  Dunbar  Heath,  J.  Burton ; 
France  ushered  forth  GhampoUion,  De  Eoug6,  Cailliaud,  Jomard,  and 
others;  Germany,  Lepeius,  Bimsen,  Ebers;  Italy,  Eosellini.  Among 
present  workers  also  are  Benouf ,  W.  Gk)odwin,  F.  C.  Cook,  Lushington, 
A.  H.  Sayce,  W.  B.  Cooper,  as  regards  England ;  Chabas,  Lenormant, 
Fierret,  Lefebure,  Naville,  Deveria,  Mariette-Bey,  Maspero,  in  or  for 
France.  To  this  rough  list  may  be  added  the  names  of  Brugsch-Bey, 
Eisenlohr,  Ludwig  Stem,  De  Horrack,  and  doubtless  many  others. 

In  this  field  of  literary  research  Dr.  Samuel  Birch  has  been  a  conspi- 
cuoQS  worker  dnnng  the  long  period  of  over  forty  years.  Egyptian  lore 
must  have  been  his  special  study  from  his  boyhood,  for  at  the  early  age 
of  twenty-two  he  appeared  before  the  world  with  a  folio  volume,  giving 
an  explanation  of  the  hieroglyphics  on  the  coffin  of  Mycerinus. 

Samuel  Birch  was  bom  in  London^  November  Srd,  1813,  of  a  family 
originally  pfoceeding  from  Lancashire,  and  known  in  tlie  days  of  Bound- 
heads  and  Cavidienk    His  father  was  the  Bev.  Samuel  Birch,  of  St. 
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« 

Mary  Woolnotli;  his  grandfather,  Samuel  Birch,  was  cook,  confectioner^ 

.  and  Lord  Mayor  of  London.    His  old  business  in  Comhilly  though  not 

in  hereditary  hands,  still  bears  the  name  of  Birch,  and  is  well  known. 

A  great  grandson  of  its  original  proprietor  once  laughingly  styled  it  as  a 

place  of  such  repute  that  an  excellent  penny  bun  might  probably  be 

obtained  there  for  three-halfpence. 

The  Samuel  Birch  of  our  memoir  was  educated  at  Greenwich  and 
Blackheath,  and  in  1831  at  Merchant  Taylors'  School. 

He  early  took  a  post  under  the  Crown,  for  in  1834  we  find  him  imder 
the  Commissioner  of  Public  Becords.  Li  1861  he  accepted  the  responsible 
position  of  Keeper  of  Oriental,  Mediaoval,  and  British  Antiquities  in  the 
British  Museum,  which  he  still  retains. 

Among  literary  works  which  are  the  product  of  this  busy  brain,  the 
following  are  the  most  important,  confining  ourselves  to  works  relating  to 
Egypt  and  her  language : — ^An  Egyptian  Ghrammar.  A  Dictionary  of 
Hieroglyphics.  This  novel  lexicon  appeared  in  the  fifth  volume  of  Baron 
Bunsen's  ''  Egypt's  Place  in  Universal  History,"  together  with  a  trans- 
lation by  Dr.  Birch  of  the  entire  work  ''  The  Book  of  the  Dead,"  which 
had  never  before  been  rendered  into  any  modem  language  complete. 
This  wonderful  work  it  is  much  to  be  wished  the  translator  would  re- 
publish, and  in  a  volume  by  itself.  His  Hieroglyphical  Dictionary 
appeared  in  1838 ;  in  1841  appeared  "  Unedited  Oreco-Egyptian  Liscrip- 
tions."  Cuneiform  inscriptions,  too,  in  1851,  were  occupying  his 
attention.  Other  labours — upon  the  Tablet  of  Kamak,  upon  the 
Trilingual  Liscription  of  the  Decree  of  Canopus,  came  to  the  light  either 
in  the  transactions  of  the  Boyal  Society  of  Literature,  or  in  separate 
form.  A  translation  of  the  Papyrus  of  Nas-Khem  was  published  in 
1863,  and  in  the  same  year  a  Fac-simile  with  translation  of  two  similar 
documents,  well  known  to  scholars  as  the  Ehind  Papyri. 

Dr.  Birch  has  not  confined  his  attention  to  Egypt  and  hieroglyphics. 
At  a  very  early  date  he  contributed  a  paper  to  the  Magazine  of  Ifatural 
History  on  Chinese  Monkeys ;  and  the  Chinese  language  and  literature 
we  find  for  some  time  afterwards  occupying  his  attention.  Li  1841  was 
published,  under  the  titie  of  '^  Analecta  Sinensia,"  a  volume  of  Chinese 
selections.  A  few  years  later  appeared  a  translation  of  a  Chinese  work 
entitled  ''  Friends  till  Death ; "  and  in  1863  was  privately  printed  ''  The 
Elfin  Foxes,"  with  a  criticism  on  the  legend.  In  1872  he  translated  two 
Chinese  romances,  ''  The  Chinese  Widow,"  and  the  <<  Casket  of  G^ems," 
and  reprinted  them  in  separate  form  from  the  Phcmtx,  where  they  were 
originally  published.    That  our  author  entered  still  other  departments  of 
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leaearch  is  evidenced  by  Ms  ''  History  of  Ancient  Pottery,"  which  wa»> 
published  in  1858,  a  second  edition  appearing  in  1873 ;  and  this  study  led 
him  to  publish  observations  on  a  vase  representing  the  adventure  of* 
Perseus,  and  on  another  vase  bearing  the  representation  of  the  contest  of 
Hercules  and  the  river-god  Achelous. 

In  1863  appeared  a  treatise  upon  the  Himyaritic  Inscriptions  of 
Southern  Arabia;  and  in  1864,  in  the  Eivue  Archiologique  of  Paris,  aa 
article  upon  a  Magical  Papyrus.  Our  indefatigable  author,  moreover,, 
edited  the  second  edition  of  Bunsen's  '<  Egypt's  Place  in  Universal 
History,"  and  contributed  notes  and  editorial  guidance  to  Mr.  W.  B. 
Cooper  in  his  ''  Serpent  Myths  of  Ancient  Egypt." 

With  all  this,  there  was  time  found  to  attend  to  the  labours  of  the- 
British  Museum ;  and  in  addition  to  a  vast  amount  of  work  too  detailed 
to  describe  here,  he  brought  out  in  1 874  his  '^  Guide  to  the  Egyptian  Booms, 
of  the  British  Museum." 

Dr.  Birch's  more  recent  works  are  as  important  as  any.    In  1876  he- 
published  ''  The  Chreat  Harris  Papyrus  of  the  Annals  of  Bamses  III.,  with 
a  translation."    In  the  present  year  he  selected  and  edited  a  voliune  of* 
archaic  classics,  ''  Egyptian  Texts,"  for  the  use  of  students ;  giving  text, 
transliteration,  translation,  and  analysis,  with  list  of  syllabic  signs,  and 
the  roU  of  i^jptian  Sovereigns.    Among  works  designed  for  the  general 
reading  public  may  be  specified  ''  Ancient  History  from  the  Monuments,"* 
which  was  published  in  1874  by  the  Society  for  Promoting  Christian 
Knowledge,   and — ^what  is  perhaps  the  most  important  work  of  all — 
"The  Eecords  of  the  Past,"  which  he  edited  from  1873  to  1877.    These^ 
volumes  are  a  collection  of  translations  from  Assyrian  and  Egyptian  texts, 
done  by  various  scholars,  including  Dr.  Birch  himself.     This  work,  oT 
which  eight  volumes  have  now  appeared,  represents  the  first  collection  of 
the  archaic  classics  of  Egypt  and  Assyria  which  is  reaUy  accessible  to^ 
the  public. 

Dr.  Birch's  discoveries  we  ought  not  to  pass  by.  In  1872  his  exami- 
nations led  him  to  determine  the  ancient  Cypriote  as  a  Greek  language ; 
and  in  very  early  days,  in  the  Numismatic  Chronicle  for  1845,  he  exhimied 
for  us  Tasciovanus,  a  forgotten  link  in  the  long  line  of  ancient  British 
kings. 

With  such  a  Herculean  list  of  labours  to  rest  upon,  it  is  not  to  be* 
wondered  at  that  honours  have  been  bestotred  upon  him,  both  at  home* 
and  abroad.  In  1870,  he  was  nominated  President  of  the  Society  of 
Biblical  Ardueology,  which  office  he  has  held  ever  since.  In  1873,  he- 
received  at  the  hands  of  the  Emperor  of  Gonnnny  the  order  of  tlv^  "Rcv^o- 
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of  Brazil;^  In  1874,  he  presided  over  the  International  Congress  of 
Orientalists  in  London,  having  been  elected  President  at  the  dose  of  the 
French  Congress  in  1873 ;  and  the  success  of  the  English  Congress  was 
in  veiy  great  part  due  to  his  exertions  to  obtain  the  presence  of  different 
Oerman  professors  of  eminence. 

From  the  French  Government  he  received  the  nomination  of  Officer  of 
Public  Instruction,  and  the  badge  of  the  so-called  Pabnes  d*Or ;  while 
from  the  Emperor  of  Germany  came  the  Cross  of  the  Second  Class  of  the 
Order  of  the  Crown. 

Originally  a  Doctor  of  Laws  of  the  University  of  St.  Andrew's,  he  had 
"Conf erred  upon  him  in  1875  the  degree  of  LL.D.  of  the  University  of 
Cambridge,  being  appointed  Rede  Lecturer  for  the  following  year,  when 
he  discoursed  on  Egyptian  History  in  the  Senate ;  the  lecture  has  since 
been  published,  imder  the  title  of  "The  Monumental  History  of  Egypt." 
At  Oxford  also,  in  1876,  the  degree  of  D.C.L.  was  bestowed  upon  him,  he 
having  been  appointed  the  previous  year  Honorary  Fellow  of  Queen's 
OoUege. 

Dr.  Birch's  son  treads  in  his  father's  steps,  both  in  service  in  the 
British  Museum,  in  which  he  is  a  Senior  Assistant  of  the  Department  of 
Manuscripts,  and  also  in  his  literary  studies.  Many  a  reader  of 
Antiquarian  tendencies  has  doubtless  met  with  "The  History,  Art,  and 
Palaoography  of  the  Manuscript  commonly  styled  the  Utrecht  Psalter," 
by  Walter  de  Gray  Birch,  F.R.S.L. 

The  present  workers  in  the  Egyptian  field  of  research,  imlike  some 
Ancient  scholars  who  almost  lose  sight  of  their  subject  in  their  rambling 
selves,  possess  the  best  qualities  of  modem  literary  power  ;  they  are  not 
tedious  or  involved  in  their  commentaries,  but  evidently  strive  to  present 
iheir  works  in  as  bright,  clear,  and  simple  a  form  as  possible,  giving  the 
^student  the  inestimable  advantage  of  access  to  full  and  unabridged 
•original  docimients.  In  his  preface  to  the  sixth  volimie,  which  completes 
the  first  half  of  the  projected  §eries  of  the  '*  Records  of  the  Past,"  Dr. 
Birch  writes  : — "  The  interest  taken  in  this  publication  is  shewn  by  the 
*  -authors  of  such  pieces  as  originally  appeared  in  French  or  German 
having  kindly  prepared  or  revised  the  English  translations,  so  that  they 
Appear  in  their  last  and  most  correct  form.  The  publication  itself  has 
called  forth  the  commendations  of  all  interested  in  the  study,  especially 
ihose  who  have  paid  attention  to  Egyptian  philology  and  history.  It  is, 
in  fact,  only  by  the  perusal  of  these  translations  of  orig^al  docimients  in 
-their  integrity  that  the  mind  of  ancient  Egypt  can  be  appreciated  and 
understood.    Without  such  aids  the  dissertations  or  works  on  Egypt  are, 
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after  all,  compilatioiifi  more  or  less  imperfect,  without  the  freshness  and 
etrange  originality  offered  by  perusal  of  the  words  of  the  original  authom, 
scribes  of  thirty  centuries  and  more  ago,  the  first  men  of  letters  in  the 
ancient  world,  who  wrote  these  remarkable  comjiositions  in  the  valley  of 
the  Nile.  The  flourishing  period  of  literature  appears  to  have  been  the 
xixih  Dynasty,  a  golden  age  of  history,  poetry,  and  fiction,  although  these 
branches  of  literature  flourished  as  early  as  the  xuth  Dynasty,  and  ethical 
philosophy  began  about  the  period  of  the  vth  Dynasty." 

The  amount  of  labour  involved  in  the  production  of  such  results  as 
the  collection  of  volumes  that  we  owe  to  Dr.  Birch,  it  is  difficult 
adequately  to  realize.  Translation  from  a  foreign  language,  when  the 
worker  has  all  the  advantages  of  a  dear  typography,  and  a  familiar  style 
of  composition,  is  at  best  a  tedious  process ;  but  when  the  original  is  a 
fragile  papyrus,  with  letters  part  effaced,  and  all  of  novel  and  strange 
form,  and  the  composition  follows  rules  differing  from  those  of  any 
current  tongue,  then  indeed  we  wonder  at  the  imtiring  perseverance 
which  transforms  this  dark  and  hidden  scroll,  word  by  word,  sentence  by 
sentence,  into  the  living  form  of  modem  language.  The  x^^pyri  vary  in 
legibility ;  some  are  carelessly  written  by  scribes  working  only  for  hire, 
and  in  a  perfunctory  manner.  Others  are  of  a  superior  character,  such 
as  the  Oreat  Harris  Papyrus,  lately  translated  by  Professor  Eisenlohr 
and  Dr.  Birch.  This  is  "  one  of  the  finest,  best  written,  and  best  preserved 
that  have  been  discovered  in  Egypt.  It  measures  133  ft.  long  by  16Jin. 
broad,  and  was  found  with  several  others  in  a  tomb  behind  Medinat 
Habu.  Purchased  soon  after  by  the  late  A.  C.  Harris,  of  Alexandria,  it 
was  subsequently  unrolled  and  divided  into  79  leaves,  and  laid  down  on 
cardboard.  With  the  exception  of  some  small  portions  which  arc 
wanting  in  the  first,  the  rest  of  the  text  is  complete  throughout." 

We  referred  in  the  opening  of  our  memoir  to  the  probable  status  of 
Egyptian  studies  in  the  future.  We  will  conclude  by  quoting  in  illustratiou 
the  words  of  a  competent  authority  upon  these  studies ;  they  are  by  Mr.  W. 
B.  Oooper,  the  Secretary  of  the  Society  to  which  we  have  already  referred 
as  being  presided  over  by  Dr.  Birch ;  and  are  to  be  found  in  the  pref acre 
to  ''An  Archaic  Dictionary,"  published  in  1876  : — 

"Tear  after  year,  it  might  almost  be  written  month  by  month,  new 
tablets  and  MS8.  are  discovered,  more  satisfactory  interpretations  are  made, 
and  doubtful  readings  explained  and  expimged.  A  very  short  time  wiU  now 
sii£Boe  to  place  in  our  hands  a  wealth  of  literature,  of  which  Berosus  only 
knew  one  isolated  section,  Pliny  and  Trogus  Pompeius  had  only  heard 
the  name.    Tlie  invaluable  aid  of  comparative  philology  and  mytholo^> 
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BciencoB  of  which  Flato  scarcely  dreamt  and  Livy  disregarded,  will  enable 
us  to  reconstruct  on  an  imperishable  basis  the  histoxy  of  the  archaic 
world ;  to  add  to  the  list  of  the  illustrious  multitudes  of  heroic  men,  great 
kings,  merciful  legislators,  learned  men,  and  noble  women  also,  who 
gloriously  filled  their  stations  in  the  ages  past,  and  whose  memories  shall 
have  their  palingenesis  in  the  days  to  come.  When  no  longer  to 
examples  drawn  from  Greek  or  Eoman  histoxy  shall  we  point  the  aspira- 
tions of  our  young  in  the  normal  schools  of  the  future,  but  shall  be  able 
to  exhort  them  to  deeds  of  personal  courage  by  the  heroism  of  a  Bameses 
and  an  Anebui ;  to  bravely  contend  against  contending  fate  like  Merodach 
Baladan  of  Babylonia,  and  Muthon  of  Tyre ;  shall  exhort  them  to  serve 
their  country  with  the  fidelity  of  the  Egyptian  Chancellor  Bai,  and  to 
resign  themselves  to  the  apathy  of  the  grave,  old  in  wisdom  and  years, 
like  Fentahor,  proudly  lamented  like  Menepthah  the  Egyptian,  or 
Assurbanipal,  tl^e  glorious  King  of  Assjrria." 

In  the  work  from  which  we  have  quoted  Mr.  Cooper  returns  his  most 
grateful  thanks  to  Dr.  Birch,  ''who  has  generously  assisted  by  his 
corrections  and  advice."  We  may  be  proud,  among  many  signs  of 
enervation  aroimd  us,  to  find  a  band  of  workers  possessed  of  enthusiasm 
and  hearty  enterprise,  and  turning  their  powers  in  so  noble  and  useful  a 
direction  as  is  the  aim  and  object  in  life  of  scholars  such  as  Dr.  Birch,  the 
Eg3rptologi8t. 
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<<Thb  18th  centaiy  killed  our 
national  literaturei"  declared  a 
Spanish  author  who  did  not  live  long 
enough  to  witness  the  rescusitation 
brought  about  by  Bomanticisni.  The 
glorious  reputation  Calderon,  Cer- 
vantes, Quevedo,  and  others  had 
acquired  for  Spanish  letters  was 
oompletely  overclouded  by  the  ascen- 
sion of  the  Bourbons,  under  whom 
the  intellect,  at  least,  of  the  country 
was  reduced  to  that  of  an  outlying 
French  province.  The  pseudo 
classics,  who  ruled  so  heavily  under 
the  kindred  Kin^  of  France  and 
Spain,  made  good  the  regal  boast, 
so  far  as  the  mental  divisions  of  the 
two  nations  were  concerned,  that 
the  Pyrenees  were  abolished.  The 
Iberian  peninsula  was  completely 
flooded  by  an  inundation  of  those 
mediocrity  men  who  had  converted 
Gaul  into  a  sham  Arcadia  of  fictitious 
loves  and  metaphorical  feelings,  but 
who  now  only  survive  in  Boileau's 
verse : — 

**  Faudra-t-il,  de  lang-froid    at    sans 
etre  amoureux 

Pour  qaelque  Iris  en  I'air  faire  le 
langoureox, 

Lui  prodiguer  lea  noma  de  Soleil  et 
d'Aurore, 

Et  toQJoura  bien  mangeant,  mourir 
par  m^taphore  ?  " 

The  19th  century  inaugurated  a 
new  regime.  The  Bomantic  revolu- 
tion in  France  and  other  neighbour- 
ing nations  rapidly  acted  upon 
Spanish  thought,  and  the  manv 
writers  who  responded  to  the  caSl 
of  natural  art  proved  that  however 
severely  the  old  Oastilian  spirit  had 


been  maltreated  it  had  not  been 
extirpated.  The  new  school  attained 
its  highest  development  in  poetry 
with  Bspronceda,  whilst  in  nction, 
that  branch  of  the  Belles  Lettres 
for  which  Iberia  has  ever  been 
famous,  it  cidminated  in  the  works 
of  a  woman.  Spain  has  been  richly 
endowed  with  lemale  talent,  and  in 
"Feman  Caballero"  gained  a 
novelist  and  describer  of  national 
manners  of  rare  power  and  genius. 
It  is  a  singular,  and  probably  an 
unparalleled  circumstance  that  this 
celebrated  authoress  was  an  alien, 
by  both  parentage  and  birthplace, 
to  the  country  oh  which  she  has 
reflected  so  much  fame. 

The  father  of  ^'Feman  Cabal- 
lero," Johan  Nikolas  Biihl  von 
Faber,  was  the  son  of  a  wealthy 
merchant  of  Hamburg  (in  which 
city  he  was  bom),  and  was  himself 
an  author  of  some  reputation. 
Bohl's  own  life,  as  described  in  a 
series  of  charming  letters  printed 
in  Germany  but  never  published,  is 
most  interesting.  His  corre- 
spondence reveals  a  character  near 
akin  to  that  his  daughter's — 
judffing  from  her  works  and  the 
f  ew  biog^phieal  facts  known  to  us — 
may  be  deemed  to  resemble.  Com- 
bined with  large  knowledge  of 
himianity  is  n'iatserie  a  child  might 
smile  at;  with  extensive  reading, 
and  a  wide  range  of  acquirements, 
naivete  of  expression  scarcely  credi- 
ble, and,  after  a  lengfthy  career  of 
indulgence  and  laudation,  a  hiuni- 
lity  almost  infantile  in  character. 
The  idiosATiorasios  of  the  father 
were  inherited  by  the  daugVil^r. 
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In  the  latter  half  of  the  past  cen- 
tury the  Bohls'  was  one  of  the 
largest  mercantile  establishments 
in  the  world,  in  the  magnitude  of 
its  transactions  rivalling  Hope,  of 
Amsterdam,  and  Barings,  of  Lon- 
don. Johan,  the  eldest  son  of  the 
firm's  founder,  was  bom  in  1770. 
When  fourteen  he  was  sent  to 
Andover,  and  after  a  year's  English 
schooling  had  to  cross  over  to  Cadiz, 
where  his  father  had  a  branch 
establishment.  He  spent  several 
years  in  the  uncongenial  atmosphere 
of  the  office,  varied  by  jourmes  to 
Germany  and  France,  and  in  accu- 
mulating books,  chiefly  of  old 
Eoetry.  Among  the  volumes  which 
e  received  from  home  it  is  not 
unnoteworthy  that  his  mother  sent 
him  a  native  work  on  the  "  Civic 
Rights  of  Woman."  His  continuous 
building  of  ''castles  in  the  air" 
was  broken  in  upon  by  his  mar- 
riage, early  in  1796,  with  Frasquita 
de  Larea,  the  daughter  of  an  Irish- 
man. Though  educated  in  England 
and  France,  and  speaking  the  lan- 
guages of  both  countries  equally 
well,  Frasquita  was  innately 
Spanish.  GFerman,  notwithstanding 
residence  in  her  husband's  country 
and  long  study,  she  never  could 
learn.  With  his  wife  and  his  mo- 
ther, Bohl  spent  the  autimm  and 
winter  in  Switzerland,  and  in  the 
beginning  of  1797  his  first  child,  a 
daughter,  was  bom  at  Merges, 
and  was  named  Csecilia,  after  ner 
X>atemal  grandmother.  From  Swit- 
zerland the  family  removed  to 
Hamburg,  where  Bohl  proposed  to 
reside,  but  foimd  that  ne  had 
reckoned  without  his  mother-in- 
law!  She  and  his  wife  both  dis- 
liked the  cold  Protestant  country, 
where  speech,  manners,  and  customs 
were  so  foreign  to  them ;  so  ulti- 
mately they  went  back  to  Spain. 
The  mother-in-law  did  not  like  the 
sea,  so  they  returned  vid  France; 
and  in  Paris,  so  Bohl's  correspon- 
dence reveals,  little  Cseoilia's  teeth- 


ing caused  considerable  trouble  to 
the  party. 

In  1805  the  Bohls  revisited 
Hamburg,  and  when,  in  the  follow- 
ing year,  they  returned  to  Spain, 
CaBcilia  and  a  brother  Juan  were 
left  behind  at  school,  the  father 
wishing  them  to  receive  a  German 
education.  What  ultimately  became 
of  the  boy  is  not  known,  but  the 
girl  later  on  became  the  famous 
authoress,  now  generally  known 
by  the  masculine  nom  de  pktme 
of  "Feman  CabaJlero."  Of  Bohl 
it  may  be  added,  that  as  long 
as  he  lived  his  wife's  tertulia9, 
or  evening  receptions,  were  the  chief 
rendezvous  of  the  Conservative  party 
in  Cadiz,  but  the  probability  is 
that  when  he  died  in  November, 
1836,  after  a  long  and  painful  ill- 
ness, his  family's  wealth  had  become 
somewhat  too  reduced  to  carry  on 
such  entertainments.  BecaUed  to 
Spain  and  married  when  she  was 
but  seventeen,  "  Feman  CabaUero," 
as  we  shall  now  style  her,  may  be 
said  to  have  wedded  trouble,  some- 
what more  than  metaphorically, 
like  all  writers  of  genius  she,  un- 
doubtedly, described  many  of  her 
own  experiences  under  the  guise  of 
fiction,  and,  probably,  in  her  super- 
natural story  of  "  La  Higa  del  Sol," 
she  states  her  own  case  when  she 
says  that  the  heroine  "was  united 
to  her  husband  without  either  wish- 
ing for  or  opposing  the  union, 
upon  this,  as  upon  all  other  occa- 
sions, following  the  suggestion  of 
her  mother  without  offering  any 
remonstrance."  Be  this  as  it  mav, 
"Feman  CabaUero"  was  speedily 
left  a  widow.  It  was  not  long 
before  she  contracted  a  sepond 
marriage,  this  time  with  the  Mar- 
quis de  Arco  Hermoso,  and  in  18S5 
was  left  a  widow  for  the  second 
time.  At  the  expiration  of  two 
years  she  again  ventured  upon 
matrimony,  being  married  to  Don 
A.  d'Arrom,  who  died,  self -slain,  in 
England  in  1863.     For  some  yw^rs 
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the  widowed  MaichioneBS  lived  in 
ike  royal  Ale^gar  at  Seville,  in 
apartments  placed  at  her  disposal 
by  Queen  Isabella.  When  the 
revolution  of  1868  deposed  the 
Bourbon  sovereign,  ''Feman  Cabal- 
lero" removed  to  a  house  in  the 
Galle  de  Burgos,  and  resided  there 
until  her  death  on  the  7th  of  last 
Apnl.  Such  are  all  the  events  that 
are  known  of  this  authoress's  life — 
a  life,  doubtless,  full  of  real  inci- 
dent, and  replete  with  the  sorrows 
and  cares  that  assail  all  who  attain, 
as  she  did,  the  threescore  and  ten 
years  assigned  to  mortality.  A 
detailed  memoir,  with  corresx)on- 
dence  and  biographical  data,  may, 
and  probably  will,  some  day  appear, 
but  it  is  in  her  literary  works  that 
her  true  character  must  be  sought 
for:  there  her  thoughts,  sympa- 
thies, and  aversions,  as  well  as  the 
manners  and  customs  of  her  adopted 
countiymen,  will  be  found  detwed 
with  ihe  vraisemblanee  of  natiire 
itself. 

It  was  in  1849,  in  the  columns  of 
a  newspaper,  that  ''  Feman  Cabal- 
lero "  made  her  literary  dihut.  It 
is  needless  to  speculate  upon  the 
motives  that  impelled  one  who  so 
detested  journalism  and  its  aims 
to  publish  her  first  stoiy  en  feuille- 
ton  in  a  paper,  but,  whatever  her 
reason,  the  result  was  most  success- 
fuL  As  will  be  seen,  she  did  not 
b^in  to  publish  imtil  she  had  at- 
tained the  mature  age  of  52,  when 
she  commenced  a  series  of  liter- 
ary triumphs  with  "La  Quviota," 
a  novel,  and  concluded  her  life,  in 
the  81st  year  of  her  a^e,  simul- 
taneously with  the  pubBcation  of 
her  last  book,  the  printing  of  the 
final  sheet  of  whicm  almost  coin- 
cided with  the  day  of  her  death. 
It  is  probable  that  some  of  her 
writings  had  been  completed  in 
manuscript  long  before  they  were 
published,  for,  until  within  the  last 
lew  years,  Spanish  publishers  were 
rarely  to  be  found  willing  or  even 


abte  to  produce  original  works : 
anything  beyond  re^gious  books 
being  usually  printed  and  issued 
by  the  Crown.  So  well  did  "  Fer* 
nan  Caballero"  comprehend  the 
difficulties  of  obtaining  a  Spanish 
audience  for  her  works  that,  it  is 
averred,  she  originally  wrote  **  La 
Ghtviota  "  in  French,  as  she  did  ''  La 
Fanulia  de  Alvareda  "  in  German. 
This  latter  romance  she  re-wrote  in 
Spanish  at  the  solicitation,  so  it  is. 
believed,  of  Washing^n  Irving^ 
It  is  another  strange  fact  in  her 
abnormal  literaiy  story,  that  her 
first  production  was,  in  nearly  every 
resp^,  her  best ;  whilst  her  latest 
was  her  least  meritorious.  Most  of 
her  novels,  tales,  and  miscellaneous 
writings  have  been  translated  into 
the  leading  languages  of  Europe, 
but  when  one  sees  how  vapid  in 
the  best  translators'  hands  becomea 
their  seasoning  of  "SalAndaluz" 
— ^which  is  as  famed  in  Spain  aa 
Attic  wit  in  the  classic  world — ^it 
makes  us  thankful  that  "Feman 
Caballero"  ultimately  abandoned 
the  idea  of  publishing  them  in 
French  or  German.  That  she  en- 
tertained a  fondness  for  Teutonic 
authorcraft,  as  well  as  a  knowledge- 
of  its  literature,  many  of  her 
writings  testify,  but  "  Sola,"  which 
was  printed  in  Hamburg,  is  the- 
only  German  work  by  her  which 
we  know  of. 

Plot  is  not  "  Fernan  Caballero's  "" 
forte:  it  is  in  her  faithful  repro- 
duction of  peasant  life,  especially 
that  of  Andalusia,  that  she  is  at 
her  best.  In  her  portrayal  of  the 
common  types  of  the  Spanish  peas- 
ant her  lines  have  all  the  fidelity 
of  a  canvas  by  Teniers,  but  when 
she  attempts  to  depicture  high  life, 
or  even  middle-class  society,  her 
pen  almost  invariably  loses  its  cun- 
ning, and  her  spells  are  broken^ 
That  she  knew  her  own  power  the- 
quotation  from  De  Mol^ne,  with 
which  she  introduced  her  first  book,, 
would  seem  to  shew : — "  There  \ft  \\\ 
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this  slight  picture  that  which  ought 
to  please — novelty  and  nature." 
•«'  LaGaviota,"  or  **  The  Sea-Gull," 
as  her  earliest  publication  is  named, 
is  a  term  f amiuarlj  applied  on  the 
Andalusian  coast  to  an  imprudent, 
conceited,  saucy  woman,  such  as 
Marisalada,  the  heroine  of  the 
work,  is  represented  to  be ;  she 
received  the  cognomen  from  Momo, 
A  lad  whom  she  had  but  too  truth- 
fully called  "  Eomo  "  (snub-nose). 
A  slight  and  necessarily  concise 
resumS  of  this  picturesque  story, 
with  the  citation  of  a  few  of  the 
most  characteristic  passages,  will 
probably  be  the  best  and  most 
mteresting  method  of  portraying 
the  idios3mcrasies  of  "Feman 
CabaJlero." 

The  story  is  divided  into  two 
parts,  the  first  portion  (excepting 
the  opening  chapter)  being  devoted 
to  the  description  of  Andalusian 
life  in  the  little  seaport  of  Yallamar. 
The  first  scene  is  laid  on  board  an 
English  steam-boat,  and  in  the 
month  of  November,  1836.  Most 
of  the  passengers  are  suffering  from 
fnal  de  meVj  but  one  of  them,  the 
'authoress  patriotically  observes,  by 
his  elegance,  his  physiognomy,  the 
grace  with  which  he  muffled  him- 
self in  his  cloak,  his  insensibility 
to  the  cold,  and  to  the  general  dis- 
comfort, clearly  betrayed  his 
Spanish  nationality.  This  is  the 
Duke  de  Almansa,  a  Castilian ''  Ad- 
mirable Crichton."  He  is  introduced 
as  exercising  his  generosity  by 
bestowing  a  valuable  cloak  upon 
^  fellow  traveller,  who  is  sadly  in 
want  of  such  a  comfort.  The  reci- 
pient of  this  charity  is  Fritz  Stein, 
a  young  G-erman  student  of  the 
Werther  tjrpe,  who  is  on  his  way  to 
the  scene  of  the  Carlist  rebellion, 
in  hopes  of  obtaining  professional 
employment.  The  Spanish  grandee 
•also  gives  him  his  card,  the  com- 
pany of  his  servant  to  Seville,  and 
lett&s  of  recommendation  to  the 
Odmm^der-in-Ohief      and       the 


Minister  of  War.  Unfortunately, 
these  testimonials  do  not  appear  to 
have  proved  of  much  value  to  Stein, 
the  hero  of  the  tale,  for  two  years 
later  he  is.  found  footsore,  hungry 
and  poverty-stricken,  wandemig 
across  a  desert  in  the  vicinity  of 
Yallan^ar.  After  an  adventure  with 
a  wild  bull,  the  young  medical  man 
reaches  the  door  of  a  dilapidated 
convent,  and  there  swoons.  This 
great  rambling  building  is  in  charge 
of  a  family,  who  succour  the  Ger- 
man, and  put  him  to  bed.  The 
way  in  whidi  his  needs  are  attended 
to  by  the  family  grandmother, 
**  Aunt "  Maria,  and  ner  alter  $go^ 
the  lay  brother  Gabriel,  are  thus 
described : — 

^'  Aunt  Maria  and  Brother  Gkibriel 
▼ied  with  each  other  in  their  attention 
to  the  invalid,  but  differed  as  to  the 
method  that  should  be  adopted  for  his 
cure.  Aunt  Maria,  witiiout  ever 
having  read  Brown,  was  for  warm 
broths  and  comforting  tonics,  because 
the  patient  was  very  weak,  and  half 
starved.  Brother  Gabriel,  without 
having  even  heard  of  the  name  of 
Broussais,  su^ested  cooling  draughts, 
because,  in  his  opinion,  the  man  had 
brain  fever,  his  blood  being  inflamed  and 
his  skin  burning.  Both  were  right ; 
the  double  system,  composed  of  Atint 
Maria's  soups  and  Brother  Gabriel's 
lemonades,  was  so  successful  that 
Stein  recovered  life  and  health,  the 
very  day  the  good  woman  killed  her 
last  fowl,  and  the  lay  brother  picked 
the  last  lemon  on  the  tree. 

^  Brother  Gabriel,'  said  Aunt  Maria, 
'  what  profession  do  you  think  our 
invalid  belongs  to  ?    Military  ? ' 

'  It  is  very  probable  that  he  is  mili- 
tary,' responded  the  brother,  who  was 
accustomed  to  regard  Aunt  Maria  as 
an  oracle,  and  always,  save  in  points 
of  horticulture  and  medicine,  to  hold 
no  opinion  but  hers.  Thus  he  almost 
mechanically  repeated  whatever  she 
said. 

'  No,  he  can't  be  that  either,'  con- 
tinued she,  shaking  her  head.  *  If 
he  were  military  he  would  have  arms, 
and  he  has  not  got  any.  When  I 
folded  up  his  coat  to  put  it  away,  I 
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found  in  the  pocket  someihing  like  a 
pistol,  but  on  examination  it  proved 
to  be  a  flute.     He  can't  be  a  soldier.* 

*  He  can't  be  a  soldier/  repeated 
Brother  Gabriel. 

'  Perhaps  he's  a  smuggler  ?  * 
'Perhaps  he's  a  smuggler,'  echoed 
lie. 

*Bnt  if  he  were  a  smuggler  he'd 
Have  money  or  goods,  and  he  has 
neither  one  nor  the  other.' 
'True  !  he  cannot  be  a  smuggler.' 
'  Brother  Gabriel,  look  at  the  titles 
of  those  books  ;  perhaps  we  may  find 
out  what  he  is  from  them.' 

The  lay  brother  put  on  his  horn- 
framed  spectacles,  adjusted  them  upon 
his  nose,  took  the  books,  carried  them 
to  the  window,  and  examined  them 
for  some  time. 

*  Have  you  forgotten  how  to  read  ? ' 
said  Aunt  Maria  at  last. 

'  No,  but  I  cannot  make  these  letters 
out.     I  think  they  are  Hebrew.' 

'  Hebrew  ! '  exclaimed  Aunt  Maria. 
*  Holy  Virgin !  If  he  should  be  a 
Jew?' 

At  this  instant  Stein,  who  had  been 
ftir  some  time  in  a  trance,  opened  his 
«yes,  and  said  in  German,  '  Wo  bin 
ich  ? '  (where  am  I  ? ) 

Aunt  Maria  gave  a  spring  into  the 
middle  of  the  room,  and  the  lay  brother 
dropped  the  books  and  stood  as  if 
petrified,  opening;  his  eyes  till  they 
were  as  large  as  his  spectacles. 

*  What  did  he  say  i '  inquired  Aunt 
3Iaria^ 

'It  must  have  been  Hebrew,  like 
the  books,'  said  Gabriel ;  '  probably 
he  is  a  Jew,  as  you  said.' 

'  Heaven  help  us  ! '  exclaimed  the 
old  woman.  '  But  if  he  had  been  a  Jew 
we  should  have  seen  his  tail  when  we 
undressed  him ! ' 

'Aunt  Maria,'  replied  the  lay 
brother,  *  the  Prior  said  it  was  all  non- 
aense  about  Jews  having  tails,  and 
that  they  had  no  such  things.' 

'Brother  Gabriel,'  answered  Aunt 
Maria,  '  the  new  Constitution  has 
changed  everything.  Those  folks  who 
govern  in  plaice  of  the  King  do  not  like 
any  tiling  to  be  as  it  was  formerly,  and 
for  that  reason  they  will  not  let  the 
Jews  have  tails,  although  they  always 
had  them— like  the  devil.  If  the  Prior 
said  anything  to  the  contrary  they 
compelled  him  io,  as  they  compelled 


him  to  say  the  Congtitntioiud  King  at 
mass.' 

'  Perhaps  it  is  so,'  said  the  lay 
brother. 

'  He  cannot  be  a  Jew,  but  he  may 
be  a  Moor  or  a  Turk,  who  has  been 
shipwrecked  on  this  coast.' 

'Perhaps  he  is  a  Morocco  pirate,' 
added  Gabriel. 

'  But  then  he  would  have  a  turban 
and  yellow  slippers  like  the  Moor  I 
saw  thirty  years  ago  at  Cadiz.  .  .  . 
But  there  !  whether  he  be  Moor  or 
Jew  does  not  matter :  we  must  help 
him.' 

'  We  must  help  him,  whether  Jew 
or  Moor,'  was  the  response." 

Aunt  Maria's  gratification  when 
she  disciovors  that  8tein  can  8x>eak 
Spanish  and  in  a  Christian,  may  be 
imaginod.  In  her  garrulity  she  tells 
her  pati<»nt  the  whole  history  of 
herself,  her  family,  the  convent, 
and  other  things  neciossary  for  a  full 
comprehension  of  Valhimar.  With 
all  these  pei^sons  ancl  places  the 
young  Gorman  doctor  soon  becomes 
acquainted,  and  finding  that  his 
experience  is  of  value  to  his  neigh- 
bours, ho  makes  up  Ids  mind  to 
settle  in  Vallamar.  Tlie  various 
tj'pes  of  Andalusian  life  are  very 
happily  sketched ;  espec-ially  clever 
and  natural  are  Manuel,  Aunt 
Maria's  son,  who  is  as  well  supplied 
with  proverbs  as  liis  famed  country- 
man, Sancho  Panza  ;  his  eldest  son 
Momo  (the  diminutive  of  Geronimo), 
who  is  brimful  of  ^*  Sal  Andaluz," 
which  ho  lavishes  right  and  left  on 
every  occasi(m,  is  always  in  mis- 
chief, yet  not  without  an  eye  to  the 
main  chance,  nor  without  some  excul- 
patory rex)artee.  Don  Modesto  and 
his  austere  houseko(»per,  Hosa  Mis- 
tica  are,  one  feels  instinctively,  true 
to  nature.  Modestr)  is  a  gallant  old 
soldier,  who  for  his  gallantry  has 
been  api)ointed  commander  of  the 
ruined  fort  of  Saint  Cristobal,  but 
who  never  gets  any  pay,  nor  any 
notice  taken  of  his  memorials  respec- 
ting the  dilapidation  of  the  fort, 
from  the  oblivious  Ministry  oi  'Wwc. 
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His  dialogues  with  the  terrible  one- 
eyed  old  maid,  Bosa  Mistica,  are 
more  trying  to  the  superannuated 
old  soldier  than  having  to  face  any 
nimiber  of  foreign  foes. 

*^Feman  Caballero"  is  always 
charming  in  her  pictures  of  the 
child- world,  and  in  "LaGaviota" 
takes  many  opportunities  of  shewing 
her  knowledge  of  its  ways  and  cus- 
toms. She  represents  a  view  of  the 
convent's  occui^ants  thus  : — 

''  Dolores  was  sitting  in  a  low  chair 
^lending  her  husband's  shirt.  Her 
two  girls  were  playing  near  their 
mother.  They  were  two  pretty  little 
creatures  of  six  and  eight  years  of  age. 
The  baby,  fixed  in  its  cradle,  was  the 
object  of  the  attention  of  its  brother, 
a  child  of  five  years  old,  and  who, 
though  well-proportioned,  was  very 
small.  Momo,  his  elder  brother,  fre- 
quently made  him  angry  by  calling 
him,  in  allusion  to  his  diminutive  size, 
Francisco  de  Anis  (aniseed),  instead  of 
Francisco  de  Asis,  which  was  his  real 
name.  He  wore  a  little  jacket  and 
trousers  of  coarse,  grey  cloth,  which, 
having  shrunk,  allowed  his  little  shirt 
to  stick  out  all  round  his  waist  and 
form  a  frill.  His  trousers  were  only 
kept  up  by  a  single  brace. 

'Make  an  old  woman,  Manolillo,' 
said  Asis  to  the  baby,  and  the  little 
thing  made  a  comic  grimace,  hidf-clos- 
ing  its  eyes,  pursing  up  its  lips,  and 
nodding  its  head. 

*  Now,  ManoliUo,  kill  a  Moor,'  and 
the  infant  opened  its  eyes  wide, 
knitted  its  brows,  clenched  its  fists, 
and  tried  to  put  itself  in  a  warlike 
attitude. 

Then  Asis  took  hold  of  its  little 
hands,  turning  and  twisting  them 
about,  and  singing  : — 

*  What  pretty  little  hands 
Are  those  I've  caught ! 
How  small  and  how  white 
And  how  soft  are  they  ! ' 

Aunt  Maria  was  sewing,  and  the  lay 
brother  was  making  Imskets  of  dry 
palm  leaves.  An  enormous  white 
woolly  dog,  called  Palomo,  of  the 
handsome  Estramadura  shepherd  dog's 
breed,  was  stretched  out  at  full  length 
6n  one  side,  whilst  Morrongo,  a  corpu- 


lent yellow  cat,  was    sleeping    on    a 
piece  of  Aunt  Maria's  dress." 

With  this  primitive  household 
Stein  lives  until,  in  an  unfortunate 
day,  his  medical  servic^es  are  called 
into  requisition  on  behalf  of  a 
fisherman's  daughter,  **  La  Ga- 
viota,"  who  is  suffering  from  ague. 
He  cures  the  girl,  but,  struck  by 
her  magnificent  voice,  imdertakea 
her  education,  and,  finally,  aided 
by  Aunt  Maria's  matchmaking 
hints,  falls  in  love  with  her,  and 
becomes  her  husband.  Life  passes 
pretty  smoothly  with  the  German 
doctor  and  his  unamiable  wife, 
imtil  one  day,  the  Duke  de  Almansa^ 
hunting  in  the  neighbourhood,  is 
thi*own  from  his  horse,  is  i)ut  into 
the  hands  of  Stein,  and  by  his  skill 
is  saved  from  permanent  lameness. 
"NVliilst  recovering  from  his  hurts- 
the  nobleman  hears  Marisalada's 
singing,  and  is  fascinated  by  her 
superb  voice.  He  persuades  her  to- 
come  to  Seville  with  her  husband, 
and,  much  against  Stein's  real  in- 
clinations, they  are  persuaded  to* 
accompany  the  Duke.  It  is  with 
sincere  regret  that  Stein  leaves  his 
adopted  home,  but  ^*La  Gaviota" 
is  filled  with  secret  pride  in  think- 
ing of  the  triuini)lis  which  the  Duke 
assiu'es  hor  are  in  store  for  her. 

The  second  section  of  the  story  is 
chiefly  devoted  to  the  adventures  of 
Stein  and  his  Avife  in  the  best 
society  of  Seville.  The  occasional 
coarseness  which  **  Feman  Cabal- 
lero "  puts  into  the  mouths  of,  or 
permits  to  be  said  in  the  presence 
of,  her  women  of  the  highest  rank 
is,  perhaps,  explained  by  n  note 
in  which  she  asseris — ^*  In  Spain  tho^ 
national  character  is  hostile  to  all 
affectation ;  it  neither  exacts  nor 
recognizes  what  in  other  countries, 
is  called  hon  ton.  The  ho7i  ton  which 
it  possesses  is  natui'alness,  because 
everytliiftg  in  Spain  which  is 
natural  is  at  the  same  time  elegant." 
This  note  is  evidently  intended  to 
explain   away  much  that,   out  of 
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S^arn,  might  be  deemed  discordant 
with  the  exalted  social  position  of 
the  various  characters  who  are 
introduced  in  the  latter  half  of  *'  La 
Gaviota."  They  are  generally  re- 
presented, by  the  authoress  as 
talking  scandal  at  the  tertuHat^  or 
evening  receptions,  of  a  young 
and  beautiful  Countess,  at  whose 
house  Marisalada  makes  her 
dihut.  Although  imgracious  in 
manner,  and  attired  in  a  most  un- 
becoming costume,  all  prejudices 
are  overcome  by  the  magnihcence 
of  the  heroine's  voice,  and  an  end- 
less vista  of  public  ti'iiunphs  is 
opened  up  before  her  "  mind's  eye." 
The  conversations  at  these  tertuliaa 
are  the  most  striking  portion  of  the 
second  part  of  **  La  Gaviota,"  and 
if  utteny  opposed  to  that  natural- 
ness claimed  for  them,  they  are 
mostly  sarcastic,  but  always  clever 
and  amusing.  Space  \i411  not 
admit  of  any  reproduction  of  them 
here,  especially  as  it  is  more  desira- 
ble tliat  the  graphic  description  of 
a  bull-fight,  which  has  since  soi'veil 
as  tlie  model  for  so  many  literary 
copies,  should  be  cited.  *^  Fenian 
Caballero  "  displays,  i)ro}>ably,  her 
foreign  descent  more  Ly  her  ubhor- 
reuce  of  bull-light^s,  and  their 
attendant  horrors,  than  by  tinj-thiiig 
ebe.  • 

'*  The  Alcalde  gave  tlie  signal :  the 
trnmpets  sounded,  and  then,  as  if  by 
magic,  the  wide  gate  of  thd  den 
opened,  and  a  ruddy -coloured  bull 
rushed  into  the  arena.  It  was  saluted 
by  an  explosion  of  shouts,  whi<<tlinors, 
laughter,  and  applause.  At  hearing 
this  tremendous  noise  the  bull  stop- 
ped, raised  its  head,  and  seemed  to 
inquire,  with  its  inflamed  eyes,  whe- 
ther all  these  provocations  w^ero 
intended  for  it.  Then  it  reconnoitred 
the  place,  turning  its  head  quickly 
from  side  to  side,  and  seeming  to 
despise  its  insignificant  foes.  Still  it 
hentated ;  but  the  noise  increased, 
when,  with  a  rapidity  that  appeared 
inoompatible  with  its  weight  and  size, 
it  precipitated  itself  upon  a  picador. 
Bttt  it  reomled  with  the  pain,  caused 


by  ft  goad... It  was  a  furious  beast, 
such  as  they   term   '  lucky '   in   the 
phraseology  of  the  arena.     Thus,  not 
glutted  with  the  first  attack,  it  assailed 
a  second  picador,  and  he,  not  being  so 
alert    as    his    predecessor,    was    not 
so  firm  nor  so  quick  with  the  goad, 
and  only  wounded  without  detaining 
the  animal.     Its  horns  disappeared  in 
the  body  of  his  horse,  which  fell  to 
the  ground.     A  shout  was  raised  by 
the  audience,  and  instantly  all  the 
ch\do8  (assistants)  surrounded  the  hor- 
rible group.    But  the  ferocious  animal 
could  not  be  drawn  away  from   its 
vengeance.      The    situation  was   the 
more  horrible  because  of  its  duration. 
The  horns  of    the  bull  were  firmly- 
planted  in  the  body  of   the   horse, 
which,  with  its  weight  and  convulsive 
movements,  crushed  the  picador  be- 
neath.    Then  was  seen  to  appear  on 
the  scene  a  young  man  covered  with 
silver  ornaments,  and  shining  like  a 
star.       Approaching    the    bull,    this 
young  man,   of    delicate  fiame    and 
handsome  appearance,   with  his  two 
hands  grasped  the  animars  neck  as  if 
it    had   been   a  lap   dog.      The   bull 
turned  furiously,  and  precipitated  it- 
self  against  its  new  adversary,  who, 
however,   without  flying,  took  a  few 
stops  backwards,  and  avoided  the  first 
shock  by  a  slight  spring  to  the  right. 
The  bull  returned  to  the  attack,  and 
the  young  nuin  a  second  time  avoided 
it  by  a  spring  to  tlie  left,  and  con- 
tinued this  plan  until  he  arrived  near 
the   barrier.      There   he   disappeared 
from   the    astonished  animal's  sight, 
and   from  the  anxious  looks  of  the 
audience,  who,  excited  and  entliusias- 
tic,   filled  the  air  with  thunders  of 
applause. 

'  He  has  learned  the  lessons  of 
Monies  well  !  You  can  see  that  Pep© 
V^ra  knows  how  to  play  with  a  bull  V 
exolaimed  the  lad  seated  by  Stein,  and 
with  a  voice  hoarse  from  shoutmg  ..... 
The  assistants  had  raised  the  horse  t 
the  wretched  creature  was  unable  to 
<;et  up  alone.  Its  torn  entrails  hung 
down  upon  the  grouud.  The  picador 
was  also  up,  and  fuming  among  the 
assistants,  furious  against  the  bull, 
and,  despite  the  severity  of  his  fall, 
determined  to  remount  and  renew  the 
attack.  It  was  impossible  to  dissuade 
him.     He  remounted  the  poor  victim, 
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and  buried  his  spurs  in  its  wounded 

flanks 

The  bull  had  already  dispatched  a 
considerable  number  of  horses.  The 
unfortunate  one  we  have  already 
mentioned  was  dragged  along  by  the 
reins,  with  its  entrails  hanging  down, 
to  the  door  whence  it  had  eutered. 
Others,  which  it  had  been  found  im- 
possible to  raise,  were  stretched  out 
upon  the  ground,  at  times  lifting  their 
heads  in  convulsive  agony.  At  these 
signs  of  life  the  bull  returned  to  the 
charge,  rending  with  his  horns  the 
still  palpitating  body  of  the  victim. 
Then,  with  its  head  and  horns  covered 
with  gore,  the  bull  walked  round  the 
arena  in  an  attitude  of  provocation 
and  defiadce,  at  times  proudly  tossing 
its  head  at  tlie  people,  who  never 
ceased  shouting,  and  at  other  times 
dashing  at  the  gaudy  assistants,  who 
ran  before  it  and  fluttered  their  little 
flags  before  its  eyes. 

At  a  signal  from  the  President  the 
trumpets  resounded.  There  was  a 
short  truce  in  the  ensanguined  arena, 
and  everybody  was  silent. 

Then  Pepe  Vera,  with  a  sword  in 
one  hand  and  scarlet  cloak  in  the 
other,  advanced  towards  the  Tribune. 
Halting  in  front  of  it  he  solicited 
permission  to  kill  the  bull 

The  assistants  waited  attentively, 
ready  to  execute  his  orders.  The 
maiador  selected  the  most  convenient 
place  and  then  indicated  it  to  his 
band. 

*  Here  !  *  he  shouted,  and  they  ran 
towards  the  bull  to  irritate  it,  until,  in 
pursuing  them,  it  suddenly  found 
itself  face  to  face  with  Pepe  Vera.  .  .  . 
The  bull,  again  seeing  the  puny  foe 
that  had  already  once  before  mocked 
its  fury,  stopped  as  if  to  reflect. 
Doubtless  it  feared  Pepe  would  again 
escape.  The  two  enemies  gazed  at  one 
another.  Pepe  Vera  lifted  his  feft 
hand  with  the  cape.  The  bull  darted 
towards  him,  but  by  a  slight  movement 
he  evaded  it  and,  as  it  repeated  the 
attack,  plunged  his  sword  between  its 
shoulders  in  such  a  manner  that  as  it 
rushed  past  blinded  with  rage,  the 
weapon  penetrated  to  the  very  hilt, 
and  the  animal  fell  on  the  ground 
dead.*' 

This  is  the  account  of  one  who 


knew  the  truth  with  regard  to  the 
liorrible  sights  of  the  arena,  and 
who,  eager  as  she  is  to  exalt  the 
Spanish  character,  caiuiot  find  any 
excuse  for  the  depraved  and  de- 
praving influence  of  this  national 
disgrace. 

Returning  to  *^  La  Gaviota"  and 
Stein,  who,  faithful  to  his  humanity, 
would  not  remain  long  witness  of  the 
bull  fight,  the  story  is  found  to  now 
rapidly  unfold  and  grow  melo- 
dramatic in  tone.  Marisalada  be- 
comes a  famous  prima  donna^  and, 
when  all  the  world  is  at  her  feet, 
contemns  her  admirers,  including 
the  Duke  de  Almansa,  and  betrays 
her  confiding  husband  for  the  sake 
of  Pepe  Vera,  the  matador/  A  jea- 
lous mistress  informs  Stein  of  the 
truth,  who,  broken-hearted,  em- 
barks on  a  vessel  for  Habana,  and 
dies  of  the  yellow  fever.  The  Duke, 
recovered  from  his  mad  infatuation 
for  the  singer,  returns  to  his  sainted 
wife  and  family,  and  **  lives  happily 
ever  aftc^rwards."  Marisalada,  una- 
ware that  her  husband  has  dis- 
covered her  disloyalty,  goes  to  a 
l)ull-fight,  and  beholds  her  lover, 
Pepe  Vera,  killed  by  a  bull ;  attacked 
with  brain  fever,  she  only  recovers 
to  find  her  husband  gone,  her  pro- 
perty stolen,  and  her  voice  lost  for 
ever.  As  a  last  resource  she  mar- 
ries an  old  beau  of  hers,  a  barber 
in  Vallamar,  and  in  the  final  scene 
is  beheld  in  rags  and  tatters,  once 
more  the  object  of  Momo*8  impu- 
dent raillery. 

Among  the  most  amusing  writing 
of  the  second  half  of  **La  Gaviota  " 
must  be  placed  the  satirical,  and,  if 
somewhat  exaggerated,  not  alto- 
gether untruthful  portraits  of  the 
English,  French,  and  Irish  noble- 
men who  appear  at  the  receptions 
of  the  Countess.  The  Irishman 
Hafael  Arias  (the  Manuel  of  high 
life),  tells  of  is  doubtless  sketched 
from  nature,  whilst  the  French 
Baron  who  is  alwa^-s  asking 
questions    with    a    view    to    ac- 
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quiring  general  information  for 
Ms  universal  work  on  8pain,  is 
certainly  paralleled  in  real  life. 
Take  it  for  all  in  all.  **  La  GaWota  " 
is  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
fictions,  as  is  ** Fernan  Caballero" 
one  of  the  most  distinguished 
authors,  of  the  last  half-centur}'. 

"Fernan  Caballero's"  volumes, 
generally  composed  of  short  tales 
and  sketches,  number  about  twenty. 
Their  influence  upon  Spanish  litera- 
ture, at  home  an<l  abroad,  has  far 
exceeded  that  of  any  other  modem 
writer  in  any  branch  of  letters. 
They  have  been  frequently  re- 
printed and  collected  into  selections, 
t>oth  in  Europe  and  America,  and 
many  of  them  have  been  translated 
(some  twice  or  thrice)  into  the  chief 
European  languages,  and  they  are 
often  selected   as  text    books    for 


students.  Their  morality  is,  cer- 
tainly, often  very  eccentric,  or 
perhaps  it  would  be  better  to  say, 
intensely  orthodox:  in  "Callarin 
Vida  y  Perdonar  en  muerte  "  will  be 
found  an  example  of  our  meaning, 
wherein  deathbed  compliance  with 
the  technioAl  forms  of  faith  is  found 
sufficient  to  obliterate  any  amount 
of  life-long  guilt.  Bebukes  ad- 
ministered by  **  Fernan  Caballero  " 
to  "  George  8and,"  for  her  way  of 
thinking,  may  safely  be  repaid  to 
the  great  Spanish  novelist.  Never- 
theless, it  woidd  be  imgracious,  in 
parting  from  one  who  has  made 
the  world  richer  by  so  many  crea- 
tions of  real  genius,  not  to  ad- 
miringly (*(>nf  ess  that  she  has  made 
good  her  claim  to  be  included 
among  the  dii  inagni  of  Spanish 
literature. 

John  II.  Ingram. 
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THE  FAIRY  MYTHOLOGY  OF  IRELAND, 


By  lady  WILDE. 


The  ancient  legends  of  all  nations 
of  the  world,  on  which  from  age 
to  age  the  generations  of  man 
have  been  nurtured,  bear  so 
stnking  a  resemblance  to  each 
other  that  wo  are  led  to  believe 
there  was  once  a  period  when 
the  human  family  was  of  one 
creed  and  one  language.  But  with 
increasing  numbers  came  the  neces- 
sity of  dispersion  ;  and  that  cease- 
less migration  was  commenced  of 
ths  tribes  of  the  earth  from  the 
Eastern  cradle  of  their  race  which 
has  now  continued  for  thousands  of 
years  with  undiminished  activity. 

From  the  beautiful  Eden-land 
at  the  head  of  the  Persian  Gulf, 
where  creeds  and  culture  rose  to 
life,  the  first  migrations  emanated, 
and  were  naturally  directed  along 
the  line  of  the  great  rivers,  west- 
ward by  the  Euphrates  and  the 
Tigris  and  southward  by  the  Nile  ; 
and  there  the  lirst  mighty  cities  of 
the  world  were  builded,  and  the 
first  mighty  kingdoms  of  the  East 
began  to  send  out  colonies  to  take 
possession  of  the  unknown  silent 
world  around  them.  From  Persia, 
Assyria,  and  Egypt,  to  Greece  and 
the  isles  of  the  sea,  went  forth  the 
wandering  tribes,  carrying  with 
them,  as  signs  of  their  origin,  broken 
fragments  of  the  primal  creed,  and 
broken  idioms  of  the  primal  tongue 
— ^those  early  pages  in  the  history 
of   the   human  race,   eternal  and 


indestructible  '*  verses  of  the  Bible 
of  Humanity,"  which  hundreds  of 
centuries  have  not  been  able  to 
obliterate  from  the  mind  of  man. 

But  as  the  early  tribes  diverged 
from  the  central  parent  stock,  the 
creed  and  the  language  began  to 
assume  new  forms,  according  as 
new  habits  of  life  and  modes  of 
thouglit  were  developed  amongst 
the  wandering  people,  by  the  in- 
fluence of  climate  and  the  contem- 
plation of  new  and  striking  natural 
phenomena  in  the  lands  where 
they  found  a  resting-place  or  a 
home.  Still,  amongst  all  nations  a 
basis  remained  of  the  primal 
creed  and  language,  easily  to  be 
traced  through  all  the  mutations 
caused  hy  circumstances  in  himian 
thought,  eitlier  by  Jiigher  culture, 
or  by  the  debasement  to  which 
both  language  and  symbols  are  sub- 
jected amongst  rude  and  illiterate 
tribes. 

To  reconstiiict  the  primal  creed 
and  language  of  humanity  from 
these  scattered  and  broken  frag- 
ments, is  the  task  which  is  now 
exciting  so  keenly  the  energies 
of  the  ardent  and  learned  ethno- 
graphers of  Euroi>e ;  as  yet,  in- 
deed, with  but  small  success  as 
regards  language ;  for  not  more, 
perhaps,  than  twenty  words  which 
the  philologists  consider  may  have 
belonged  to  the  original  tongue 
have  been  discovered ;  that  is,  cer- 
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tain  objects  or  ideas  are  found 
represented  in  all  languages  by  the 
same  words,  and  therefore  the 
philologist  concludes  that  these 
words  must  have  been  associated 
with  the  ideas  from  the  earliest 
•dawn  of  language ;  and  as  the 
words  express  chiefly  the  relations 
K>f  the  human  family  to  each  other, 
they  remained  fixed  in  the  minds 
•of  the  wandering  tribes,  and  un- 
touched and  imchanged  by  all  the 
-diversities  of  their  subsequent  ex- 
perience of  life. 

Meanwhile,  in  Europe  there  is 
diligent  study  of  the  ancient  myths, 
l^^nds,  and  traditions  of  the  world, 
in  order  to  extract  from  them  that 
information  respecting  the  early 
modes  of  thought  prevadent  amongst 
the  primitive  race,  and  also  &e 
lines  of  the  first  migrations,  which 
no  other  monuments  of  antiquity 
are  so  well  able  to  give.  Tradi- 
tions, like  rays  of  light,  take  their 
•colour  from  the  medium  through 
which  they  pass ;  but  the  scient&c 
mythog^pluc  student  knows  how 
to  eliminate  the  accidental  addition 
from  the  true  primal  basis,  which 
remains  fixed  and  unchangeable ; 
and  from  the  numerous  myths  and 
legends  of  the  nations  of  the  earth, 
which  bear  so  striking  a  conformity 
to  each  other  that  they  point  to  a 
common  origin,  he  will  be  able  to 
reconstruct  the  first  articles  of 
belief  in  the  creed  of  humanity, 
4Uid  to  pronounce  almost  with  cer- 
tainty upon  the  primal  source  of 
the  lines  of  human  life  that  now 
traverse  the  globe  in  all  directions. 
This  source  of  all  life,  creed,  and  cul- 
ture now  on  earth  there  is  no  reason 
to  doubt  will  be  found  in  Iran,  or, 
Persia,  as  we  call  it,  and  in  the 
4incient  legends  and  language  of 
the  g^reat  Cunian  people,  the  head, 
and  noblest  type  of  the  Aryan 
races.  Endowed  with  splendid 
physical  beaufy,  noble  intellect, 
mA,  a  rich,  musioal  language,  the 
Iranians  had  also  a  lo:^  sense  of 


the  relation  between  man  and  the 
spiritual  world.  They  admitted  no 
idols  into  their  temples ;  their  God 
was  the  One  Supreme  Creator  and 
Upholder  of  all  tilings,  whose  i^m- 
bol  was  the  sun  and  the  pure, 
elemental  fire.  But  as  the  world 
grew  older  and  more  wicked  the 
pure  primal  doctrines  were  obscured 
by  human  fancies,  the  symbol 
came  to  be  worshipped  in  place  of 
the  God,  and  the  debased  idolatries 
of  Babylon,  Assyria,  and  the 
Canoanite  nations  were  the  result. 
Eg3rpt — grave,  wise,  learned, 
mournful  Egypt — ^retained  most  of 
the  primal  truth ;  but  truth  was 
held  by  the  priests  as  too  precious 
for  tlie  crowd,  and  so  they  preserved 
it  carefully  for  themselves  and  their 
own  caste.  They  alone  knew  the 
ancient  and  ciyptic  meaning  of  the 
symbols ;  the  people  were  allowed 
only  to  see  the  outward  and  visible 
sign. 

From  Egypt,  philosophy,  culture, 
art,  and  religion  came  to  Greece,  but 
the  Greeks  moulded  these  splendid 
elements  after  their  own  fashion, 
and  poured  the  radiance  of  beauty 
over  the  grave  and  gloomy  mys- 
ticism of  Egypt.  Everything 
hideous,  terrible,  and  revolting  was 
banished  from  the  Greek  Myth- 
ology. Tho  Greeks  constructed  no 
theory  of  a  devil,  and  believed  in 
no  hell,  as  a  distinct  and  eternal 
abode  for  the  lost  souls  of  men. 
The  Greek  gods  were  divinely 
beautiful,  and  each  divinity  in 
turn  was  ready  to  help  the 
mortal  that  invoked  him.  The  dead 
in  Hades  mourned  their  fate 
because  they  could  no  longer  enjoy 
the  glorious  beauty  of  life,  but  no 
hard  and  chilling  dogmas  doomed 
them  there  to  the  tortures  of  eternal 
punishment.  Earth,  air,  the  heavens 
and  the  sea,  the  storms  and  sun- 
shine, the  forests  and  flowers  and 
the  purple  g^pes  with  which  they 
crowned  a  god,  were  all  to  the 
Ghreek  poet-mind  the  majiif  estationA 
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of  an  all-pervading  spiritual  power  From  Spain    the    early    mariners 

and  life.      A  sublime  Pantneism  easily  reached  the  verdant  island 

was  their  creed,  that  sees  gods  in  of  the  West  in  which  we  Irish  are- 

everything,  yet  with  one  Supreme  more  particularly  interested.     And 

God  over  all.     Freedom,   beauty,  here  in  our  beautiful  Ireland  the 

art,     light,     and    joy,     were    the  last    wave    of    the   great  Iranian 

elements    of  the    U-reek   religion,  migpration  finally  setued.     Further 

while  the  EtemalWisdom,  the  Great  progress  was  impossible — ^the  un- 

Athene  of  the  Parthenon,  was  the  known  ocean  seemed  to  them  the* 

peculiar  and    selected   divinity   of  limits  of  the  world.     And  thus  the- 

their  own  half  divine  race.  wanderers  of  the  primal  race,  mth 

Meanwhile  other  branches  of  the  their  fragments  of  the  ancient  creed 
primal  Iranian  stock  were  spread-  and  mythic  poet-lore,  and  their 
ing  over  the  savage  central  forests  of  peculiar  dialect  of  the  ancient 
Europe,  where  they  laid  the  founda-  tongue,  formed,  as  it  were,  a  sedi- 
tion of  the  great  Teuton  and  ment  here  which  still  retains  its 
Gothic  races,  tne  destined  world-  peculiar  affinity  with  the  parent 
rulers  ;  but  Nature  to  them  was  a  land  —  though  the  changes  and' 
gloomy  and  awful  mother,  and  life  chances  of  three  thousand  years 
seemed  an  endless  warfare  against  have  swept  over  the  people,  the 
the  fierce  and  powerful  elemental  legends,  and  the  language.  It  is, 
demons  of  frost  and  snow  and  therefore,  in  Ireland,  above  all, 
darkness,  by  whom  the  beautiful  that  the  nature  and  origin  of  the- 
Sun-god  was  slain,  and  who  reigned  primitive  races  of  Europe  should 
triimiphant  in  that  fearful  season  be  studied.  Even  the  form  of  the- 
when  the  earth  was  iron  and  the  Celtic  head  shews  a  decided  con- 
air  was  ice,  and  no  beneficent  god  formity  to  that  of  the  Greek  races, 
seemed  near  to  help.  Hideous  while  it  differs  essentially  from  the- 
idols  imaged  these  unseen  powers,  Saxon  and  Gothic  types.  This  is 
who  were  propitiated  by  sanguinary  one  of  the  many  proofs  in  support 
rites ;  and  the  men  and  the  gods  of  the  theory  that  the  Celtic  people- 
they  fashioned  were  alike  as  'fierce  in  their  westward!  course  to  the 
and  cruel  as  the  wild  beasts  of  the  Atlantic  travelled  by  the  coasts  of 
forest,  and  the  aspects  of  the  savage  the  Mediterranean,  as  all  along* 
nature  around  them.  that  line  the  same  cranial  formation 

Still  the  waves  of   human  life  is  found.     Philologists  also  affirm 

kept  rolling  westward  until  they  that  the  Irish  language  is  nearer 

surged    over    all    the    lands    and  to  Sanskrit  than  any  other  of  the- 

islands  of  the  Great  Sea,  and  the  living  and  spoken    languages    of 

wandering  mariners,  seeking  new  Europe ;    while    the  legends  and 

homes,  passed  through  the  Pillars  myths  of  Ireland  can  be  readily 

of  Hercules  out  into  the  Western  traced  to  the  far  East,  but  have 

Ocean,  and  coasting  along  by  the  nothing  in  common  with  the  fierce 

shores     of     Spain     and     France,  and  weird  superstitions  of  Northern 

founded  nations  that  still  bear  the  mythology. 

impress  of  their  Eastern    origin,        This  study  of  legendary  lore,  a» 

and  are  known  in  history  as  the  a  foundation   for    the    lustory  of 

Celtic  race  ;    while   the   customs,  humanity,  is  now  recognized  as  such 

UBages,  and  traditions  which  their  an  important  branch  of  ethnology 

forefathers  had  learnt  in  Egypt  or  that  a  journal  entirely  devoted  to- 

Gkeeoe  were    carefully   preserved  comparative  mythology  has  been 

by  them,  and  transmitted  as  heir-  recently  started  in  Paris,,  to  which 

looms  to  the  colonies  they  founded,  all  nations  are  invited  to  contribute,. 


1877,] 


Tlic  Fairy  Mythologij  of  Ireland. 


7» 


— Sdaves,  Teutons^  and  Celts,*Iri8h 
iegenda  being  considered  specially 
important,  as  containing  more  of 
the  primitiye  elements  than  those 
of  omer  Western  nations.  All  other 
countries  have  been  repeatedly 
OTerwhelmed  by  alien  tribes  and 
peoples  and  races,  but  the  Irish 
have  remained  unchanged,  and  in 
place  of  adopting  readily  the 
usages  of  invaders  they  have 
shewn  such  remarkable  powers  of 
fascination  that  the  invaders 
themselves  became  Hihemicis  ipsis 
Hihemiores,  The  Danes  held  the 
east  coast  of  Ireland  for  three 
hundred  years,  yet  there  is  no 
trace  of  Thor  or  Odin  or  the  Frost 
CHants,  or  of  the  Great  World- 
serpent  in  Irish  l^^nd ;  but  if  we 
go  Dack  in  the  histoiy  of  the  world 
to  the  beginning  of  things,  when 
the  Iranian  people  were  the  only 
t-eachers  of  humanity,  we  come 
upon  the  true  ancient  source  of 
Irish  legend,  and  find  that  the 
original  materials  have  been  but 
very  slightly  altered,  while  amongst 
other  nations  the  ground  work  has 
been  overlaid  with  a  dense  Palimp- 
sest of  their  own  devising,  sug- 
gested by  their  peculiar  local 
surroundings. 

Amongst  the  earliest  religious 
symbols  of  the  world  are  the  Tree, 
the  Woman,  and  the  Serpent — 
memories,  no  doubt,  of  the  legend 
of  Paradise  ;  and  the  reverence  for 
certain  sacred  trees  has  prevailed  in 
Persia  from  the  most  ancient  times, 
and  become  diffused  among  all  the 
Iranian  nations.  It  was  the  custom 
in  Iran  to  hang  90stly  garments  on 
the  branches  as  votive  offerings ; 
and  it  is  recorded  that  Xerxes 
before  going  to  battle  invoked  vic- 
tory by  the  Sacred  Tree,  and  hung 
jewels  and  rich  robes  on  the 
boughs.      And    the    poet    Saadi 


narrates   an    anecdote    concerning 
trees  which  has  the  true  Orientid 
touch  of  mournful  suggestion : — 
He  was  once,  he  says,  l^e  guest  of 
a  very  rich  old  man  who  had  a  son 
remarkable  for  his  beauty.     One- 
night  the  old  man  said  to  him, 
'*  During  my  whole  life  I  never- 
had  but  this  son.     Near  this  place 
is  a  Sacred    Tiee  to  which  men 
resort  to  offer  up  their  petitions.. 
Many  nic^hts  at  the  foot  of  this  tree- 
I  besought  God  until  ho  bestowed 
on  me  this  son."     Not  long  after 
Saadi   overheard  this  young  man 
say  in  a  low  voice  to  his  friend, 
**  How  happy  shoidd  I  be  to  know 
where  that  Sacred  Tree  grows,  in 
order  that  I  might  implore  God  for- 
the  death  of  my  father." 

The  poorer  class  in  Persia,  not 
being  able  to  make  offerings  of 
costly  garments,  are  in  the  habit  of 
tying  bits  of  coloured  stuffs  on  the 
boughs,  and  these  rags  are  con- 
sidered to  have  a  special  virtue  in 
curing  diseases.  The  trees  aro 
often  near  a  well,  or  by  a  saint 's- 
grave,  and  are  then  looked  ujM)n  as- 
peculiarly  sacred. 

This  account  might  have  been 
written  for  Ireland,  for  the  belief 
and  the  ceremonial  are  preciseh^ 
similar,  and  are  still  found  existing 
to  this  day  both  in  Iran  and  in 
Urin.  But  all  trees  were  not  held 
sacred — only  those  that  bore  no- 
eatable  fruit  that  could  nourish 
men;  a  lingering  memory  of  the 
tree  of  evil  fruit  may  have  caused 
this  prejudice,  while  the  Tree  of 
Life  was  eagerly  sought  for,  with  its 
promised  gift  of  immortality.  In 
Persia  the  plane  tree  was  speidally 
reverenced ;  in  Egypt,  the  palm ; 
in  Greece,  the  wild  olive ;  and  the- 
oak  amongst  the  Celtic  nations. 
Sometimes  small  tapers  were  lit 
amongst  the  branches,  to  simulate- 


*  This  aew  and  important  journal  is  entitled  Mebntine  after  the  faiiy  of  that 
aaae,  and  is  edited  hj  the  eminent  Celtic  soholar  and  philologist,  Henri  Oaidoz^ 
tiM  distfngiddMd  editor  of  the  ./S^TiM*  Celtiquc. 
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'by  fire  the  •presence  of  divinity.  It 
is  worthy  of  note,  while  on  the 
:subject  of  Irish  and  Iranian  affini- 
ties, that  the  old  Persian  word  for 
tree  is  dar,  and  the  Irish  call  their 
osacred  tree,  the  oak,  darragh,* 

The  belief  in  a  race  of  super- 
natural beings,  midway  between 
man  and  the  Sujireme  God,  beau- 
tiful and  beneficent,  a  race  that 
had  never  known  the  weight  of 
human  life,  was  also  part  of  the 
creed  of  the  Iranian  people.  They 
called  them  Perisy  or  FeroUers 
k( fairies);  and  they  have  some  pretty 
legends  concerning  the  beautiful 
Dukhtar  i  Shah  Periatiy  the  ^  ^Daughter 
of  the  ICing  of  the  Fairies,"  for  a 
sight  of  whose  beauty  men  pine 
away  in  vain  desire,  but  if  it  is 
granted  to  them  once  to  behold  her, 
they  die.  Every  nation  believes  in 
the  existence  of  ihese  mysterious 
spirits,  with  mystic  and  powerful 
influence  over  human  life  aud 
.actions,  but  each  nation  repre- 
sents them  differently,  according  to 
national  habits  and  national  sur- 
roundings. Thus,  the  Russians 
believe  in  the  phantom  of  the 
Ukraine,  a  beautiful  young  girl 
robed  in  white,  who  meets  tlie 
wanderer  on  the  lonely  snow 
steppes,  and  lulls  liim  by  lier 
kisses  into  that  fatal  sleep  from 
which  he  never  more  awakens. 
The  legends  of  the  Scandinavians, 
also,  are  all  set  in  the  framework 
of  their  own  experiences ;  the  rend- 
ing and  crash  of  the  ice  is  the 
stroke  of  the  Q-od  Thor's  hammer ; 
the  rime  is  the  beard  of  the  Frost 
Giant ;  and  when  Balder,  their  Sun 
«God,  is  beginning  to  die  at  Midsum- 
mer, they  kindle  pine-branches  to 
light  him  on  his  downward  path  to 
hell ;  and  when  he  is  returning  to 
the  upper  world,  after  the  winter 
solstice,  they  burn  the  Yule-log,  and 
hang  lights  on  the  fir-trees  to  illu- 


minate his  upward  path.  These 
traditions  are  a  remnant  of  the 
ancient  sun  worship,  but  the  peas- 
ants who  kindle  the  Baal  fires  at 
Midsummer,  and  the  upper  classes 
who  light  up  the  brilliant  Christ- 
mas-tree, have  forgotten  the  oriffin 
of  the  custom,  though  the  world- 
old  symbol  and  usage  is  pre- 
served. 

The  Sidhe^  or  Fairies,  of  Ireland, 
still  preserve  all  the  gentle  attri- 
butes of  their  ancient  Persian  race, 
for  in  the  soft  and  equable  climate 
of  Erin  there  were  no  terrible 
manifestations  of  nature  to  be 
sjrmbolized  by  new  images ;  and 
the  genial,  laughter-loving  elves 
were  in  themselves  the  best 
and  truest  expression  of  Irish 
nature  that  could  have  been 
invented.  The  fairies  loved  music 
and  dancing  and  frolic ;  and,  abovo 
all  things,  to  be  let  alone,  and  not  to 
be  interfered  with  as  regarded  their 
peculiar  fairy  habits,  customs,  and 
pastimes.  They  liad  also,  like  the 
Irish,  a  fine  sense  of  the  right  and 
just,  and  a  warm  love  for  the 
liberal  hand  and  kindly  word.  All 
the  solitudes  of  the  island  were 
peopled  by  these  bright,  happy, 
beautiful  beings,  and  to  the  Irish 
nature,  with  its  need  of  the  spiri- 
tual, its  love  of  tlie  vague,  mystic, 
dreamy,  and  supernatural,  there  was 
something  irresistibly  fascinating 
in  the  belief  that  gentle  spirits 
were  around,  filled  with  sympathy 
for  the  mortal  who  suffered  wrong 
or  needed  help.  But  the  fairies 
were  sometimes  wilf  id  and  capricious 
as  children,  and  took  dire  revenge 
if  anyone  built  over  their  fairy 
circles,  or  looked  at  them  when 
combing  their  long  yellow  hair 
in  the  sunshine,  or  dancing  in  the 
woods,  or  floating  on  the  lakes. 
Death  was  the  penalty  to  all  who 
approached  too  near,  or  pryed  too 


"^The  terms  Dryad  and  Druid  may  be  compared  as  containing  the  same  root 
«nd  zeferenoe. — [Ed.] 
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cariouslj    into    the    mysteries    of 
nature. 

To  the  Irish  peasant  earth  and 
air  were  filled  with  these  mysterious 
beings,  half-loved,   half-feared  by 
them;    and    therefore    they   were 
propitiated  by  flattery,  and  called 
•*the  good  people,"  as  the  Greeks 
called  the  dread    goddesses   ''the 
Eumenides."      Their  voices    were 
heard  in  the  mountain  echo,  and 
their  forms  seen  in  the  purple  and 
golden  mountain  mist ;   they  whis- 
pered amidst  the  perfumed  haw- 
thorn  branches;    the  rush  of  the 
autumn  leaves  was  the  scamper  of 
little  elves — ^red,  yellow,  and  orown 
— wind-driven,  and  dancing  in  their 
grlee ;     and    the    bending    of    the 
waving  barley  was  caused  by  the 
flight    of    the  Elf  King  and  his 
Court    across    the    fields.       They 
(lanced   with  soundless  feet,    and 
their  step  was  so  light  that  the 
flrops  of  dew  they  danced  on  only 
trembled,  but  did  not  break.     Tlio 
fairy  music  was   low  and  sweet, 
**  blinding  sweet,"  like  that  of  the 
(Treat  god  Pan  by  the  river ;  they 
lived  only  on  the  noctar  in  the  cups 
of    the    flowers,    though  in  their 
fairy  palaces  sumptuous  banquets 
were  offered  to   the  mortals  they 
carried  off — but  woe  to  the  mortal 
vho   tasted  of  fairy  food ;  to  eat 
was  fatal.     All  the  evil  iu  the  world 
ha?  come  by  eating;    if  Eve  had 
only  resisted  that  apple  our  race 
might   still  be  in  Paradise.     The 
Sidhe  look  with  envy  on  the  beau- 
tiful young  human  children,    and 
steal  them  when  they  can ;  and  the 
r.hildren  of  a  Sidhe  and  a  mortal 
mother    are  reputed   to  grow  up 
t?trong  and  powerful,  but  with  evil 
and  dangerous  natures.     There  is 
also  a  belief  that  eveiy  seven  years 
the  fairies  are  obliged  to  deliver  up 
a  victim  to  the  Evil  One,  and  to 
save  their  own  people  they  try  to 
abduct  some  beautiful  young  mortal 
inrl,  and  her  they  hand  over  to  the 
Prince  of  Darkness. 


Dogmatic  religion  and  scienoa 
have  long  since  killed  the  mytho- 
poeic  faculty  in  cultured  Europe. 
It  only  exists  now,  naturally  and 
instinctively,  in  children,  poets,  and 
the  child -like  races,  like  the  Irish — 
simple,  joyous,  reverent,  and  un- 
lettered, and  who  have  remained 
unchanged  for  centuries,  walled 
round  by  their  language  from  the 
rest  of  Europe,  through  which 
separating  veil  science,  culture, 
and  the  cold  mockery  of  the  sceptic 
have  never  yet  penetrate<l. 

Christianity  was  readily  accepted 
by  the  Irish.     The  pathetic  tale  of 
the  beautiful  young  Virgin-Mother 
and    the    Child-Grod,     for    central 
objects,   touched   all    tlie    deepest 
chords  of    feeling  in  the  tender, 
loving,  and  sympathetic  Irish  heart. 
The  legends  of  ancient  times  were 
not  overthrown  by  it,  however,  but 
taken  up  and  incorporated  with  the 
new    Christian  faith.      The    holy 
wells    and    the    sacred    trees    re- 
mained, and  were  even  made  holier 
by  association  with  a  saint's  name. 
Ajid  to  this  day  the  old  mythology 
holds  its  ground  with  a  force  and 
vitality  untouched  by   any   s}Tnp- 
toms  of  weakness  or  decay.     The 
Greeks,    who    are    of    the    same 
original  race  as  our  people,    rose 
through  the  influence  of  the  highest 
culture  to  the  fulness  and  perfect- 
ness    of    eternal    youth,    but    the 
Irish,  without  culture,  are  eternal 
children;    with   all    the    childlike 
instincts  of  superstition  still  strong 
in  them,  and  capable  of  believing 
all  things,  because  to  doubt  requires 
knowledge.     They  never,  like  tho 
Greeks,  attained  to  tho  conception 
of  a  race   of  beings  nobler  than 
themselves — men  stronger  arid  more 
gifted,   with  the  immortal  fire  of 
a     god    in    their     veins ;    women 
divinely  beautiful,   or  divinely  in- 
spired ;  but,  also,  the  Irish  never 
defaced  the  image  of  God  in  their 
hearts  by  infidelity  or  irreligion. 
One  of  the    most    beautiful    and 
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sublimelj  touching  records  in  all 
human  history  is  that  of  the  un- 
swerving devotion  of  the  Irish 
people  to  their  ancient  faith, 
through  persecutions  and  penal 
enactments  more  insulting  and  de- 
g^ding  than  were  ever  inflicted  in 
any  o&er  land  by  one  Christian 
sect  upon  another. 

With  this  peculiarly  reverential 
nature  it  woidd  be  impossible  to 
make  the  Irish  a  nation  of  sceptics, 
even  if  a  whole  legion  of  German 
nationalists  came  amongst  them  to 
preach  a  crusade  against  all  belief 
m  the  spiritual  and  the  unseen. 
And  the  old  traditions  of  their  race 
have  likewise  taken  firm  hold  in 
their  hearts,  because  they  are  an 
artistic  people,  and  require  objects 
for  their  adoration  and  love,  not 
mere  abstractions  to  be  accepted 
by  their  reason.  And  they  are  also 
a  nation  of  poets ;  the  presence  of 
God  is  ever  near  them,  and  the  saints 
and  angels,  and  the  shadowy  bein^ 
of  earth  and  air  are  perpetuafly 
drawing  their  minds,  through 
mingled  love  and  fear,  to  the  iidd- 
nite  and  invisible  world.  Probably 
not  one  tradition  or  custom  that 
had  its  origin  in  a  religious  belief 
has  been  lost  in  Ireland  during  the 
long  course  of  ages  since  the  first 
people  from  Eastern  lands  arrived, 
and  settled  on  our  shores.  The 
Baal  fires  are  still  lit  at  Midsummer, 
though  no  longer  in  honour  of  tlie 
sun,  but  of  St.  John ;  and  the 
peasants  still  make  their  cattle  pass 
between  two  fires — not,  indeed,  as 
of  old,  in  the  name  of  Moloch,  but 
of  some  patron  saint.  That  all  Irish 
legends  point  to  the  East  for  their 
origin,  not  to  the  North,  is  certain; 
to  a  warm  land,  not  one  of  ice- 
bergs, and  thunder  crashes  of  the 
rending  of  ice-bound  rivers,  but  to 
a  region  where  the  shadow  of  trees, 
and  a  cool  draught  from  the  spark- 
ling well  were  life-giving  blessings. 
Well-worship  could  not  nave  origi- 
nated in  a    humid    country   like 


Ireland,  where  wells  can  be  found 
at  every  step,  and  sky  and  land  are* 
ever  heavy  and  saturated  with 
moisture.  It  must  have  come  from, 
an  Eastern  people,  wanderers  in  a 
dry  and  thirsty  land,  where  the* 
discovery  of  a  well  seemed  like  the* 
interposition  of  an  angel  in  man's^ 
behalf. 

We  are  told  also  by  the  ancient 
chroniclers     that     serpent-worship- 
once  prevailed  in  Ireland,  and  that 
St.  Patrick  hewed  down  the  serpent 
idol,  Crom-Cniadh  (the  great  worm)* 
and  cast  it  into  the  Boyne   (from 
whence  arose  the  legend  that  St* 
Patrick    banished     all    venomous 
thin^  from  the  island).     Now  a^ 
the  Irish  never  could  have  seen  a 
serpent,  none  existing  in  Ireland, 
this  worship  must  have  come  from 
the  far  East,  where  this  beautiful 
and  deadly  creature  is  looked  upon 
as  tiie  s}inbol  of  the  Evil  One,  and 
worshipped,     and    propitiated    by 
votive      offerings,      as      all      evil 
things   were   in  the  early  world, 
iu    the    hope     of    turning    away 
their  e^dl  hatred  from  man,  and  to 
induce  them  to  shew  mercy  and 
pity ;  just  as  the  Egyptians  propiti- 
ated the  sacred  crocodile  by  suotle 
flatteries  and  hung  costly  jewels  in 
its  ears.     The  Irish,  indeed,  do  not 
seem  to  have  originated  any  peculiar 
or  national  cultus.     Their  funeral 
ceremonies  recal    those   of  Eg3rpt 
and     Greece     and     other   ancient 
Eastern  climes,  from  whence  they 
brought  their  customs  of  the  Wake, 
the  death    chant,    the    mourning 
women,  and  the  funeral  games.  In 
Sparta,  on  the  death  of  a  king  or 
great  chief,  they  had  a  wake  and 
**  keen,"  not  common  to  the  rest  of 
Greece,     but      which     they     said 
they  learned  from  the  Phoenicians ; 
and  this  peculiar  usage  bears  a 
striking  resemblance  to  the  Irish 

Sractice.  All  the  virtues  of  the 
ead  were  recited,  and  the  Greek 
''Eleleu,"  the  same  cry  as  the 
*  *  Ul-lu-lu  "  of  the  Irish,  was  keened 
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le  corpse  by  the  chorus  of 
mourning  women.  The 
of  selecting  iromen  in  place 
I  for  the  chorus  of  lamenta- 
evailed  throughout  all  the 
i  world,  as  if  an  open  display 
I  was  thought  beneath  the 
'  of  man.  It  was  Cassandra 
le  keynote  for  the  wail  over 
,  and  Helen  took  the  lead  in 

I  praises  to  his  honour.  The 
diants  in  Egypt,  Arabia,  and 
nia  all  bear  a  marked  resem- 

to  the  Irish ;  indeed  the 
ing  cry  is  the  same  in  all,  and 
yptian lamentation  ''Hi-loo- 
Li-loo-loo!"  cried  over  the 
was  probably  the  original 
f  the  Irish  wail. 
Oreeks  always  endeavoured 
m  the  terrors  of  death,  and  for 
ason  they  established  funeral 
.  and  the  funeral  ceremonies 
he  form  of  a  festival,  where 
ite  and  drank  and  poured 
ns  of  wine  in  honour  of  the 

The  Irish  had  also  their 
.1  games  and  peculiar  dances, 
they  threw  off  their  upper 
nts,  and  holding  hands  in  a 

moved  in  a  slow  measure 

a  woman  crouched  in  the 
,  witli  her  hands  covering  her 

Another  singular  part  of  the 
»ny  was  the  entrance  of  a 

II  wearing  a  cow's  head  and 
as  lo    appears    upon    the 

in  the  Prometheus  of 
fluB.  This  woman  was  pro- 
meant  to  represent  the 
1  or  crescented  moon,  the 
le  Diana,  the  Goddess  of 
..  The  custom  of  throwing  off 
arments  no  doubt  originally 
led  the  casting  off  the  gar- 
of  the  flesh.  We  carry 
Lg  into  this  world,  and  it  is  cer- 
e  cany  nothing  out.  The  soul 
itand  unveiled  before  Go<l. 
h»  idands  off  the  west  coast 
Land^  where  the  most  ancient 
ititioiui  still  exist,  they  have 
agie  eofltem.  No  funeral  wail 


is  allowed  to  be  raised  until  three 
hours  have  elapsed  from  the 
moment  of  death,  because,  they 
say,  the  sound  of  the  cries  would 
hinder  the  soul  from  speaking  to 
God  when  it  stands  before  Him, 
and  waken  up  the  two  g^eat  dogs 
that  are  watciiing  for  the  souls  of 
the  dead  in  order  that  they  may 
devour  them ;  and  the  Lord  of 
Heaven  Himself  cannot  hinder 
them  if  once  they  waken.  This 
tradition  of  watching  by  the  dead 
in  silence,  while  the  soul  stands 
before  God,  is  a  fine  and  solemn 
superstition,  which  must  have  had  its 
origin  amongst  a  people  of  intense 
faith  in  the  invisible  world,  and  is 
probably  of  great  antiquity. 

The  sound  of  the  Irish  keen  is 
wonderfully  pathetic.    No  one  could 
listen  to  the  long-sustained  minor 
wail  of  the '  •Ul-lu-lu"  without  strong 
emotion  and  even  tears ;  and  once 
heard  it  can  never  be  forgotten. 
Nor  is  there  anything  derogatory 
to   ppief     in    the    idea    of    lured 
mourners ;  on  the  contrar}"-,  it  is  a 
splendid    tribute  to  the    dead    to 
order  their  praises  to   be  recited 
publicly    before     the     assomble<l 
friends;  while  there  is  sometlung 
indescribably    impressive     in    the 
aspect    of    the    mourning    women 
crouched    around    tlie    bier    with 
shrouded  heads,  as  they  rock  them- 
selves to  and  fro  and  intone  the 
solemn,  ancient  death-song  witli  a 
measured  cadence,  sometimes  rising 
to  a  piercing  wail.     Tliey  seem  like 
weird  and  shadowy  outlines  of  an 
old-world  vision,  and  at  once  the 
imagination  is  carried  back  to  the 
far-distant  East,  and  the  time  when 
all  these  fimeral  symbols  liad  a 
mysterious    and    awful    meaning. 
Sometimes  a  wail  of  genuine  and 
bitter  grief  interrupts  the  chant  of 
the    hired    mourners.      An    Irish 
keen   wliich  was  taken  down  from 
the  lips  of  a  bereaved  mother  some 
years  ago,  runs  thus  in  the  literal 
English  version : — 
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''  0  women,  look  on  me  I  Look 
on  me,  women!  Have  you  overseen 
any  sorrow  like  mine  ?  Have  you 
ever  seen  the  like  of  me  in  my  sor- 
row ?  Arrali,  then,  my  darling,  my 
darling,  'tis  your  mother  that  calls 
you.  How  long  you  are  sleeping. 
Do  you  see  all  the  people  round  you, 
my  darling,  and  I  sorely  weeping  ? 
An-ah,  what  is  this  paleness  on 
your  face?  Sure  there  was  no 
equal  to  it  in  Erin  for  beauty  and 
fairness,  and  your  hair  was  heavy 
as  the  wing  of  a  raven,  and  your 
dkin  was  whiter  than  the  hand  of  a 
lady.  Is  it  the  stranger  must  carry 
me  to  my  grave,  and  my  son  Ij'ing 
here?" 

This  touching  lament  is  so 
thoroughly  Greek  in  form  and  sen- 
timent that  it  might  be  taken  for 
part  of  a  chorus  from  the  Hecuba 
of  Euripides.  Even  the  **  Arrah  " 
reminds  one  of  a  Greek  word  used 
frequently  by  the  Greeks  when 
commencing  a  sentence  or  asking 
a  question,  although  the  resem- 
blance may  be  only  superficial. 

The  tales  and  legends  told  by 
the  peasants  in  the  Irish  ver- 
nacular are  much  more  weird  and 
strange,  and  have  much  more  of 
the  old-world  colouring  than  the 
ordinary  fairy  tales  narrated  in 
English  by  the  people,  as  may  be 
seen  by  the  following  mythical 
story,  translated  from  the  Irish, 
and  which  is  said  to  bo  a  thousand 
years  old :  — 

THE  IIOENED  WOMAN. 

A  rich  woman  sat  up  late  one 
night  carding  and  prei)aring  wool, 
while  all  the  family  and  servants 
were  asleep.  Suddenly  a  knock 
was  given  at  the  door,  and  a  voice 
called — **  Open  !  open  !  " 

**Who  is  there?"  said  the 
woman  of  the  house. 

"I  am  the  Witch  of  the  One 
Horn,"  was  answered. 

The  mistroBS,  supposing  that  one 
of  her  neighbours  had  called  and  re- 


quired assistance,  opened  the  door, 
and  a  woman  entered,  having  in 
her  hand  a  pair  of  wool  carders, 
and  bearing  a  horn  on  her  forehead, 
as  if  growing  there.  She  sat  down 
by  the  fire  in  silence,  and  began  to- 
card  the  wool  with  violent  haste. 
Suddenly  she  paused  and  said 
aloud:  "Where  are  the  women? 
They  delay  too  long." 

Then  a  second  knock  came  to  the 
door,  and  a  voice  called  as  before — 
**Open!  oi)en!" 

The  mistress  felt  herself  con- 
sti*ained  to  rise  and  open  to  the 
call,  and  immediately  a  second 
witch  entered,  having  two  hom» 
on  her  forehead,  and  in  her  hand  a 
wheel  for  spinning  the  wool. 

**Give  me  place,"  she. said;  **  I 
am  the  Witch  of  the  Two  Horns," 
and  she  began  to  spin  as  quick  as- 
lightning. 

And  so  the  knocks  went  on,  and 
the  call  was  heard,  and  the  witches- 
entered,  imtil  at  last  twelve  women 
sat  round  the  fire — the  first  with 
one  horn,  the  last  with  twelve- 
horns.  And  they  carded  tho 
thread,  and  turned  their  spinning- 
wheels,  and  wound  and  wove,  all 
singing  together  an  ancient  rhyme, 
but  no  word  did  they  speak  to  the 
mistress  of  the  house.  Strange  to 
hear,  and  frightful  to  look  upon 
were  these  twelve  women,  with 
their  horns  and  their  wheels  ;  and 
the  mistress  felt  near  to  death,  and. 
she  tried  to  rise  that  she  might  call 
for  help,  but  she  could  not  move; 
nor  could  she  utter  a  word  or  a 
cry,  for  the  spell  of  the  witches  was 
upon  her. 

Then  one  of  them  called  to  her 
in  Irish  and  said — 

*'Eise,  woman,  and  make  us  a 
cake." 

Then  the  mistress  searched  for  a 
vessel  to  bring  water  from  the  well 
that  she  might  mix  the  meal  and 
make  the  cake,  but  she  could  find 
none.    And  they  said  to  her 
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"  Take  a  aieye  and  bring  water 
in  it." 

And  she  took  tlie  sieve  and  went 
to  the  well ;  but  the  water  poured 
from,  ity  and  she  could  fetch  none 
lor  the  cake,  and  she  sat  down  by 
the  well  and  wept.  Then  a  voice 
came  by  her  and  said — 

''  Take  yellow  clay  and  moss  and 
bind  them  together  and  plaster  the 
sieve  so  that  it  will  hold." 

This  she  did,  and  the  sieve  held 
the  water  for  the  cake.  And  the 
voice  said  again — 

"Betum,  and  when  thou  comos^- 
to  the  north  angle  of  the  house,  cry 
aloud  three  times  and  say,  '  The 
mountain  of  the  Fenian  women  and 
the  sky  over  it  is  all  on  fire.'  " 
And  she  did  so. 

When  the  witches  inside  heard 
the  call,  a  great  and  terrible  cry 
broke  from  their  lips,  and  the^r 
rushed  forth  with  wild  lamentations 
and  shrieks,  and  fled  away  to 
Slieve-namon,  where  was  their 
chief  abode.  But  the  Spirit  of  the 
Well  bade  the  mistress  of  the  house 
to  enter  and  prepare  her  home 
against  the  encliantmcnts  of  the 
witches  if  they  returned  again. 

And  first,  to  break  their  spells, 
she  sprinkled  the  water  in  which 
she  had  washed  her  child's  feet  (the 
feet-water)  outside  the  door  on  the 
threshold;  secondly,  she  took  the 
cake  which  the  witches  had  made 
in  her  absence,  of  meal  mixed  with 
the  blood  drawn  from  the  sleeping 
family.    And  she  broke  the  cake  in 
bits,  and  placed  a  bit  in  the  mouth 
of  each  sleeper,   and    they    were 
restored ;  and  she  took  the  cloth 
they  had  woven  and  placed  it  half 
in  and  half  out  of  the  chest  with 
the    padlock;     and    lastly,     she 
secured  the  door  with  a  great  cross- 
beam fastened  in  the  jambs,  so  that 
they  eouM  not  enter.    And  having 
done  these  things  she  waited.    Not 
long  were  the  witches  in  ooming 
heS^f  and  they  raged  and  called 
Jbr  vengesnoe. 


"  Open !  Oi)en !  "  they  screamed. 
**  Open,  feet- water  !  " 

**  I  cannot,"  said  the  feet- water,. 
'^  I  am  scattered  on  the  gronnd  and 
my  path  is  down  to  the  Lough." 

"  Open,  open,  wood  and  tree  and 
beam  f "  they  cried*  to  the  door. 

**  I  cannot,"  said  the  door,  **  for 
the  beam  is  fixed  in  the  jambs  and 
I  have  no  power  to  move." 

'*  Open,  open,  cake  that  we 
have  made,  and  mingled  with 
blood,"  th«»y  cried  again. 

**I  cannot,"  said  the  cake,  "for 
I  am  broken  and  bruised,  and  my 
])lood  is  on  the  lips  of  the  sleeping^ 
children." 

Then  the  witches  rushed  through 
the  air  with  great  cries,  and  fled 
back  to  Slieve-namon,  uttering 
strange  curses  on  the  Spirit  of  the 
Well,  who  had  wished  their  ruin  ;: 
but  the  woman  and  the  house  we  re- 
left  in  peace,  and  a  mantle  dropped 
by  one  of  th(^  witches  in  her  night 
was  kejH  hung  up  by  the  mistress 
as  a  sign  of  the  night's  awful  con-^ 
test ;  and  this  mantle  was  in  pos- 
session of  the  same  family  from 
generation  to  geu(»ration  for  five- 
hundred  years  after. 


The  next  tale  I  sliall  select  is 
composed  in  a  lighter  and  more- 
modem  spirit.  All  the  usual 
elements  of  a  fairy  tale  are  to  bo 
found  in  it,  but  the  story  is  new 
to  the  nursery  folk,  and  if  well 
illustrated,  woidd  make  a  pleasant 
and  novel  addition  to  the  rather 
worn-out  legends  on  which  the 
children  of  many  generations  have- 
been  hitherto  subsisting. 

THE    LEGEND    OF    BALLY- 
TOWTAS  CASTLE. 

In  old  times  there  lived  where 
this  castle  now  stands  a  poor  man 
named  Towtas.  It  was  in  the  time 
when  manna  fell  to  the  earth  with 
the  dew  of  evening,  and  Towt«Lft 
iiVed  by  gathering  live  manna,  an^ 


«0 


The  Fainj  Mifthologif  of  Irelaml. 


[July 


thus  supported  himself,  for  he  was 
■a  poor  man  and  had  nothing  else. 

One  day  a  pedlar  came  by  that 
way  with  a  fair  young  daughter. 

**  Give  us  a  night's  lodging,"  ho 
€aid  to  Towtas,  *'for  we  are  weary." 

And  Towtas  did  so. 

Next  morning,  when  they  were 
going  away,  his  heart  longed  for 
the  young  girl,  and  he  said  to  tlie 
pedlar,  *'  Give  mc  your  daughter  for 
my  wife." 

**  How  will  you  support  her?  " 
asked  the  pedlar. 

**  Better  then  you  can,"  answered 
Towtas,  **  for  she  can  never  want." 

Then  he  told  him  all  about  the 
manna ;  how  he  went  out  every 
morning  when  it  was  lying  on  the 
.ground  with  tlie  dew,  and  gathered 
it,  as  his  father  and  forefathers  had 
done  before  him,  and  lived  on  it 
aU  thoir  lives,  so  that  he  had  never 
known  want  nor  any  of  his  people. 

Then  the  girl  shewed  she  would 
like  to  stay  with  the  young  man, 
and  tlie  pedlar  consented,  and  they 
were  married,'Towtas  and  the  fair 
young  maiden ;  and  the  pedlar  left 
them  and  went  his  way.  So  years 
went  on,  and  they  wore  very  happy 
and  never  wanted;  and  they  had 
one  son,  a  bright,  handsome  youth, 
and  as  clever  as  he  was  comely. 

But  in  due  time  old  Towtas  died, 
and  after  her  husband  was  buried, 
the  woman  went  out  to  gather  the 
manna  as  she  had  seen  him  do, 
when  the  dew  lay  on  the  ground; 
but  she  soon  grew  tired  and  said 
to  herself,  **  Why  should  I  do  this 
thing  every  day  ?  I'll  just  gather 
now  enough  to  do  the  week,  and 
then  I  can  have  rest." 

So  she  gathered  up  ereat  heaps  of 
it  greedily,  and  went  her  way  into 
the  house.  But  the  sin  of  greedi- 
ness lay  on  her  evermore ;  and  not 
A  bit  of  manna  fell  with  the  dew  that 
'evening,  nor  ever  again.  And  she 
was  poor,  and  faint  with  hunger, 
aud  had  to  go  out  and  work  in  the 
fields  to  earn  the  morsel  that  kept 


her  and  her  son  alive ;  and  she 
^©gg^d  pence  from  the  people  as  they 
went  into  chapel,  and  this  paid  for 
her  son's  schooling ;  so  he  went  on 
with  his  learning,  and  no  one  in 
the  county  was  like  him  for  beauty 
and  knowledge. 

One  day  he  heard  the  2>eople 
talking  of  a  great  lord  that  lived 
up  in  Dublin,  who  had  a  daughter 
so  handsome  that  her  like  was  never 
seen ;  and  all  the  fine  yoimg  gentle- 
men were  dying  about  her,  but  she 
would  take  none  of  them.  And  he 
came  home  to  his  mother  and  said, 
**  I  shall  go  see  this  great  lord's 
daughter.  Maybe  the  luck  will  be 
mine  above  all  the  fine  young 
gentlemen  that  love  her." 

**Go  along,  poor  fool,"  said  the 
mother ;  **  how  can  the  poor  stand 
before  the  rich?"  But  he  per- 
sisted. **  If  I  die  on  the  road,''  he 
said,  ^a'lltryit." 

*'  Wait,  then,"  she  answered, 
*'  till  Sunday,  and  whatever  I  get 
I'll  give  you  half  of  it."  So  she 
gave  him  half  of  the  ponce  she 
gathered  at  the  chapel  door,  and 
bid  him  go  in  the  name  of  Gt)d. 

He  hadn't  gone  far  when  he  met 
a  poor  man  who  asked  him  for  a 
trifio  for  God's  sake.  So  he  gave 
him  something  out  of  his  mother^s 
money  and  wont  on.  Again, 
another  met  him,  and  begged  for  a 
trifle  to  buy  food,  for  the  sake  of 
God,  and  he  gave  him  something 
also,  and  then  went  on. 

'*Give  me  a  trifle  for  God*8 
sake,"  cried  a  voice,  and  he  saw  a 
third  poor  man  before  him.  **  I 
have  nothing  loft,"  said  Towtas, 
**  but  a  few  pence ;  if  I  give  them, 
I  shall  have  nothing  for  food,  and 
must  die  of  hunger.  But  come 
with  me,  and  whatever  I  can  buy 
for  this  I  shall  share  with  you/' 
And  as  they  were  going  on  to  the 
inn  he  told  all  his  story  to  the 
beggar  man,  and  how  he  wanted 
to  go  to  Dublin,  but  had  now  no 
money.    So  they  came  to  the  inn. 
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•and  he  called  for  a  loaf  anda  drink 
of  milk.  <<  Cut  the  loaf,"  he  said 
to  the  beggar.  ''You  are  the 
oldest." 

"  I  won't/'  said  the  other,  for  he 
vaa  ashamed,  but  Towtas  made 
him. 

And  80  the  beggar  cut  the  loaf, 
but  though  they  eat,  it  never  grew 
smaller,  and  though  they  drank  as 
they  liked  of  the  milk,  it  never 
grew  less.  Then  Towtas  rose  up 
to  pay,  but  when  the  landlady  came 
and  looked,  ''How  is  this?"  she 
«aid.  "You  have  eaten  nothing. 
Fll  not  take  your  money,  poor 
boy,"  but  he  made  her  take  some  ; 
4Uid  they  left  the  place,  and  went 
on  their  way  together. 

"  Now,"  said  the  beggar  man, 
*"  you  have  been  three  times  good 
to  me  to-day,  for  thrice  I  have  met 
you,  and  you  gave  me  help  for  the 
sake  of  God  each  time.  See,  now, 
I  can  help  also,"  and  he  reached  a 
gold  ring  to  the  handsome  youth. 
"Wherever  you  place  that  ring, 
and  wish  for  it,  gold  will  corner- 
bright  gold,  so  that  you  can  never 
want  while  you  have  it." 

Then  Towtas  put  the  ring  first 
in  one  pocket  and  then  in  another, 
until  fldl  his  pockets  were  so  heavy 
with  gold  that  he  could  scarcely 
walk;  but  when  he  turned  to 
thank  the  friendly  beggar  man,  he 
had  disappeared. 

8o,  wondering  to  himself  at  all 
his  adventures,  he  went  on,  until 
he  came  at  last  in  sight  of  the 
lord's  palace,  which  was  beautiful 
to  see ;  but  he  would  not  enter  in 
until  he  went  and  bought  fine 
clothes,  and  made  himself  as  g^and 
as  any  prince ;  and  then  he  went 
boldly  up,  and  they  invited  h\m  in, 
for  Uiey  said,  "Surely  he  is  a 
king's  son."  And  when  dinner- 
hour  came  the  lord's  daughter 
linked  her  arm  with  Towtas,  and 
smiled  on  him.  And  he  drank  of 
the  rich  wine,  and  was  mad  with 
love;    but  at  last  the  wine  over- 


came him,  and  the  servants  had  to 
carry  him  to  his  bed ;  and  in  going 
into  his  room  he  dropped  the  ring 
from  his  finger,  but  knew  it  not. 

Now,  in  me  morning,  the  lord's 
daughter  came  by,  and  cast  her 
eyes  upon  the  door  of  his  chamber, 
and  there  close  by  it  was  the  ring 
she  had  seen  him  wear. 

"Ah,"  she  said,  "TU  tease  him 
now  about  his  ring."  And  she  put 
it  in  her  box,  and  wished  that  she 
were  as  rich  as  a  king's  daughter, 
that  so  the  King's  son  might  many 
her ;  and,  behold,  the  box  filled  up 
with  gold,  so  that  she  could  not 
shut  it;  and  she  put  it  from  her 
into  another  box,  and  that  filled 
also  ;  and  then  she  was  frightened 
at  the  ring,  and  put  it  at  last  in 
her  pocket  as  the  safest  place. 

But  when  Towtas  awoke  and 
missed  his  ring,  his  heart  was 
grieved. 

"Now,  indeed,"  he  said,  "my 
luck  is  Mne." 

And  he  inquired  of  all  the  ser- 
vants, and  then  of  the  lord's 
daughter,  and  she  laughed,  by 
which  he  knew  she  had  it ;  but  no 
coaxing  would  get  it  from  her,  so 
when  all  was  useless  he  went  away, 
and  set  out  again  to  reach  his  old 
home. 

And  he  was  very  mournful  and 
threw  himself  down  on  the  ferns 
near  an  old  fort,  waiting  till  night 
came  on,  for  he  feared  to  go  home 
in  the  daylight  lest  the  people 
should  laugh  at  him  for  his  foUy. 
And  about  dusk  three  cats  came  out 
of  the  fort  talking  to  each  other. 

"  How  long  our  cook  is  away," 
said  one. 

"What  can  have  happened  to 
him  ?  "  said  another. 

And  as  they  were  grumbling,  a 
fourth  cat  came  up. 

"  What  delayed  you  ?  "  they  all 
asked  angrily. 

Then  he  told  his  story — how  he 
had  met  Towtas  and  given  him  the 
ring.     "  And  I  just  went,"  he  said, 
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^'  to  the  lord's  palace,  to  see  how  the 
young  man  behaved;  and  I  was 
leaping  oyer  the  dinner  table  when 
the  lord's  knife  struck  my  tail  and 
three  drops  of  blood  fell  upon  his 
plate,  but  he  never  saw  it  and 
swallowed  them  with  his  meat.  So 
now  he  has  three  kittens  inside 
him  and  is  dying  of  agony,  and 
can  never  be  cu^ed  until  he  drinks 
three  draughts  of  the  water  of  the 
well  of  Ballytowtas." 

So  when  young  Towtas  heard 
the  cat's  talk  he  sprang  up  and 
went  and  told  his  mother  to  give 
him  three  bottles  full  of  the 
water  of  the  Towtas  well,  and  he 
would  go  to  the  lord  disg^sed  as  a 
doctor  and  cure  him. 

So  off  he  went  to  Dublin.  And 
all  the  doctors  in  Ireland  were 
round  the  lord,  but  none  of  them 
could  tell  what  ailed  him,  or  how 
to  cure  him.  Then  Towtas  came 
in  and  said,  "  I  will  cure  him." 
So  they  gave  him  entertainment 
and  lodging,  and  when  he  was 
refreshed  he  gave  of  the  well  water 
three  draughts  to  his  lordship, 
when  out  jumped  the  three  kittens. 
And  there  was  great  rejoicing,  and 
they  treated  Towtas  like  a  prince. 
But  aU  the  same  he  could  not  get 
the  ring  from  the  lord's  daughter, 
so  he  set  off  home  again  quite  dis- 
heartened, and  thought  to  himself, 
"If  I  coidd  only  meet  the  man  again 
that  gave  me  the  ring  who  knows 
what  luck  I  might  have  ?  "  And  he 
sat  down  to  rest  in  a  wood,  and  saw 
there  not  far  off  three  boys  fighting 
under  an  oak-tree. 

*' Shame  on  ye  to  fight  so,"  he 
said  to  them.  '*  What  is  the  fight 
about  ?  " 

Then  they  told  him,  **  Our 
father,"  they  said,  **  before  he  died 
buried  under  this  oak-tree  a  ring 
by  which  you  can  be  in  any  place' 
in  two  minutes  if  ^ou  oidy  wiah  it ; 
a  goblet  that  is  always  full  when 
standing,  and  empty  only  when  on 
its  side ;  and  a  harp  that  plays  any 


tune  of  itself  that  you  name  or 
wish  for." 

**I  want  to  divide  the  things,"' 
said  the  youngest  boy,  '^  and  let  us* 
all  go  and  seek  our  fortunes  as  we 
can." 

*'But  I  have  a  right  to  the- 
whole,"  said  the  eldest. 

And  they  went  on  fighting,  till 
at  length  Towtas  said — 

"  I'U  tell  you  how  to  settle  the- 
matter.  All  of  you  be  here  to- 
morrow, and  I'll  think  over  the 
matter  to-night,  and  I  engage  you 
will  have  nothing  more  to  quarrel 
about  when  you  come  in  the 
morning." 

So  the  boys  promised  to  keep 
good  friends  till  they  met  in  th^ 
morning,  and  went  away. 

When  Towtas  saw  them  clear 
off,  he  dug  up  the  ring,  the  goblet, 
and  the  harp,  and  now  said  he^ 
**  I'm  all  right,  and  they  won't  have- 
anything  to  fight  about  in  the 
morning." 

Off  he  set  back  again  to  the  lord's 
castle  with  the  ring,  the  goblet,  and 
the  harp ;  but  he  soon  bethought 
himself  of  the  power  of  the  ring, 
and  in  two  minutes  he  was  in  the 
great  hall  where  all  the  lords  and 
ladies  were  just  sitting  down  to 
dinner ;  and  the  harp  played  the* 
sweetest  music,  and  they  all  listened 
in  delight ;  and  he  drank  out  of  the' 
goblet  which  was  never  empty,  and 
then  when  his  head  began  to  grow 
a  little  light,  **It  is  enough,"  ho 
said ;  and  putting  his  arm  round 
the  waist  of  the  lord's  daughter, 
he  took  his  harp  and  goblet  in  the- 
other  hand,  and  murmuring — "  I 
wish  we  were  at  the  old  fort 
by  the  side  of  the  wood" — 
in  two  minutes  they  were  both 
at  the  desired  spot.  But  his  head 
was  heavy  with  the  wine,  and  he 
laid  down  the  harp  beside  him  and 
fell  asleep.  And  when  she  saw 
him  asleep  she  took  the  ring  off  his 
finger,  and  the  harp  and  the  goblet 
from   the  ground,  and  was  back 
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liome  in  her  father's  castle  before 
two  minutes  had  passed  by. 

When  Towtas  awoke  and  found 
his  prize  gone,  and  all  his  trea- 
sures beside,  he  was  like  one  mad ; 
and  roamed  about  the  country  till 
he  came  by  an  orchard,  where  he 
saw  a  tree  covered  with  bright  rosy 
apples.  Being  hungry  and  thirsty, 
he  plucked  one  and  eat  it,  but  no 
sooner  had  he  done  so  than  horns 
began  to  sprout  from  his  forehead, 
and  grew  larger  and  longer  till  he 
knew  he  looked  like  a  goat,  and  all 
he  could  do,  they  would  not  come 
otf.  Now,  indeed,  he  was  driven 
out  of  his  mind,  and  thought  how 
all  the  neighbours  would  laugh  at 
him ;  and  as  he  raged  and  roared 
with  shame,  he  spied  another  tree 
with  apples,  still  brighter,  of  ruddy 
gold. 

**If  I  were  to  have  fifty  pairs  of 
horns  I  must  have  one  of  those," 
he  said ;  and  seizing  one,  he  had 
no  sooner  tasted  it  man  the  horns 
fell  off,  and  he  felt  that  he  was 
looking  stronger  and  handsomer 
than  ever. 

**  Now,  I  have  her  at  last,"  he 
exclaimed.  ''  I'll  put  horns  on 
them  all,  and  will  never  take  them 
off  until  they  give  her  to  me  as  my 
bride  before  the  whole  Court." 

Without  further  delay  he  set  off 
to  the  lord's  palace,  carrying  with 
him  as  many  of  the  apples  as  he 
oould  bring  off  the  two  trees.    And 


when  they  saw  the  beauty  of  the 
fruit  they  longed  for  it ;  and  he 
gave  to  them  all,  so  that  at  last 
there  was  not  a  head  to  be  seen 
without  horns  in  the  whole  dining- 
hall.     Then    they   cried    out    and 

E rayed  to  have  the  horns  taken  off, 
ut  Towtas  said — 
"No;  there  they  shall  be  till  I 
have  the  lord's  daughter  given  to 
me  for  my  bride,  and  my  two 
rings,  my  goblet,  and  my  harp  all 
restored  to  me." 

And  this  was  done  before  the 
face  of  all  the  lords  and  ladies ; 
and  his  treasures  were  restored  to 
him ;  and  the  lord  placed  his  daugh- 
ter's hand  in  the  hand  of  Towtas, 
saying— 

**Take  her;  she  is  your  wife; 
only  free  me  from  the  horns." 

Then  Towtas  brought  forth  the 
golden  apples ;  and  they  all  eat,, 
and  the  horns  fell  off  ;  and  he  took 
his  bride  and  his  treasures,  and 
carried  them  off  home,  where  he 
built  the  Castle  of  Ballytowtas,  in 
the  place  where  stood  his  father's 
hut,  and  enclosed  the  well  within 
the  walls.  And  when  he  had  filled 
his  treasure-room  with  gold,  so- 
that  no  man  could  count  his  richeSy 
ho  buried  his  fairy  treasures  deep 
in  the  ground,  whore  no  man  knew,, 
and  no  man  has  ever  yet  been  abler 
to  find  them  until  this  day. 

(To  he  continued. J 
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THE  FLOWERS  OF  THE  BIBLE. 


^raANGE  as  the  statement  may  seem 
to  any  who  have  not  explored  the 
matter,  especially  with  those  beau- 
tiful phrases  on  the  mind,  '*  Con- 
sider the  lilies  of  the  field,"  **  the 
wilderness  shall  blossom  as  the 
lose,"  **  I  am  the  rose  of  Sharon 
and  the  lily  of  the  valleys,"  no 
kind  of  flower  is  mentioned  in 
Scripture  so  definitely  as  to  allow 
of  certain  identification.  By  * '  Scrip- 
ture," of  course  we  mean  the 
original  text ;  the  renderings  made 
by  translators  are  often  only  con- 
jectural, or  to  be  understood  in  a 
broad  and  figurative  sense.  Most 
eertainly  there  is  no  mention  in  the 
original  text  of  the  flowers  espe- 
cially understood  to-day  as  the  lily 
and  the  rose,  and  these,  it  will  be 
found,  are  the  only  two  flower 
names  which  occur  in  the  Authorized 
Version.  The  Hebrews  were  not 
slow  to  observe  the  charm  of 
flowers.  Much  of  the  sweetest 
imagery  of  the  poetical  parts  of 
Scripture  involves  allusions  to 
flowers.  Like  other  poetic  peoples, 
they  did  not  care,  however,  to 
bestow  particular  appellations. 
Their  custom  was  to  make  a  few 
picturesque  terms  serve  for  the 
whole  of  the  tinted  and  fragprant 
fantasy  of  botanical  nature ;  terms 
of  this  character  alone  occur  in  the 
inspired  books  ;  the  flowers  of 
Scripture  are  simply  what  the 
floral  graces  of  wud  nature  are 
to  the  child  and  to  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  poet — a  sweet  aggregate 
of  the  originally  and  perfectly 
beautiful.  There  the  whole  matter 
of  the  flowers  of  Scripture  beg^ins 


and  ends.  When  the  translators 
used  "rose"  and  "lily,"  they 
abided  by  the  practice  of  all  ancient 
literature  and  poetry,  in  which,  as 
we  shall  see  presently,  the  names 
are  similarly  collective,  and  thus 
indefinite.  In  addition  to  the  terms 
thus  rendered,  there  are,  however, 
in  the  Hebrew  three  others  which 
are  translated  in  the  Authorized 
Version  *'  flower,"  "  bloom,"  and 
"blossom,"  and  these  it  may  be 
well  to  deal  with  first.  The  words 
in  question  are  ntYz,  which  varies 
to  nitzah  and  nitsMn;  perah,  the 
form  of  which  appears  to  be  con- 
stant; and  tzitz,  which  varies  to 
tzitzah.  The  primitive  or  literal 
sense  of  the  root-word  of  nitz  is  to 
shine  or  sparkle,  as  in  Ezek.  i.  7, 
"  they  sparkled  like  the  colour  of 
burnished  brass."  Thence,  by  a 
most  charmingly  poetical  extension 
of  sense,  it  moved  on  to  what  we 
call  the  blossoming  of  a  flower,  this 
being,  as  it  were,  its  time  of  sparkle 
or  sunshine ;  and  then  we  get  the 
substantive,  as  in  Gen.  xl.  10, 
where  nitz  is  applied  to  the  blossom 
of  the  gp:ape-vine.  In  Job  xv.  33, 
it  is  applied  to  the  flowers  of  the 
olive-tree ;  in  Isaiah  xviii.  5,  again 
to  those  of  the  gp:ape-vine;  and 
lastly,  in  Canticles  ii.  12,  we  have 
it  in  all  the  fulness  of  its  lovely 
sense  : — "  For  lo,  the  winter  is 
past,  the  rain  is  over  and  gone; 
the  shining  things  appear  upon  the 
earth,  the  time  of  the  singing  of 
birds  is  come." 

The  second  term,  perah^  occurs 
in    the    description    given  in  the  ^ 
Book  of  Exodus  of  the  golden  can- 
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delabrom  used  in  the  Tabernacle—- 
''Bowls  made  like  unto  almonds, 
with  a  knop  and  a  flower/'  (zzr. 
31,  33,  xxxvii.  17,  19,  20.)  In  the 
description  of  the  ''molten  sea," 
and  other  works  of  ornamental 
metallic  art  constructed  for  Solomon 
by  Hiram  of  Tyre,  it  is  put  for  the 
natural  model  which  the  latter 
selected,  implying,  no  doubt,  some- 
thing of  the  flg^e  of  a  vase  or 
chalice  (I  Kings  vii.  26,  49).  It 
occurs  again  in  2  Chronicles  iv.  5 
and  21,  where  the  description  is 
repeated.  The  first  reference  in 
each  of  the  two  latter  books  en- 
larges the  expression  into  "flowers 
of  lilies,"  from  which  circumstance 
it  would  seem  that  perah  was  occa- 
sionally employed  in  a  special 
sense ;  in  wluch  case  it  would  here 

Sobably  denote  the  great  round 
oesom  of  the  Egyptian  water-lily, 
learned  by  Hiram  during  one  of 
his  yisits  to  the  grand  old  kingdom 
of  the  Fharoahs,  and  which  was  so 
constantly  and  so  elegantly  intro- 
duced in  the  primeval  art  both  of 
Egypt  and  of  the  neighbouring 
countries  of  South-Westem  Asia. 
The  general  sense  of  the  word  is 
exemplified  in  the  Prophet  Nahum, 
in  the  phrase  rendered  in  the  Autho- 
rized Version  "the  flower  of  Leba- 
non." Habakkuk  applies  it  to  the 
vine-bloasom,  which  use  it  has 
already  had  in  Gen.  xl.  10  ;  stand- 
ing there  as  the  counterfoil  of 
ih7s.  In  Numbers  xvii.  5  and  8, 
it  is  applied  to  the  soft  pink  flowers 
of  the  almond-tree;  in  Canticles 
vi.  11,  to  the  gorgeous  scarlet- 
crimson  of  the  pomegranate ;  in 
Isaiah  xxxy.  1  and  2,  it  helps  to 
convey  that  delightful  and  immortal 
old  promise,  which,  after  all,  is  not 
so  much  for  the  surface  of  the 
geographical  world  as  for  the  heart 
and  soul  of  man — "The  desert 
shall  blossom  as  the  rose."  Perah 
is  similarly  translated,  and  very 
happily  so,  in  Isaiah  v.  24,  and 
again  in  zxrii.  6.     These  latter 


usages,  in  the  Hebrew,  appear  to 
sustain  the  conjecture  to  at  the 
special  or  primitive  idea  embodied 
in  p&rah  is  that  of  bursting  into 
new  and  vigorous  life,  the  most 
striking  and  exquisite  illustration 
of  which  consisted,  probably,  to 
the  eyes  and  fancy  of  a  Hebrew, 
not  so  much  in  the  expansion  of 
new  foliage  (so  many  of  the  trees 
in  which  he  peculiarly  rejoiced 
being  everg^ens)  as  in  the  g^usk 
of  the  early  flowers  of  spring,  and 
very  specially  in  the  sweet  plen- 
teousness  of  those  of  the  almond- 
tree — the  emblem  with  him  of  the 
renewed  existence  after  death, — 
"the  almond-tree  shall  flourish." 
Assuming  this  to  be  the  original 
or  radical  sense  of  the  word,  the 
twofold  application,  first,  to  the 
ordinary  processes  of  bud  and  leaf 
growth,  secondly,  to  the  flowing 
forth  of  flowers  and  blossoms, 
would  be  quite  satisfactorily  ac- 
coimted  for.  The  sense  of  bud  and 
leaf  growth  is  illustrated  in  the 
celebrated  passage  in  Job: — "There 
is  hope  of  a  tree,  if  it  be  cut  down, 

that  it  will  sprout  again, 

that  through  the  scent  of  water  it 
will  bud  ....  But  man  dieth, 
and  wasteth  away,  and  where  is 
he  ?"  A  corresponding  use  of 
perah  is  made  by  Ezekiel,  xvii.  24. 
By  another  fine  natural  metaphor, 
renewed  a  thousand  times  on  ac- 
complished lips,  perah  denotes  in 
the  Psalmist  the  prosperity  of 
the  man  who  fears  God.  "The 
righteous  shall  flourish  like  the 
palm-tree ;  he  shall  grow  like  a 
cedar  in  Lebanon;  they  shall  still 
bring  forth  fruit  in  old  age." 

5^1/2,  the  third  of  the  three 
Hebrew  words  which  in  the  Autho- 
rized Version  is  translated  by 
"flower,"  has  its  foundation  in  a 
term  which,  like  wife,  signifies 
literally,  to  shine.  The  earliest 
use  of  it  occurs  conjointly  with 
perah,  in  the  allusions  to  the  almond- 
tree  in  Numbers  xvii.    Tte  ^oxia 
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stand  side  by  side  also  in  Isaiah 
xxvii.  6.  Other  verses  in  which  it 
occurs  are  the  old  familiar  ones, 
"Man  .  .  .  Cometh  forth  like  a 
flower,  and  is  cut  down."  **  As  for 
man  his  days  are  as  grass,  as  a 
flower  of  the  field."  ''  All  flesh  is 
grass,  and  all  the  goodliness  thereof 
as  the  flower  of  the  field  :  the  grass 
withereth,  the  flower  fadeth,  but 
the  word  of  our  God  shall  stand  for 
ever."  I^t'tz  is  employed  also  in 
1  Kinffs  vi.  18-35.  in  reference  to 
flowers  used  as  models  in  orna- 
mental arc,  good  taste  in  which  is 
never  more  conspicuously  displayed 
than  when  it  resorts  to  the  match- 
less types  that  lie  awaiting,  like 
love  in  a  woman's  besom,  in  the 
most  delicate  and  unassuming 
fairies  of  the  woodland  and  the 
quiet  ncoks  among  the  hills,  in  the 
graceful  anemone  and  the  pencilled 
oxalis,  yea,  in  the  tiny  moss,  every 
bit  as  much  as  in  the  stateliest  and 
most  gaily  painted  iiis  or  crown- 
imperial.  One  of  the  best  certifi- 
cates of  advance  in  pure  taste  is  the 
finding  perfect  delight  of  soul  in 
the  little  things  of  nature,  in  the 
common  and  unpretentious,  in  the 
things  that  Grod  loves  so  well  that 
He  makes  them  by  thousands  and 
millions,  instead  of  only  now  and 
then,  as  in  the  case  of  the  so-called 
■'^rich  and  rare."  Those  things, 
depend  upon  it,  are  the  best  which 
tfire  able  to  give  noble  pleasure  to 
the  largest  number  of  intelligent 
liuman  beings,  at  the  least  indi- 
vidual cost,  and  it  is  in  the  love  of 
these  that  a  true  and  cultured  taste 
will  always  find  its  supremest  satis- 
factions. The  Scripture  chapter 
jast  cited  (1  Kings  vi.)  immediately 
precedes  that  one  in  which  these 
art-models  are  called  perah.  Hence 
it  would  seem  that  in  this  relation, 
at  least,  tzttz  and  perah  were  with 
the  Hebrews  nearly  synonymous. 
The  tzitzim,  however,  are  specialized 
as  '*  open  flowers."  Upon  tzitz 
also  rest  the  references  in  Isaiah  to 


*' fading  flowers  "  (xxviii.  1-4).  In 
a  few  places  in  the  Authorized 
Version  of  the  Old  Testament,  the 
word  flower  has  been  introduced 
gratuitously.  In  Canticles  v.  13, 
for  instance,  the  Hebrew  phrase 
translated  ''sweet  flowers,"  migde^ 
loth  merkahimj  literally  denotes 
''towers  of  aroma,"  the  idea  in- 
tended to  bo  pictured  being  tliat, 
perhaps,  of  some  fragrant  shrub, 
such  as  Eweet-brier.  In  the  expres- 
sion "the  flower  of  their  age," 
used  in  the  Authorized  Version  of 
1  Sam.  ii.  33,  we  simply  have  the 
old  familiar  metaphor  for  the  prime 
of  human  life. 

In  the  original  Greek  of  the  New 
Testament  the  idea  of  a  flower  in 
general  is  again  all  that  is  intended. 
When  the  word  "flower"  occurs 
it  is  the  rendering,  as  usual  in  all 
translations  from  the  Greek,  of  the 
word  anthoSf  which  is  founded  upon 
a  root  signifying  to  breathe,  the 
charming  intent  of  the  term  being 
that  of  the  "  breath  of  fragprance." 
Examples  occur  in  James  i.  10-11, 
and  in  1  Peter  i.  24.  When  in 
Ist  Cor.  vii.  7-36  we  have  the 
"flower  of  her  age,"  it  is  the 
sense  only  which  is  presented. 

Take  now  the  Hebrew  words 
which  in  the  Authorized  Version  are 
translated  lily  and  rose.  In  the 
singular  they  are  shttshan  and  cha- 
batselah.  Strenuous  endeavours 
have  been  made  by  learned  and 
pious  men  to  connect  these  names 
with  particular  plants.  That  the 
application  is  not  intended  to  be 
special  is  shewn  by  testing  with  an 
obvious  rule,  viz. — That  ii  a  name 
be  of  special  and  imiform  applica- 
tion, the  plant  spoken  of  must  grow 
in  every  one  of  the  different  habi- 
tats to  which  it  is  assigned,  and 
the  various  properties  and  qualities 
ascribed  to  it  must  all  be  present, 
and  not  only  present,  but  conspi- 
cuous. Try  shuihaHf  in  its 
various  applications,  by  this  rule, 
and  they  are  found  to  be  altogether 
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•difloordant.  In  one  point,  no  doubty 
.there  may  perhaps  be  an  agree- 
ment. Shushan  perhaps  denoted 
primarily,  orvery  especially,  flowers 
of  luminous  whiteness,  since  the 
•congenerous  word  «A^A  is  frequently 
employed  for  linen,  also  for  marble, 
as  in  ^e  description  of  the  palace 
•of  Ahasuerus  (Esther  i.  6),  and  in 
the  imagery  haying  reference  to  the 
^statuesque  in  human  limbs,  in 
Oantides  v.  15.  To  this  day,  also, 
•&  white  lily  is  in  the  Spanish  lan- 
.gnage  azu^ia,  which  word,  in  its 
primitiTe  form,  brought  from  the 
East  by  the  fathers  of  the  conque- 
rors of  old  Ghranada,  was  certainly 
4X)gnate  with  shushan.  But  in 
Canticles  t.  13,  we  have  the  ex- 
pression ''his  lips  are  like  sho- 
«hannim,"  shewing  that  in  the  idea 
of  $ku9han  was  likewise  included 
redness,  the  charm,  in  all  ages,  of 
human  lips,  the  index  of  life  as 
opposed  to  death,  and  not  forgotten 
in  Shakespeare's  *'  rose-lipped  che- 
jubim."  So  with  the  habitats  in 
which  the  shushan  is  said  to  gp:ow. 
"On  the  top  of  the  pillars  there 
was  lily- work,"  (1  Kings  vii.) 
refers,  it  is  almost  certain,  to  the 
above-named  Eg3rptian  water-lily. 
But  that  the  same  plant  can  be 
intended  in  Song  of  Solomon  ii.  2, 
the  "  lily  among  thorns,"  or  in  ii. 
16,  or  iv.  6,  or  vi.  3,  is  plainly 
impossible.  The  latter  allusions 
point  palpably  to  the  flowers  of  the 
iield  in  ^neral,  the  same  which 
are  cited  by  Hosea,  under  the  same 
name : — **  Israel  shall  grow  as  the 
shushan,  and  cast  for&  her  roots 
as  the  trees  of  Lebanon."  Pro- 
bably they  were  the  flowers  of  the 
field  in  general  which  were  resorted 
to  in  the  pretty  custom  of  decora- 
ting wheat-sheaves  at  harvest- 
home,  as  alluded  to  in  the  picture, 
*'  like  wheat  set  with  shoshannim." 
The  passages  already  cited  in  which 
the  ornamentation  of  the  pillars  of 
the  Temple  is  described,  sufficiently 
prove    that     $hudum    and  perak. 


flowers  in  general,  were  convertible 
terms.  This  word  shushan  is  \m- 
questionably  that  which  in  the 
Gospels  is  represented  by  krinofi, 
viz.,  in  the  celebrated  behest  trans- 
lated in  the  Authorized  Version, 
*' Consider  the  lilies  of  the  field." 
This  beautiful  and  serene  behest, 
sweetest  invitation  to  botany  ever 
uttered,  supplies  new  proof  that 
flowers  in  general  are  intended  by 
the  one  term  as  well  as  by  the  other. 
The  invitation,  as  we  have  said  in 
another  place,  is  to  look  roimd  upon 
the  whole  of  the  sweet  vision  of 
living  vegetable  nature,  not  only 
when  in  full  bloom,  but  at  the 
season  when  we  may  observe  its 
thousand  forms,  **how  they  grow," 
and  mark  how  Solomon  still  fails 
before  its  smallest  and  simplest 
thing.  If  the  behest  falls  vacantly 
when  we  have  only  the  cowslip  or 
the  forget-me-not ;  if  to  the  eyes 
of  one's  heart  it  does  nofc  embosom 
the  bluebell  of  the  woodland,  and 
the  autumnal  heather  that  purples 
the  mountain,  the  **lily  "  emphati- 
cally, so  far  as  it  illustrates  the 
Divine  teaching,  might  just  as  well 
never  have  been  created.  The  little 
flower  of  the  greensward  that  has 
its  mound  of  gold  set  round  with 
milk-white  rays,  the  May-blossom 
that  dapples  the  hedgerows,  the 
woodbine  with  its  coronals  of 
amber  and  pink — all  of  these  are 
God's  ^'lUies  of  the  field,"  and  if 
they  do  not  seem  so  to  us,  and  we 
do  not  regard  them  after  the  same 
fashion,  the  text  may  just  as  well 
be  left  unread.  Our  Lord's  lilies 
which  clothed  the  grass  of  the  field 
are  precisely  what  St.  James  calls 
the  **  flower  of  the  grass,"  the  same 
that  gave  shining  beauty  to  tlie 
**  valleys,"  where  the  '*  young 
roes "  could  feed,  and  where 
flowers  could  be  gathered  that  were 
the  colour  of  human  lips,  and  that 
were  adapted  to  decorate  the  wheat- 
sheaves. 
A  long  chapter  would  be  rec^xux^ 
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for  a  surrey  of  the  speculations  as 
to  what  were  the  lilies  ox  the  field. 
The  comparison  being  particularly 
to  Solomon's  robes,  many  critics 
have  concluded  that  the  flower 
pointed  to  must  needs  have  been 
a  crimson  y  scarlet,  or  purple  one, 
calling  to  their  aid  the  comparison 
of  lips  to  the  shushan.  This  of 
eourse  was  to  surrender  the  idea  of 
the  shushan  being  a  tchite  flower. 
The  particular  flower  suggested  has 
been  the  scarlet  martagou;  which 
is  said  to  grow  in  profusion  in  the 
Holy  Land.  More  recent  writers 
prefer  the  rose-parsley,  Anemone 
Coronaria,  which,  with  the  scarlet 
adonis,  and  other  bright  flowers  of 
similar  hue,  is  no  doubt  in  its 
season  extremely  eflective  upon  the 
plains  of  Palestine,  holding  a  place 
something  analogous  to  that  of  the 
buttercup  in  England.  Describing 
the  floral  spectacle  in  certain  parts 
of  Palestine  in  spring,  Mr.  Tristram 
says  : — **  The  lilies  of  the  field  are 
all  out ;  a  few  tulips  upon  the  rocks, 
but  the  scarlet  anemone  every- 
where, and  a  small  blue  bulbous 
iris,  rivalling  it  in  abimdanoe,  and 
in  brilliancy  of  colour.  It  is  natural 
t^  view  the  term  lilies  as  a  generic 
expression,  but  if  one  special  flower 
were  more  likely  than  another  to 
catch  the  eye  of  our  Lord  as  He 
spoke,  n(5  one  familiar  with  the 
flowers  of  Palestine  in  spring-time 
can  hesitate  in  assigning  the  place 
to  the  anemone."  Sir  Jas.  E.  Smith 
fixed,  somewhat  oddly,  upon  a 
yellow  flower,  the  Stertibergia  lutea^ 
a  very  pretty  little  plant  resembling 
a  yellow  crocus.  Li  the  Flora 
Gr<Bea,  iv.  310,  opposite  a  beautiful 
coloured  drawing,  "Its  splendid 
blossoms,"  he  says,  **  golden,  and 
truly  re^,  frequently  adorn  the 
warmer  fields  at  the  time  of  harvest. 
Hence,  undoubtedly,  they  corre- 
spond to  the  field  lilies  of  the  Gospel 
much  better  than  the  white  lilies  of 
the  garden,  which  never  grow 
spontaneously  in  Syria."  Mr.  Kirby, 


who  replied  to  this  in  che  Chrietian^ 
Remembrancer,  contended  that  Sir 
J.    E.    Smith    must    certainly  be 
wrong,  as  the  Stembema  is  *'  not 
available  for  fuel."    ^.  Buskin, 
in  the  *'  Queen  of  the  Air,"  comes, 
doubtfully,  to  the  rescue  : — "  The- 
asphodels  ffave  the  flower  of  the 
Elysian  Fields ;  the  iridsthefleur-de- 
lis  of  chivalry  ;     the    amaryllids, 
Christ's  lily  of  the  field."    Strange, 
and  a  proof  at  the  same  time  of  we 
vagueness  of  the  conjectures  that 
have  sought  to  establish  a  single  spe- 
cies, that  flowers  of  all  seasons  have 
in  turn  been  singled  out,  the  ane- 
mones belonging  to  spring,  the  mar- 
tagons  to  summer,  the  Stembergia 
toautumn«  C^^o^^^/aA.  the  Hebrew 
word  which  in  the  Authorized  Ver- 
sion of  the  Old  Testament  is  trans- 
lated by  "rose,"  singularly  enoup-h, 
if  we  are  to    conclude    anythmg 
positive  from  the  et3rmology,  seems 
much  more  likely  than  ehmhan  to 
point  to  a  liliaceous  plant,  the  root 
being  hetsdly   which  last  is  in  the 
Book  of  Numbers  applied  to  the 
onion,  the  bulbous  plant  par  excel- 
lence.   It  is  believed  that  the  name 
still    in    use     for    a    very    fine 
variety    of     the     polyanthus-nar- 
cissus,    "  Bazelman,"    is    of    the 
same  derivation  ;  and  as  the  flower 
in  question  is  indigenous  to  South- 
western Asia,  and  is  said  to  occur 
abundantly  upon    the    plains    of 
Sharon,  there  is  a  certam  degree 
of  plausibility  in  the  conjecture  that 
the  polyanthus-narcissus  may  have 
been  the  chabatselah  pre-eminently. 
We    are     disposed,     however,    to 
regard  ehahaUelah  as  precisely  the 
same  kind    of     word   as  shushan, 
general  in  its  ordinary  application, 
uiough  quite  likely  to  have  been 
sometimes  used  in  a  limited  sense. 
The  Septuagint  and  St.  Jerome  both 
render  it  anthos. 

Immense  weight  is  given  to  the 
view  that  the  Scriptural  terms  are 
collective,  by  the  usages,  above 
alluded  to,  of  the  andent  dassicai 
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poets.  Moschus,  the  ancient  Si* 
cilian  poet,  represents  Europa  as 
irathering  leiria  eupnoa,  *'  fragrant 
lilies,"  in  the  meads,  plainly  intend- 
ing flowers  in  genexal.  Pjgmalion 
indnded  "lilies" — again  certainly 
flowers  in  flfeneral — ^among  the  gifts 
— shells,  httle  birds,  and  smooth 
and  sparkling  stones — ^which  he 
bestowed  upon  the  maiden  who  at 
first  was  an  iyoiy  statue.  It  is 
interesting,  however,  to  observe 
how  the  idea  of  whiteness  inheres 
in  the  classical  idea  of  the  lily. 
Tixsil  speaks  of  Itlia  alba  and  lilia 
etmdida  ;  Propertius  of  fair  lilies, 
shining  lilies,  and  silvery  lilies; 
other  flowers  of  the  same  kind,  he 
says,  are  not  whiter  than  his  lady- 
love. They  were  lilies,  again,  of 
absolute  whiteness  which  Tibullus 
says  the  maidens  were  accustomed 
to  twine  with  amaranth ;  and  which, 
in  Ovid,  Hylonome  wears  in  her 
hair,  black  as  the  raven's  wing. 
Elsewhere  in  Ovid,  Hermaphrom- 
tus,when  he  leaps  into  the  fountain 
to  bathe,  and  throws  his  arms 
about  in  the  water,  looks  ''like 
white  lilies  in  a  crystal  vase."  The 
particular  epithets  in  the  original 
miply  shining  whiteness,  like  that 
of  summer  douds  when  bathed  in 
sunbeams.  This  quality  seems 
always  implied  in  the  best  idea  of 
a  white  lily.  What  Homer's  lily 
was  it  is  impossible  to  say ;  it  is 
charming,  however,  to  see  how  the 
idea  of  delightful  beauty,  such  as 
arises  from  a  luminous  surface,  is 
involved  in  his  flowers,  for  he 
ajmlies  the  word  "  lily -like  "  to 
deucacy  and  tenderness  of  skin, 
and  again  to  sweet  and  lively 
sounds,  as  in  that  beautiful  meta- 
phor, the  "lily- voice"  of  the  cicala 
(Hiad  in.  152,  xm.  880).  In  con- 
nection with  the  possible  specific 
sense  of  chaibaUelahy  it  is  interest- 
ing to  observe  also  that  the  ancients 
included  eeirtain  species  of  the 
identical  genus  Narcissus  in  their 
of    the  lily.      Theophrastus 


terms  the  kind  he  was  acquainted, 
with   "another    sort    of    leirion." 
Virgil,  in  his  account  of  the  man- 
ners  and  customs    of   the    honeys 
bees — 

"  Creatures  that  by  a  rule  in  nature 
teaoh 
The  act  of    order  to  a  peopled 
kingdom  " — 

describes  them  as  laying  up  in. 
their  waxen  cities  "the  tears  of 
Narcissus,"  the  nectar,  that  is  to* 
say,  of  the  various  flowers  they 
visit  during  their  travels.  That 
Yirgil  does  not  intend  a  solitary 
kind  of  flower  is  sufficiently  borne 
out  by  the  context.  Moreover,  he- 
has  just  styled  the  flowers  resorted 
to  by  his  bees,  sera  comanteniy  "  late- 
blooming."  The  narcissus  (pm- 
sinMy  as  everyone  knows,  is  em- 
phatically a  flower  of  spring  and 
early  summer.  The  polyanthus- 
narcissus  is  called  by  Dioscorides, 
"the  narcissus  that  is  yellow 
within"  (iv.  161).  The  cup  was 
anciently  supposed  to  be  the  genuine- 
flower,  the  six  white  petals  consti- 
tuting only  a  rim)  whence,  in  the 
beautiful  description  of  the  "  silvan 
spring,"  in  which,  like  Evo  in 
"  Paradise  Lost,"  the  hapless  youth 
contemplates  his  image,  and  talks 
to  it,  the  yellow  flower,  says  the- 
poet,  is  "surrounded  with  milk- 
white  leaves  "  (Met.  iii.  407).  The- 
species  connected  by  name  with  the- 
ancientfable  is  the  Narcissus  posticus, 
that  lovely  one  which  has  a  crimson 
edge  to  the  shallow  cup.  Theocritus 
refers  to  the  fragrance  of  the  nar- 
cissus. The  name  is  one  of  the 
very  few  of  the  botanical  class- 
occurring  in  Sophocles.  The  scarlet 
martagon,  again,  conjectured  by 
some  to  be  the  "  lily  of  the  field," 
is  thought  by  other  critics  to  be 
Ovid's  "  hyacinth,"  which  last  name 
was  probably  used  also,  at  all 
events  now  and  then,  as  a  term  for 
flowers  in  general.  It  was  unques- 
tionably applied  to  several  very 
diflerent  things.    What  was  YirgiL 
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ttlunking  of  in  tliat  well-known  and 
lovely  piece  of  rural  description 
where  the  sno^v-wliite  bull  reposes 
•on  the  bank  of  hyacinths,  beneath 
.the  dark  green  of  the  shady  ilex, 
.and  there  calmly  chews  the  cud? 
Were  they  bluebells  ?  More  pro- 
bably flowers  in  general. 

We  need  not  leave  our  own  lan- 
.guage  to  see  that  lily  is  a  name  for 
flowers  in  general.  The  Floras  and 
the  vernacular  alike  speak  of  water- 
Jilies,  which  are  not  even  endogenous 
plants,  and  though  in  several  species 
white-flowered,  are  in  others  red, 
yellow,  or  blue  ;  also  of  Lent-lilies, 
which  are  daffodils;  of  the  Scar- 
borough lily,  and  of  the  Ethiopian 
lily,  the  first  of  which  is  an  ama- 
j-yllid,  and  the  second  an  aroid. 
Science  also  employs  Liriodendron, 
Lilianthe,  and  Liliope,  for  different 
.developments  of  the  splendid  order 
•called  the  Magnoliacete.  The  su- 
perb, cream-white,  concave,  and 
demon-scented  flowers  of  the  Maff- 
nolia  grandiflora  it  is  difficult  in 
truth  not  to  fancy  to  be  lilies  grow- 
ing on  trees.  Shakespeare,  though 
he  sometimes  limits  the  name,  also 
employs  it  in  a  broad  and  general 
:sense : — 

"  Lilies  of  all  kinds,  the  flower-de-luce 
being  one." 

Referring  especially  to  the  lilies  of 
the  Gospels,  Sir  Thomas  Browne 
remarked,  200  years  ago,  that 
''krinon  is  of  the  same  acceptation 
.as  leirion,  which  is  put  for  all  kinds 
of  specious  flowers.  .  .  .  signifying 
not  only  lilies,  but  daffodils,  hya- 
•cinths,  irises,  &c."  Wm.  Bullein, 
s,  century  earlier,  has  a  remarkably 
pretty  passage.  Marcellus  and 
Hilarius,  strolling  along  the  lanes, 
^converse  pleasantly  about  the  wild- 
flowers.  **  Ah,"  exclaims  Marcellus, 
•^*  how  sweete  and  pleasant  is  wood- 
binde,  in  woodes  or  arbours,  after 
a  tender  soft  rayne !  And  how 
friendly  doth  this  herbe,  if  I  may 
«o  name  it,  imbrace  the  bodies, 
•arms,  and  branches  of  trees,  wyth 


his  long  winding  stalks  and  tender 
leaves,  opening  his  sweete  lillies 
among  the  thornes.  Is  the  wood- 
binde  as  profitable  as  pleasant  ?  I 
pray  you,  Hilarius,  tell  me."  The 
plant  he  refers  to  is  the  great  white 
hedge  convolvulus  or  bindweed,  the 
snowy  bells  of  which  are  so  like 
those  of  the  lily  ^ar  excellence  that 
he  may  well  give  them  the  name. 
It  is  the  same  which  under  the 
appellation  of  ligmtrum^  Virg^ 
employs  so  happily  as  an  image  of 
the  fair  Galatea. 

That  the  name  of  rose  was 
anciently  appHed  to  flowers  in 
general,  is  declared  in  that  beauti- 
ful passage  in  Pindar's  third  Isthn 
mian: — **But  now  this  happy 
household,  like  the  spring,  nas 
blossomed  "with  purple  roses.*'  Just 
before  he  has  been  comparing 
domestic  trouble  and  adversity  to 
winter  and  a  snow-storm.  Or  take 
that  charming  episode  where  we 
have  the  bevy  of  little  maids  at 
play  upon  the  shore,  delighting  in 
the  sound  of  the  dimpling  sea,  and 
culling  **  roses"  for  the  daughter 
of  Agenor.  Though  seldom  ad- 
verted to  distinctly,  there  can  be 
no  doubt  that  while  the  idea  of  the 
lily  carried,  ordinarily,  that  of 
shining  whiteness,  that  of  the  rose 
conveyed,  usually,  the  idea  of  red- 
ness. The  rhodon  of  the  ancient 
Greeks  primarily,  in  all  likelihood, 
denoted  flowers  such  as  those  of 
the  oleander  and  the  pomegranate, 
moving  on  by  degrees  to  all  others 
of  corresponding  hue  and  com- 
plexion, and  at  last,  by  poetical 
figure,  to  whatever  was  pre- 
eminently gay  in  floral  nature,  thus 
after  the  same  manner  as  the 
epithet  purpureus,  which  Virgil 
applies  to  the  narcissus  and  Horace 
to  the  swan.  All  this  we  have 
shewn  in  detail  in  another  place,  as 
quoted  briefly  above,  and  to  repeat 
further  is  unnecessary.  It  is  need- 
less also  to  cite  again  the  familiar 
illustrations  of  the  extended  use  of 
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ihe  name  as  found  in  Cliristmas- 
Tose,  the  gipsy-rose,  the  Japan-rose, 
and  a  score  of  other  flowers,  not 
one  of  which  is  a  rose  in  the  strict 
4uid  absolute  sense.  To  a  consider- 
able extent  the  two  names,  rose 
and  lily,  haye  indeed  been  eon- 
yertible.  One  of  the  mediseval  ap- 
pellations of  the  great  white,  or 
Madonna,  or  Annunciation  lily, 
was  Bosa  Junonis. 

If  aDy  flower  be  pointed  to  in 
the  1st  Epistle  of  Peter,  v.  4,  in  the 
phrase,  an  **  amaranthine  chaplet," 
'translated  in  the  Authorized  Version, 
*'  a  crown  of  glory  that  fadeth  not 
away,"  it  would  doubtless  be  one 
of  those  which  to-day  are  called 
^veilastings.   The  species,  of  course. 


is  wholly  a  matter  of  conjecture. 
If  one  more  than  another  has  a 
claim,  perhaps  it  would  be  the 
Gnaphatium  stwcluiij  which  in  Dies- 
corides  appears  to  be  intended  by 
'*  elichryson  or  chrysanthemon." 

The  **  Ros©  of  Sharon,"  so  called, 
of  the  gardens,  it  may  be  well  to 
add,  is  not  a  rose  at  all,  and  has 
no  definite  connection  with  the 
Holy  Land.  The  botanists  call  it 
Hypericum  catycinum.  The  **Itose 
of  Jericho,"  so  called,  is  a  native 
of  Palestine,  but  this  again  is  a 
rose  only  in  name,  being  one  of 
the  natural  order  Cruciferos,  and 
unlike  a  rose  in  every  particular, 
both  of  habit  and  inflorescence. 

Leo  H.  Grdtdon. 


THE   BANNER-BEARER    OF 
"OLAF   THE    SAINT." 


Thord  Folason  carried  King  Olaf's  flag — 

Not  the  man  tu  loiter  or  lag  ! 

However  they  hurried  who  bore  the  brunt 

O'  the  battle,  there  was  Thord  in  front ; 

Not  the  man  to  loiter  or  lag 

Was  Thord,  the  bearer  of  Olafs  flag. 


Great  joy  of  the  onset  Folason  had 
As  banner-bearer  at  Stiklestad  : 
Mighty  and  free  was  his  battle-play, 
OleaviDg  and  clearing  an  onward  way. 
Not  the  man  to  loiter  or  lag 
Was  Thord,  who  carried  King  Olaf 's  flag. 
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He  got  a  fierce  thrust  in  the  thick  of  the  fight, 
Struck  back,  and  felt  'twas  suddenly  night ; 
And  he  saw  no  longer  to  clear  a  space. 
Then  his  spirit  flew  out  in  the  enemy^s  face  ! 
Never  the  man  to  loiter  or  lag 
Was  Thord,  the  bearer  of  Olaf  s  flag. 

He  gathered  his  last  remaining  strength, 
As  he  went  down  on  the  field  full-length  ; 
Biting  his  lip  and  holding  his  breath — 
'Twas  his  last — he  fell  all  his  weight  in  death. 
Never  the  man  to  loiter  or  lag 
Was  Thord,  who  carried  King  Olafs  flag. 

He  fell,  and  in  falling  stuck  fast  in  the  ground 

His  banner,  a-waving  to  all  around. 

Bearing  the  battle  up,  beckoning  on. 

To  keep  them  abreast  of  it  when  he  was  gone  ! 

Never  the  man  to  loiter  or  lag 

Was  Thord,  the  bearer  of  Olafs  flag. 

When  the  battle  was  over  at  last. 
And  Thord,  still  a  leader  in  death,  had  passed, 
They  found  his  body,  with  teeth  through  lip. 
His  flag-staff  clenched  as  fast  in  his  grip. 
Stemming  the  tide  like  a  fallen  crag  ; 
Living  or  dead  he  upheld  the  flag  ! 

Gk&ald  Massbt. 
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THE  BASIS  OF  IRISH  NATIONALISM. 


Those  who  believe  in  tlie  efficacy 
of  good  intentioxis  and  fair  dealing 
most  at  times  almost  despair  of 
Ireland.  The  last  and  greatest 
reforms  in  her  laws  have  been  fol- 
lowed, not  by  gratitude  or  con- 
tentment, but  by  an  outbreak  of 
impracticability  of  the  most  wide- 
^read  and  disagreeable  character. 
ljirou|^hout  the  three  southern 
provinces  members  are  almost 
universally  returned  pledged  to 
support  Home  Rule.  What  the 
people  expect  from  this  shibboleth 
it  is  not  very  easy  to  xmderstand. 
Eveiy  one  laughs  or  sneers  at  the 
movement  in  private  life,  and  in 
spite  of  it  the  logic  of  events  daUy 
Imits  Ireland  more  closely  to 
England.  To  do  the  Home  Bulers 
in  Parliament  bare  justice  they 
seem  deeply  impressed  with  the 
absurdity  of  their  own  position. 
Messrs.  Biggar  and  Pamell  are 
consistent.  In  order  to  further 
Separatist  views  they  do  their  best 
to  make  joint  government  impos- 
sible. Thffj  will  not  succeed, 
though  their  tactics  may  kill  a  few 
Government  officials ;  but  they 
make  things  very  xmpleasant. 
Irishmen  do  not  like  to  be  ob- 
noxious to  those  with  whom  they 
associate.  In  this  respect  at 
least  Mr.  Butt  is  a  representa- 
tive man.  The  most  genial  of 
revolutionary  leaders,  he  has  taken 
pains  to  point  out  that  the 
intrainiigente$  of  Cavan  and  Meath 
are  no  officers  of  his.  But  the 
revolutionists  who  live  in  Ireland 
are  not  satisfied.  The  farmer  may 
be  natarally  Gonservative,  but  he 


is  Commimistic  as  regards  his 
landlord's  property.  The  Fenian, 
whether  he  has  been  in  prison  or 
not,  hates  the  British  Government^ 
hates  the  Crown,  hates  the  Prince 
of  Wales  and  the  rest  of  the  Eoyal 
Family,  hates  everybody  and  every- 
thing connected  in  the  remotest 
degree  with  the  Saxon  oppressor. 
The  Ultramontane  stands  by  and 
smiles.  He  knows  that  it  would 
not  be  well  with  him  were  an  agra- 
rian republic  to  take  the  place  of 
the  Constitution.  His  object  is  to 
keep  England  on  hands,  to  touch 
her  awakened  conscience  by  appeals 
to  a  toleration  of  which  he  himself 
has  not  the  faintest  conception. 
His  best  card  is  the  bloody  hoof  of 
the  Saxon.  Were  that  withdrawn 
finally  he  would  have  to  deal,  like 
his  congener  in  other  parts  of  the 
world,  with  the  disciples  of  Voltaire 
in  annually  increasing  numbers. 
Those  Protestants  who  were  unable 
to  leave  Ireland  might  cease  to  be 
odious  when  they  were  no  longer 
identified  with  England.  For  the 
Ultramontane's  purposes  **  Home 
Rule"  is  an  admirable  contriv- 
ance. Every  sore  is  kept  open 
and  in  the  highest  state  of  irrita- 
tion. Nothing  practicable  is  sug- 
fested,  and  therefore  nothing  can 
e  done.  But  the  discontented 
farmer  sees  that  his  wrongs  are  not 
forgotten,  and  hopes  that  something 
may  come  out  of  it  all.  The  actuid 
Fenian  refuses  to  be  comforted, 
but  his  milder  sympathisers  take 
pleasure  in  the  sort  of  protest 
implied  in  voting  the  Home  Kiile 
ticket. 
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Tho  loyalty  of  Jacobites  was 
8atisiie(l  by  drinkmg  healths  with- 
out iic^hting.  And  the  ghost  of 
!RepeaI  has  a  charm  for  some  who 
care  nothing  for  recalling  it  to  life. 
The  agitation  is  likely  to  last  some 
time,  the  only  possible  gainer  being 
tho  Ultramontane,  who  fattens  upon 
these  divisions.  Yet  because  Home 
Rule  is  absurd,  we  are  not  to  sup- 
pose that  the  discontent  which 
undoubtedly  exists  in  Ireland  has 
no  foundation.  "  Irish  policy  is 
Irish  history,  and  I  have  no  faith 
in  any  statesman  who  attempts  to 
remedy  the  evUs  of  Ireland  who  is 
either  ignorant  of  the  past,  or  who 
will  not  take  lessons  from  it." 
These  are  the  words  of  tho  present 
Prime  Minister,  s}x>ken  in  the  House 
of  Commons  nine  years  ago.  To 
shew  how  the  actual  condition  of 
Ireland  is  the  direct  out-come  of  her 
history  is  tho  object  of  this  article. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  go  back  to 
the  beginning  of  things.  It  is  suf- 
ficient to  say  that  before  the  first 
Anglo-Normans  landed  the  Danes 
had  greatly  damaged  tho  Irish 
tribal  system.  The  career  of  Brian 
shews  that  the  necessity  for  unity 
was  beginning  to  be  felt.  Had 
Strongbow  never  appeared  the 
Celtic  tribes  woidd  probably  have 
followed  tho  example  of  other  peo- 
ples, and  sought  safety  in  a  king. 
The  Conquest  arrested  this  develop- 
ment, and  put  nothing  permanent 
in  its  place.  The  jecilousy  of  the 
Crown  prevented  tlie  great  feuda- 
tories from  establishing  regidar 
principalities.  The  inducements  held 
out  were  not  enough  to  keep  up  a 
continuous  influx  of  English  into 
Ireland.  Thus  Bruce  was  enabled 
to  do  as  he  pleased  for  a  long  time. 
After  his  death  the  English  autho- 
rity was  too  much  weakened  ever 
to  recover.  French  wars  occupied 
the  Kings,  and  the  contests  of  the 
iRoses,  by  causing  divisions  among 
the  Anfflo-Irish  nobles,  restored  the 
strength    of    the    natives.      The 


Geraldines  were  Yorkist*,  and  be- 
came  half  Irish.  The  more  civilised 
Butlers  were  Lancastrians.  The 
Bourkes,  living  in  a  remote  province, 
ate  of  the  Celtic  lotus,  and  forget 
their  origin.  Under  the  disguises 
of  Mac  William  Eighter,  and  Mac 
William  Oughter  it  was  hard  to  re- 
cognize the  progeny  of  Eichard  de 
Burgo.  The  O'Neills  regained 
their  authority  in  Ulster;  the 
0*Tooles,  the  O'Bymes,  and  the 
Kavanaghs  in  Leinster.  When 
England  floated  once  more  into 
calm  water  imder  Henry  Tudor, 
the  authority  of  a  Viceroy  hardly- 
extended  further  than  a  day's  ride 
from  Dublin.  The  work  had  to  be 
done  over  again. 

Tho  Yorkists  in  Ireland  espoused 
the  cause  of  both  Simnel  and  War- 
beck,  and  the  paramount  influence 
of  tho  House  of  Kildare  made  them 
formidable.  The  native  tribes  who- 
cared  for  neither  Capulet  nor  Mon- 
tagu throw  their  weight  into  the 
scale  against  the  estabhshed  Govern- 
ment. Henry  recovered  his  autho* 
rity,  but  he  found  it  convenient  to 
govern  Ireland  through  the  Kildare 
family,  as  the  only  instrument  ready 
to  his  hand.  The  most  important 
event  of  his  reign  was  the  enactment 
of  Poynings'  Law.  This  famous 
instrument  declared  all  laws  hitherto 
made  in  England  to  be  valid  in  Ire- 
land; and  provided  that  no  law 
shoidd  hereafter  bo  made  in  Ireland 
until  it  had  been  approved  by  the 
Privy  Council  in  England.  This 
Act  afterwards  had  the  most  impor- 
tant effects,  but  when  passed  it  had 
none  outside  the  Pale.  The  greater 
part  of  the  coimtry  was  not  even 
divided  into  coimties,  and  had  i)er- 
force  to  use  the  Breton  laws,  or  to 
do  without  law  altogether.  But  a 
foundation  had  been  laid.  When 
a  Viceroy  shoidd  come  who  had 
strength  to  make  his  jurisdiction 
respected,  he  woidd  have  legal 
grounds  for  what  he  might  deter- 
mine to  do. 
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In  a  famous  report  on  the  State 
of  Ireland,  Henr^'  the  £ighth  is 
informed  as  to  the  condition  of  liis 
lordship  beyond  the  Channel.  The 
lanfi^age  can  hardly  be  improved. 
**  First  of  all,  to  make  his  Grace 
understand  that  there  be  more  than 
sixty  countries,  called  Begions  in 
Ireland,  inhabited  Tnth  the  King's 
Irish  enemies  ;  some  regions  as  big 
as  a  shire,  some  more,  some  less 
unto  a  little  ;  some  as  big  as  half  a 
shire,  and  some  a  little  less  ;  TV'here 
reig^eth  more  than  sixty  Chief 
Captains,  whereof  some  calleth 
themselyes  Kings,  some  Eling's 
Peers,  in  their  language,  some 
Princes,  some  Dukes,  some  Arch- 
dukes, that  liveth  only  by  the 
sword,  and  obeyeth  to  no  other 
t^nporal  person,  but  only  to  him- 
self that  is  strong :  and  every  of 
the  said  Captains  maketh  war  and 
jieace  for  himself,  and  holdeth  by 
sword,  and  hath  imperial  jurisdic- 
tion within  his  rome,  {sic,  does 
this  mean  Home  as  imperial,  or 
simply  room?*)  and  obeyeth  to  no 
other  person,  English  nor  Irish, 
except  only  to  such  i)er8on8,  as  may 
subdue  him  by  the  sword." 

After  describing  some  of  the 
Irish  customs  the  writer  says: — 
**  There  is  more  than  thirty  great 
Captains  of  the  English  noble  folk, 
that  f oUoweth  the  same  Irish  order, 
and  keepeth  the  same  rule,  and 
every  of  them  maketh  war  and 
peace  for  himself,  without  any 
lioense  of  the  King,  or  of  any  other 
temporal  person,  save  to  him  that 
is  sbrongest,  and  of  such  that  may 
subdue  them  by  the  sword." 

As  an  illustration  of  the  truth  of 
this  statement  it  may  be  mentioned 
that  in  1504,  Gerald,  Earl  of 
Kildare,  having  married  one  of  his 
daughters  to  a  Connaught  Bourke, 
who  did  not  treat  her  well,  collected 
a  great  army  and  marohed  to  Gal- 


way.  Kildare  was  actually  Ix)i*d 
l)e2)uty,  and  the  Viceregal  authority 
was  freely  used  to  revenge?  a  purely 
private  quarrel.  At  Knocktoe,. 
eight  miles  from  Galway,  a  bloody 
battle  was  fought.  Most  of  the- 
Ulster  chiefs  were  on  the  Earl's 
side,  and  one  of  them  told  a  bishop 
who  tried  to  make  peace  to  go 
home  and  mind  liis  own  business, 
which  was  to  ^*pray  and  preach 
and  make  fair  weatlier." 

All  the  English  folk  in  IJlster 
and  Connaught ;  in  tlie  counties  of 
Cork,  Limerick,  Kilkenny,  Carlow, 
Wicklow,  and  Kerry' ;  in  the  parts^ 
of  Kildare,  Meath,  and  Ijouth  out- 
side the  Palo;  and  in  one-half  of 
"Wexford  were  **of  Irish  liabit,  of 
Irish  language,  and  Irish  condi- 
tions, except  the  cities  and  the- 
walled  to^vns." 

Nevertheless,  *'all  the  English 
folk  of  the  said  counties,  for  the 
more  part,  would  be  right  glad  to 
obey  the  King's  laws,  if  they  might 
be  defended  of  the  King  against 
the  Irish  enemies;  and  because 
they  defend  them  not,  and  the 
King's  Deputy  may  not  defend 
them,  therefon^  tliey  are  all  turned 
from  the  obeisance  of  the  King's, 
laws,  and  liveth  by  th«  sword,  after 
the  manner  of  the  Irish  enemies; 
and  though  many  of  them  obey  the 
King's  Deputy,  when  it  pleas(?th 
them,  yet  there  is  none  of  tnem  all 
that  obeyeth  the  King's  laws."  To 
such  a  point  had  nearly  tliree  cen- 
turies and  a  half  of  nominal  English 
rule  brought  the  Island  of  Saints. 

Henry  the  Eighth  destroyed  the- 
power  of  the  Kildares,  and  no- 
doubt  it  was  necessary  to  do  this 
before  law  could  be  re-established. 
How  far  the  Earl  and  his  brethren 
were  technically  guilty  may  be 
doubted.  A  little  bloodshed  more 
or  less  makes  little  difference  in  the 
reputation  of  this   King.     In   the 
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fiuppression  of  monasteries  many 
hardships  were  siiffered.  It  may, 
however,  be  noted  that  Irish  nobles 
'and  chiefs  were  quite  as  ready  to 
take  grants  of  Church  lands  as  their 
fellows  in  England.  It  will  hardly 
be  pretended  that  Pierse  Butler, 
eighth  Eaxl  of  Ormonde,  was  a  Pro- 
testant; yet  he  became  the  owner 
of  avast  share  of  the  temporalities. 
Irish  monasteries  were  not  so  rich 
as  those  in  England,  and  abuses 
were,  therefore,  less  common.  There 
is,  however,  abimdant  evidence  that 
they  were  by  no  means  free  from 
the  vices  common  to  institutions 
over  which  public  opinion  exerts  no 
influence. 

The  person  chiefly  instrumental 
in  introclucing  the  doctrine  of  the 
Royal  Supremacy  was  George 
Browne,  Archbishop  of  Dublin. 
His  position  ccinnot  have  been  an 
agreeable  one,  for  the  Primate 
Cromer  laid  a  public  curse  upon 
those  who  should  acknowledge  the 
King's  supremacy,  alleging  that  the 
Insma  Sacra  belonged  to  me  Pope, 
who  might  resume  his  grant. 
Browne's  own  conduct  was  not 
very  apostolical,  nor  calculated  to 
impress  men  favourably  with  the 
new  system.  The  splendour  of  his 
station  seems  to  have  dazzled  the 
former  friar,  and  Henry  foimd  it 
necessary  to  write  to  him,  threaten- 
ing removal  if  he  did  not  mend  his 
ways.  **  Neither,"  wrote  his  Ma- 
jesty, **  do  yo  give  your  self  to  the 
instruction  of  our  people  there  in 
the  Word  of  God,  nor  frame  your- 
self to  stand  Us  in  any  stead  for 
the  furtherance  of  our  affairs ;  such 
is  your  lightness  in  behaviour,  and 
such  is  the  elation  of  your  mind  in 
pride,  that  glorying  in  foolish  cere- 
monies, and  delighting  in  We  and 
Us,  in  your  dream  comparing  your- 
self so  near  to  a  prince  in  honour 
and  estimation,  that  all  virtue  and 
honesty  is  almost  banished  from 
you." 

If  Henry's  ecclesiastical  arrange- 


ments were  not  very  successful,  he 
made,  neverthess,  considerable  pro- 
gress in  re-asseriking  his  authority 
m  Ireland  generally.  The  Act  of 
Absentees  re-entitled  the  Crown  to 
vast  districts  in  the  South.  Most  of 
the  native  chiefs  submitted  formally. 
O'Neill,  O'Brien,  and  MacWiUiam 
became  earls;  McGilpatrick  and 
another  O'Brien  received  baronies. 
Irregular  circuits  were  again  made, 
in  which  hang^g  was  a  prominent 
feature.  But  no  permanent  pro- 
vision was  made  for  civilizing  the 
country.  There  was  even  some 
movement  backward,  for  the  Abbeys 
of  Mellif ont  and  St.  Mary's,  Dublin, 
which  had  been  great  educational 
establishments  for  youths  and 
maidens  of  the  upper  classes,  were 
abolished,  and  nothing  was  devised 
to  fill  their  places. 

In  the  reign  of  Edward  the  Sixth 
the  Puritan  wave  flowed  over  a 
great  part  of  Ireland.  But  the 
people  were  not  convinced,  nor  were 
the  right  means  taken  to  conciliate 
them.  Even  in  Christ  Church 
Cathedral,  Browne  and  Dean  Lock- 
wood  were  imwilling  to  risk  a 
tumult  by  consecrating  Bale  Bishoj) 
of  Ossory  with  the  new  rites.  Bale, 
however,  was  firm,  and  he  lost  no 
time  in  shewing  that  he  was  not  a 
sinocurist.  His  zeal  and  learning 
make  Iiim  more  than  respectable, 
but  he  can  hai'dly  be  credited  with 
much  of  the  serpent's  wisdom.  Knox, 
who  had  the  people  with  him,  might 
use  strong  language ;  but  Bale  found 
no  better  way  of  recommending 
liimself  to  the  men  of  Kilkenny 
than  by  ridiculing  the  sacrificial 
wafer  as  a  "white  6od,"  by  talking 
of  "  idolatry,"  or  by  such  sentences 
as  "  mark  the  blasphemous  blind-* 
ness  and  wilful  obstinacy  of  this 
beastly  Papist ! " 

Yet  Bale  was  earnest  and  honest, 
and  the  more  decorous  Protestant 
ecclesiastics — ^they  were  but  few — 
in  Edward's  reign  were  not  remark- 
able for  any  of  the  qualities  which 
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one  might  suppose  proper  to  the 
founders  of  a  refonned  Church. 
Among  the  people  the  new  doctrines 
had  not  made  the  smallest  progress. 

Five  married  hishops  were  de- 
fkrived  by  Mary,  and  the  Mass  was 
every  where  restored  amid  general 
rejoicing.  But  the  grantees  of 
Abbey  land  did  not  make  restitu- 
tion ;  and  this  Catholic  Queen  made 
^resh  grants  as  easily  as  her  prede- 
cessors. The  late  Charles  Butler 
quotes,  with  approvaly  from  Pamell's 
"  Historical  Apology  for  the  Irish 
Catholics"  as  follows: — '* Though 
the  religious  feelings  of  the  Irish 
Catholics,  and  their  feelings  as 
men,  had  been  treated  with  very 
little  ceremony  during  the  two  pre- 
ceding reigns,  they  made  a  wise 
and  moderate  use  of  their  ascen- 
dency. They  entertained  no  re- 
aentment  for  the  past ;  they  laid  no 
^ans  for  future  domination.  The 
Irish  Roman  Catholics  bigots ! ! 
The  Irish  Boman  Catholics  are  the 
only  sect  that  ever  resiuned  power 
without  exercising  vengeance." 

Mr.  Pamell  wrote  with  tlie 
laudable  object  of  having  political 
disabilities  removed  from  the  Ho- 
man  Catholics  of  his  own  day ;  he 
can  have  Ioiot^ti  very  little  about 
the  days  of  Queen  Mary.  The  fact 
is  that  there  were  no  Irish  Pro- 
testants to  exercise  vengeance  upon. 
Bale  had  to  fly  for  his  life.  His 
less  remarkable  brethren  wore 
deprived.  The  official  clique  in 
Dublin  knew  their  places  better 
than  to  profess  any  religion  except 
the  Queen's.  Some  English  Pro- 
testants took  refuge  in  Dublin  from 
the  Marian  persecution,  and  pre- 
parations were  being  made  to  follow 
-them  np  when  the  Queen  died. 
Her  civil  policy  had  been  even  more 
anti-Irish  than  that  of  her  father 
and  brother.  War  with  the  O'Neills 
went  <m  as  usual,  and  the  Lord 
Deputy  Sussex  burned  the  Cathe- 
dnu  of  Azmagh,  the  imdoubted 
CSstholieitjr  of  which  did  not  coun- 


terbalance the  crime  of  Iming 
situated  in  the  rebels'  countrj'. 
More  important,  as  being  the 
beginning  of  a  new  era,  was  the 
treatment  of  the  O'Mores  and 
O'Connors.  They  were  repressed 
with  the  utmost  rigour,  and  their 
lands  divideil  among  English  set- 
tlers. Tlie  King's  and  Queen's 
Coimties,  the  towns  of  Maryborough 
and  Philipsto^^-n,  still  perpetuate 
the  memory  of  the  Catholic  King 
and  liis  devout  vnie.  It  was  Mary, 
and  not  Elizabeth,  who  made  the 
lirst  military  colonies  in  Ireland  in 
modem  times. 

The  form  of  the  Anglican  Estab- 
lislmient  was  restored  with  the  new 
reign,  but  Elizabeth  had  no  idea  of 
imperilling  t'lie  Eoyal  authority  by 
allomng  the  clergy  to  wield  it. 
She  saw  that  to  reach  the  people  it 
was  necessary  to  approacli  tliem  in 
their  own  language.  But  few 
l>reacliers  were  found  who  woidd 
take  the  trouble  to  do  tliis.  Where 
a  fit  man  appeared  he  was  i)ro- 
moted.  Robeiii  Daly,  an  Irishman 
who  became  attached  to  the  re- 
forme<l  doctrines,  was  made  Bishop 
of  Kildare.  The  experiment  was 
not  encouraging ;  for  the  neigh- 
bouring tribes,  wlio  probably  re- 
garded him  as  a  traitor  as  well  as 
an  apostate,  burned  him  out  of 
house  and  home  tliree  times.  The 
representative  man,  however,  is  not 
Daly,  but  Adam  Ix)ftus.  This 
prelate  began  as  a  friend  of  Cart- 
wright.  When  he  found  his  old 
connections  likely  to  interfere  with 
liis  Court  favour,  he  disclaimed  all 
s}Tnpatliy  witli  the  Puritans.  No 
doubt  an  archbishop  woidd  look  at 
things  somewhat  differently  from 
simi)le  **Mr.  Lofthouse."  Chilled 
by  the  iU-success  of  his  ministra- 
tions, he  at  one  time  wished  to 
return  to  England.  But  the  love 
of  money  became  stronger  than  the 
love  of  ease.  He  was  laudably 
anxious  for  a  college  in  Dublin. 
When  Sir  John  Perrot  ]jto^^e3L\.o 
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found  one,  and  partially  endow  it 
from  the  archiepiscopal  revenues, 
Loftus  objected;  and  the  rancour 
with  which  he  pursued  Perrot 
hastened  the  fate  of  that  honest 
but  ill- judging  governor.  In  more 
peaceful  tunes  Trinity  College  was 
at  last  founded,  and  the  Archoishop 
took  much  credit  for  the  achieve- 
ment. The  money  was  foimd  by 
the  Corporation  of  Dublin.  The 
state  of  the  Church  in  Ireland 
during  the  whole  of  Elizabeth's 
reign  is  one  of  the  most  lament- 
able spectacles  imaginable.  The 
revenues  were  enjoyed,  though  not 
very  peacefully,  by  those  whom  the 
people  could  not  imderstand,  who 
spoke  in  a  foreign  language  and 
behaved  in  a  foreign  way.  Mean- 
while, Jesuits  and  friars  swarmed 
everywhere.  The  counter-Reforma- 
tion had  set  in.  Instead  of  the 
lazy  and  often  immoral  monks  who 
had  once  vegetated  on  the  fairest 
spots  of  the  island,  an  earnest  and 
austere  band  of  devotees  supplied 
the  spiritual  wants  of  a  popiuation 
always  much  dependent  on  religious 
consolations.  In  Henry  the  Eighth's 
time  a  friar  had  been  hung  at 
Waterford  for  thieving.  That  age 
had  passed  away.  Waterford  and 
the  other  towns  remained  pro- 
foundly Catholic  throughout  Eliza- 
beth's reign.  What  the  Anglican 
Establishment  was  in  1869  that  it 
was  in  1569,  the  Church  of  the 
English  settler  and  the  English 
official. 

The  civil  policy  of  Elizabeth  was 
bolder.  The  idea  was  to  treat  the 
peoi)le  generally  f aii'ly,  but  to  break 
the  power  of  the  chiefs.  Great 
pains  were  taken  to  make  the  Royal 
title  to  the  land  as  valid  as  possible. 
The  chiefs  were  then  called  upon 
to  surrender  their  tribal  supremacy, 
and  to  receive  **  estates"  by  knight- 
service.  It  was  forgotten  that  the 
feudal  tenure  was  not  understood 
by  the  natives,  and  that  the  tribal 
leader  could  not  be  converted  into 


a  tenant  in  tail  without  great  in- 
justice. The  Sept  had  the  right  to 
choose  its  head,  and  an  elective- 
owner  of  an  estate  was  quite  im2)os- 
sible.  The  hereditament,  such  as  it 
was,  and  it  was  not  from  father  to 
son  but  from  worthiest  to  worthiest, 
was  in  the  chief's  office,  and  not  in 
his  person.  There  wa«  thus  a  direct 
conflict  of  laws.  The  Celtic  tenure, 
with  its  elections,  its  peculiar  gavel- 
kind, its  exactions  and  services,  was. 
a  **lewd  custom"  to  the  English 
lawyers  and  politicians.  The  Com- 
mon Law,  with  its  superior  certainty 
and  order,  was  to  the  native  a 
machinery  for  ousting  him  ;  a  mere- 
device  of  the  foreign  oppressor,  who 
first  used  the  sword  to  seize  other 
meh's  goods,  and  then  affixed  a 
stamp  declaring  that  they  were  his. 
own. 

When  the  tenants  of  the  Crown 
so  little  understood  their  own  posi- 
tion, forfeitures  were  of  course 
numerous.  It  was  proposed  to  sub- 
stitute English  landlords  for  tho 
native  chiefs,  and  to  give  them  such 
jurisdiction  as  to  enable  them  to 
hold  their  own.  A  number  of 
English  tenants  and  labourers  wero 
to  follow.  The  country  was  thinly 
peopled.  There  was  room  for  all. 
It  was  hoped  that  the  new-comers, 
would  introduce  the  arts  of  peace 
and  thus  gradually  spread  the  taste 
for  settled  and  civilised  life.  Tho 
early  experiments  failed  utterly. 
Sir  Thomas  Smith  lost  his  son  in 
Down,  and  gained  no  principality. 
Walter,  Ean  of  Essex,  was  quit& 
discomfited  in  Antrim,  and  when 
driven  to  desperation  committed 
cruelties  wliich  have  left  dark  stainfr 
on  a  noble  name.  The  Munster 
imdei-takers,  who  received  portions 
of  the  vast  Desmond  territory,  were 
somewhat  more  fortunate.  The- 
country  was  better  understood,  and 
long  wars  had  reduced  the  power 
of  the  Irish.  But  very  few  of  tho 
undertakers  carried  out  their  agree- 
ments.   Boyle  was  the  great  ezoep- 
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tion.  '  In  the  next  reign  he  became 
poflseflBed  of  vast  estates,  and  liis 

Slantations  may  be  traced  to  this 
ay  by  the  comparatively  large 
number  of  Protestants.  In  general, 
Monster  was  apportioned  at  the  end 
of  Elizabeth's  reign  much  as  it  is  at 
present.  The  landowners  were  for 
the  most  part  Protestants  of  English 
race,  and  they  had  a  few  tenants  of 
similar  origin.  The  mass  of  the 
people  remained  Catholic.  All  sub- 
sequent wars  and  revolutions  only 
tended  to  widen  this  division 
between  the  owners  and  the  occu- 
piers of  land. 

If  the  Elusabethans  failed  in 
Anglicanising  the  religion,  or 
feudalising  the  land  of  Ireland, 
they  succeeded  better  in  another 
direction.  The  military  conquest 
of  the  island  was  complete.  Con- 
stant wars,  giving  rise  to  an  almost 
fabulous  amount  of  misery,  gradu- 
ally tightened  the  grasp  of  the 
Grown.  New  shires  were  made, 
new  posts  fortified,  harbours  sur- 
veyed and  explored,  maps  con- 
structed, and  passes  made  through 
some  of  the  less  accessible  districts. 
But  the  struggle  with  Spain  occu- 

S'ed  Elizabem's  time  and  strength. 
i  fairness  she  cannot  be  judged 
entirely  by  her  Irish  policy.  That 
same  Philip  who  was  trying  to 
have  her  assassinated,  those  Popes 
who  excommunicated  her,  were  con- 
stantly intriguing  ^4th  the  Irish. 
Towards  the  end  of  her  reign  she 
breathed  more  freely.  Mary  Stuart 
was  gone,  and  a  host  of  dangers 
were  buried  with  her.  The  Anuada 
had  been  shattered  to  atoms.  Erei^t 
and  triimiphant  after  sucli  pciils, 
she  was  able  to  exert  her  full 
strength  in  Ireland.  8i<lney,  and 
Perrot,  and  Ormonde  had  shewn 
what  could  be  done  with  insufficient 
fozoes.  Mount  joy  and  Carew  fell 
Qpoa  happier  days,  and  with  tlie 
njidle  power  of  England  to  back 
ihem  they  oonquered  Ireland  once 
and  for  erer.    The  tribal  system 


was  torn  in  oieces.  In  future  when 
Irishmen  rebelled  they  made  war 
like  other  people,  enrolled  in  regi- 
ments, and  officered  by  men  who 
might  be  chiefs  by  blood,  but  who 
had  learned  the  art  of  war  abroad. 
We  who  know  many  of  their 
most  secret  thoughts  are  quite  aware 
that  Elizabeth  herself  and  many  of 
her  counsellors  were  actuated  by  the 
best  motives.  But  the  Irish  coidd 
not  be  expected  to  see  this.  They 
felt  that  tneir  lands  were  slipping 
away  from  them,  that  their  Church 
was  proscribed,  that  their  most 
trusted  leaders  coidd  not  visit  the 
Court  without  running  the  risk  of 
a  long  stay  in  the  Tower.  And 
war  was  sometimes  conducted  in  a 
very  barbarous  way.  The  massacre 
of  Eathlin,  wliich  Mr.  Fronde  has 
so  graphically  descnbed,  called 
forth  no  words  of  blame  from 
Sidney,  the  greatest  of  Irish 
Governors.  The  guilt  of  attempting 
to  poison  Shane  O'Neill  must  rest 
upon  Sussex  only,  but  Elizabeth 
did  not  view  it  with  tlio  horror 
which  would  have  best  bocoiiio  her. 
The  judicial  murder  and  torture  of 
Archbishop  O'Hurley,  at  which  the 
official  Archbisliop  presided,  was 
not  likely  to  make  Protestant- 
ism popular.  Irish  public  opinion 
stigmatized  tlio  great  Queen  as 
Jezebel,  and  was  ready  to  hope  for 
something  better  from  her  successor. 
James  encouraged  these  expecta- 
tions at  first.  He  reminded  tho 
Irish  that  they  were  of  the  same 
race  as  his  own  country-men.  This 
speculation,  which  of  course  was 
only  true  of  the  Highlanders,  suited 
his  pedantic  liumour,  and  was  not 
without  some  effect  upon  a  peoplo 
always  mucli  given  to  retrospection. 
Tlie  Catholic  towns  of  Munster 
caught  at  this  straw  to  justify  their 
restoration  of  the  Mass.  They  were 
quickly  imdeceived.  The  doctrine  of 
the  Royal  Supremacy  was  asserted 
and  enforced  with  a  directne^j* 
which    Elizabeth's    wiBdom    \v»lv5l 
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avoided.  Tlie  usurped  authority 
of  the  Star  Chamber  was  strained 
to  the  utmost  to  crush  even  private 
individuals  who  preferred  a  Pope 
in  Borne  to  a  Pope  in  London. 
New  boroughs  were  created  to 
secure  a  Protestant  majority.  Again 
the  King  used  words  which  were 
interpreted  in  favour  of  tolei^ation, 
and  then  hastened  to  disavow  the 
sense,  though  he  could  not  deny 
the  soimd.  Sir  John  Davj-s,  who 
was  the  principal  legal  instriunent 
of  James,  seems  to  have  thought 
that  proclamations  and  Acts  of 
Parliament  could  do  anjrthing.  He 
had  no  conception  of  the  strength 
of  religious  feelings  among  the 
poor,  who,  ha^dng  little  to  hope 
or  fear  from  the  princes  of  this 
world,  are  all  the  more  deter- 
mined to  keep  open  what  they 
believe  to  be  the  road  to  eternal 
life.  Priests  swarmed  everywhere 
and  were  almost  immolested,  not 
owing  to  any  good-will  of  the 
Government,  but  to  its  want  of 
l)Ower.  Meanwhile,  Anglican  in- 
cimibents  could  scarcely  shew  them- 
selves in  public  except  in  garrison 
towns.  Haids  upon  the  monastic 
houses  in  Dublin  irritated  without 
destroying.  There  were  some  men 
who,  having  known  Ireland  all 
their  lives,  did  not  share  the  rosy 
optimism  of  Davys.  Sir  Gheorge 
Carew  paid  his  last  visit  to  the 
country  in  1611.  He  saw  that 
peace  had  brought  prosperity,  and 
that  there  was  a  fair  outward  show. 
But  he  also  saw  that  long  enforced 
quiet  would  allow  the  conquered 
natives  to  revive,  and  that  their 
children,  being  sent  abroad  for 
education,  would  furnish  leaders 
very  superior  to  those  with  whom 
he  had  nad  to  contend  in  his  fight- 
ing days.  He  adds  that  "they 
have  the  same  bodies  they  overbad, 
and  therein  they  had  and  have 
advantage  of  us."  He  foresaw  that 
there  would  be  a  new  and  more 
terrible    rebellion    than  any  that 


he  had  seen.  "The  quarrel," 
he  says,  "  for  the  which  they  rebel 
will  be  under  the  veil  of  religion 
and  liberty,  than  which  notliing  is 
esteeme<l  so  i>recious  in  the  hearts 
of  men."  Carew  did  not  live  to 
see  the  day  of  retribution,  but  it 
came  not  long  after  his  death,  and 
his  predictions  wore  then  amjily 
justified.  The  men  of  1G41  were 
still  young  enough  to  remember  tlie 
lands  which  had  once  been  their 
own. 

The  settlement  of  Ulster  was 
tainted  by  the  same  injustice  which 
had  underlain  the  colonising  schemes 
of  Elizabeth.  Technical  law  was 
freely  used  to  defeat  customary 
right.  The  mistake  of  granting 
huge  tracts  of  country  to  individuals 
was  generally  avoided,  and  the  sot* 
tlement  was  proportionately  suc- 
cessful. Care  was  taken  for  the 
natives,  but  the  good-Ti-ill  of  the 
GK)vemment  was  often  defeated  by 
the  ingenuity  of  Scotch  lawyers, 
who  were  ready  to  take  advantage 
of  the  prevailing  ignorance.  The 
story  of  Clive  and  Omichimd  and 
the  red  and  green  treaties  is  not 
without  counterparts  in  the  history 
of  Ulster.  No  doubt  the  tenant- 
right  custom  originated  in  great 
measure  from  the  failure  of  the 
Crown  tenants  to  grant  those  leases 
to  occupiers  which  tliey  were  bound 
by  their  titles  to  give. 

But  there  was  peace;  and  com- 
mon justice  was  fairly  executed 
between  man  and  man.  And  iu 
spite  of  the  intrigues  of  politiciana 
or  the  greediness  of  settlers,  Ireland 
prosi>ered.  It  was  not  till  Charles 
had  been  some  time  on  the  throne 
that  the  signs  of  a  coming  storm 
were  heard  once  more.  Strafford 
disturbed  all  men's  minds  by  hia 
interference  with  the  existing  titles 
to  land.  But  he  had  created  an 
army  in  which  he  trusted,  and  as 
long  as  he  retained  the  government 
no  resistance  was  possible,  ^e 
"  Ghraces  "  which  Charles  promised 
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were  of  course  never  granted,  though 
Ireland  paid  the  stipulated  price. 
Charles  is  known  now,  and  we 
wonder  at  the  credulity  of  those 
who  did  not  regard  the  word  of  a 
king  as  a  gloomy  joke.  Strafford 
departed  at  last,  carrying  with  him 
the  hatred  of  Protestant  and  Catho- 
lic alike,  regretted  only  by  such 
as  Bramhall  and  his  myrmidons. 
*•  The  Irish  Canterbury,"  as  Crom- 
well called  him,  was  quite  as  t3rran- 
nical  as  Laud,  and  very  much  less 
like  a  gentleman.  A  public  dis- 
cussion at  Belfast  between  Leslie, 
Bishop  of  Dromore,  and  some  Pres- 
bvterian  ministers  was  conducted 
fairly  enough  so  far  as  the  Bishop 
of  the  diocese  was  concerned.  But 
Bramhall,  then  Bishop  of  Deny,  was 
present,  and  interfered  frequently. 
Mr.  Hamilton,  the  principal  dis- 
putant on  the  PresbA-terian  side, 
must  hav<»  been  pleaseil  to  liear  on 
such  hijj^h  authority  tliiit  he  was  a 
"prattling  jack."  ii  **bnllru8h,"  a 
"fellow,"  a  madman  neoiling  *^  hel- 
lebore to  purge  liis  brain."  In 
answer  to  a  g^avo  tirgiuiient  as  to 
the  i>ractice  of  kni^eling  at  the 
Sacrament,  Bramhall  exclaimed, 
"  Worshij*  thou  the  Devil,  if  thou 
wilt."  Other  choicH  flowers  of 
rhetoric  may  bo  culled  from  the 
report  of  this  discussion.  At  the 
B^oration,  this  coarse  ecc;lesiasti<;al 
Jefferies  'was  sent  to  govern  the 
Church  of  Ireland. 

The  reign  of  Charles  the  First 
produced  two  of  the  brightest  orna- 
ments of  Irish  Anglicanism.  Ussher 
was  of  Irish  birth,  and  was  educated 
at  the  new  College  in  Dublin. 
Bedell  was  im|)orted  in  the  usual 
wav,  but  he  took  kindlv  to  his 
adopted  country-,  and  spent  what 
was  left  of  a  singularly  pure  and 
beautiful  life  most  devotedly  in  lier 
service.  The  light  wliich  shines 
round  his  memory  only  serves  to 
draw  attention  to  the  darkness  of 
the  sphere  in  which  he  worked. 
Thwarted  in  hie  attempts  to  teach 


the  2>eople  by  means  of  their  own 
language,  sneered  at  and  opposed 
by  venal  or  tyrannical  oSicials, 
Bedell  was  not  able  to  effect  much. 
Yet  the  people  loved  him,  and  he 
was  respected  even  by  the  clergy  of 
an  opposite  creed.  Ussher  was  too 
learned  to  be  very  practical.  Over- 
whelmed by  literary  labours  he 
gave  less  time  than  was  necessary 
to  the  very  much  needed  purging 
of  the  floor.  His  last  recorded 
words  are  a  prayer  to  be  pardoned 
for  his  sins  of  omission.  It  would 
have  been  well  if  no  positive  charge 
could  be  brought  against  him.  Un- 
fortunately it  was  he  who  procured 
the  signature  of  the  Archbishop  of 
Cashei  and  ten  Bishops  to  the  De- 
claration against  Toleration,  which 
declares  that  **to  consent  that  the 
Papists  may  freely  exercise  their 
rc^ligion,  and  profess  their  fuitli  and 
doctrine,  is  a  grievous  sin."  We 
are  so  accustoniod  to  toleration  that 
wo  are  in  danger  of  forgetting  how 
little  our  fathers  understood  it.  Not 
only  Borne,  but  each  Protestant  sect 
has  peraecuted  when  it  has  been  in 
a  2)08ition  to  do  so.  Happily  Bedell 
was  not  yet  a  bishop  when  the 
Declaration  was  signed.  It  may  be 
doubted  whether  he  would  have 
had  the  heart  to  r(»fuso  liis  asseut 
to  a  docimient  promulgated  by  a 
sui)erior  for  whom  ho  entertained 
so  gr(»at  a  reverence. 

AMien  Strafford's  iron  grasp  was 
witlidrawn,  tli(»  army  with  wliich  he 
had  hoped  to  establish  a  despotism 
was  dispersed.  The  comnion2)la('e 
men  who  succeeded  him  had  no  con- 
ception of  what  was  going  on.  Dis- 
banded soldiers  verj"  rarely  make 
good  citizens,  and  Strafford* s  were 
not  exceptional.  Carew's  prophesied 
rebellion  came  to  pass.  Dublin  Avas 
saved  by  an  accident  or  a  miracle, 
but  the  tempest  burst  all  over  Ire- 
land. At  last,  after  nine  years  of 
turmoil,  above  which  the  figures  of 
the  patient  Ormonde  and  the  im- 
perious Einuceini  are  visiVAe,  Ctoixx- 
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well's  sword  cut  the  tangle  and 
peace  was  restored.  Charles  the 
First  cannot  be  accused  of  complicity 
in  the  Irish  rebellion.  But  the 
peculiar  baseness  of  the  Glamorgan 
treaty  makes  him  one  of  the  most 
guilty  actors  in  it.  He  sent  over  a 
secret  agent  to  imdermine  liis  own 
Viceroy,  and  when  he  found  that  the 
agent's  work  had  increased  liis  own 
unpopularity,  he  disavowed  him. 
This  affair  alone  would  justify  the 
men  who  said  that  a  constitutional 
monarchy  was  impossible  with  such 
a  monarch. 

The  chief  blot  upon  Cromwell's 
name  is  of  course  Drogheda.  There 
are  some  who  think  that  a  great 
man  can  do  no  wrong,  and  who 
defend  him.  No  defence  is  possible 
unless  the  end  shall  be  held  to 
justify  the  means.  But  there  is  a 
palliation  to  be  foimd  in  the  prac- 
tice of  the  age.  Catholic  generals 
were  not  a  whit  more  merciful, 
either  in  France  or  German}',  and 
they  were  generally  incomparably 
less  wise.      Even   in   Ireland,   the 

Sroceedings  of  Rosen  before  Lon- 
onderry  were  quite  as  cruel  as 
Cromwell's  at  Drogheda.  And 
Eosen  acted  forty  years  later,  and 
in  cold  blood.  The  Protector's 
civil  policy  was,  as  Macaulay  says, 
'*  able,  straightforward,  and  cruel." 
Had  it  been  persevered  in,  Ireland 
would  have  flourished,  with  the 
Protestants  in  possession  of  three- 
fourths  of  the  island ;  and  Catholi- 
cism maintaining  itself,  like  Dissent 
in  Wales,  in  the  most  remote  and 
least  fertile  province. 

The  Restoration  Qt)vemment  fell 
between  two  stools.  It  neither  re- 
versed Cromwell's  2)lan  nor  carried 
it  out.  The  natural  Protestantism 
of  the  colonists  was  repressed  and 
Anglicanism  restored.  The  Catholic 
religion  was  winked  at,  the  disso- 
lute and  cowardly  King  not  daring 
to  protect  boldly  those  with  whom 
he  sympathized.  But  those  who 
had  fought,  nominally  at  least,  for 


the  father,  did  not  get  back  their 
lands  from  the  son.  The  Crom- 
wellians  had  taken  too  linn  a  hold 
of  them.  And  in  the  multitude  of 
broken  gentlemen  and  of  farmers 
reduced  to  labourers  the  materials 
for  another  first-rate  conflagration 
were  prepared. 

Petty,  who  wrote  imder  Charles 
the  Second,  and  whose  authority 
is  extremely  high,  owing  to  the 
experience  he  had  gained  in  the 
Down  survey  no  less  than  to  his 
insight  and  veracity,  has  given  a 
very  clear  account  of  Ireland  at  this 
time.  It  deserves  to  be  studied  by 
those  who  think  Irishmen  radically 
different  from  other  people. 

**  Their  lazing  {sic)  seems  to  me 
to  proceed  rather  from  want  of 
emploATuent  and  encouragement  to 
work  than  from  the  natural  abun- 
dance of  phlegm  in  their  bowels 
and  blood ;  for  what  need  they  to 
work  who  can  content  themselves 
with  potatoes,  whereof  the  labour 
of  one  man  can  feed  forty.  .  .  . 
when  they  can  build  a  house  in 
three  days.  .  •  .  Why  should 
they  breed  more  cattle,  since  'tis 
penal  to  import  them  into  England? 
Why  should  they  raise  more  com- 
modities, since  there  are  not  mer- 
chants sufficiently  stocked  to  take 
them  of  them,  nor  provided  with 
other  more  foreign  commodities,  to 
give  in  exchange  for  them  ?  And 
how  should  merchants  have  stock 
since  trade  is  prohibited  and  fettered 
by  the  statutes  of  England  ?  And 
why  should  men  endeavour  to  get 
•states,  where  the  legislative  power 
is  not  agreed  upon,  and  where  tricks 
and  words  destroy  natural  right  and 
property  ?  " 

Here  we  have  the  economical 
history  of  Ireland  from  the  Restora- 
tion to  the  Union.  Petty  declares 
strongly  the  necessity  of  a  united 
legislature.  He  had  seen  the  ad- 
vantage of  Cromwell's  short-lived 
Union,  and  he  very  truly  says  that 
there   is   no  reason   why  Ireland 
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should  be  separate  any  more  than 
the  tranB-Trentine  counties  of  Eng- 
land. But  Petty's  advice  had  no 
effect  against  the  dead  weight  of 
commerdial  jealous^'  and  the  influ- 
ence of  that  class  of  politicians 
which  in  every  age  sets  '*  English 
interests "  above  natural  justice. 
When  the  question  of  prohibiting 
the  importation  of  Irish  cattle  came 
before  the  House  of  Lords,  Shaftes- 
bury maintained  **  that  if  this  Bill 
did  not  j)ass,  all  the  rents  in  Ireland 
would  nse  in  a  vast  proportion,  and 
those  in  England  fall  as  much ;  so 
that  in  a  year  or  two  the  Duke  of 
Qnnond  would  have  a  greater 
revenue  than  the  Earl  of  North- 
umberland.'^ 

•  *  Which, "  sajTS  Clarendon,  *  *  made 
a  visible  impression  on  many,  as  a 
thing  not  to  be  endured."  Achi- 
tophel  must  have  laughed  in  his 
sleeve  while  using  such  an  argu- 
ment as  this. 

Petty  calculated  that  there  were 
l,l(K),000  inhabitants  in  Ireland  in 
1672.  Of  these  800, 000  were  Papists, 
200,000  Presb^-terians  and  Protes- 
tant sectaries,  and  100,000  ''le^l 
Protestants."  Yet  this  miserable 
minority  oppressed  all  the  others. 
The  Presbyterians  fared  no  better 
than  the  Catholics,  and  they  liad 
not  even  the  broken  reed  of  Charles's 
sjiiupathies  to  lean  u})on.  I^eslie, 
Bishop  of  Eaphoe,  imprisoned  four 
ministers  tor  six  years,  without  trial, 
because  they  neglected  to  appear 
before  his  court.  Nor  was  this  case 
by  any  means  singidar,  the  '*old 
rusty  tool  "  of  the  Act  of  Supremacy 
being  freely  used  against  the  men 
who  hadi>reserved  Ireland  to  Eng- 
land. How  far  the  rebellion  had 
helped  the  Catholics  may  be  judged 
from  Petty's  calcidation — and  he 
most  have  known — as  to  the  reli- 
^^n  of  landowners.  According 
to  him,  out  of  7,500,000  of  Irish 
acres  of  fertile  land  in  Ireland 
more  than  five  millions  belonged  to 
the  Oatholice  at  the  beginning  of 


1641,  At  Christmas,  1672,  after 
the  Court  of  Claims  had  sat,  the 
proportions  were  more  than  re- 
versed, the  Catholics  having  about 
two  millions  and  a  quarter,  the 
Church  and  the  Protestants  all  the 
rest. 

Once  more,  under  James  the 
Second,  the  Catholics  got  the  upper 
hand.  Macaiday  has  told  the 
world  what  use  they  made  of  their 
ascendency.  One  does  not  blame 
them  ;  but  neither  can  one  wonder 
at  the  reprisals  which  the  victorious 
Protestants  exacted.  For  a  moment 
William  the  Third  maintained  some 
show  of  just  government.  But 
when  he  was  gone  the  mingled 
bigotry  and  timidity  of  the  nmng 
caste  were  allowed  to  have  free 
vent.  It  is  true  that  the  keenest 
of  intellects  did  not  share  their 
fears.  Swift  believed  that  a  rising 
of  the  Catholics  against  the  Pro- 
testants was  as  little  to  be  appre- 
hfjnded  as  a  rising  of  the  women 
against  the  men.  Swift's  bigotry, 
or  whatever  it  was,  was  oc<;upi<Kl 
in  reviling  the  Presb^'terians.  Yet 
the  mass  of  the  people,  utterly 
beaten  as  thoy  were,  remained  true 
to  their  religion.  Berkeley,  when 
he  wished  to  get  a  hearing  from  the 
peasantry',  addressed  them  through 
the  lionmn  Catholic  clergy.  Berke- 
li'v  was  by  far  tlio  brightest  onia- 
meut  of  tlie  Irisli  Bench  in  the 
eighteenth  century,  and  was  jxt- 
sonally  much  beloved  for  his 
philantliropic  exertioiis,  whicli  knt^w 
no  distinction  of  class  or  crecMl.  He 
held  the  Tory  doctrine  of  Church 
and  State,  but  he  had  tacitly  aban- 
doned Jeremy  Taylor's  position. 
Less  than  a  century  before  tlie 
great  Anglican  doctor  had  thought 
u  **  Dissuasive  from  I^opery  "  might 
still  take  effi'ct ;  he  had  recited 
some  of  the  popidar  superstitions 
which  he  saw  about  him,  and  had 
in  all  simpli(dty  prescribed  the 
remedy.  Tlie  people  ought  to  come 
to  church  and  be  taught.    Yet  he 
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acknowledged  that  the  **  Scriptures 
and  service  were  in  an  unknown 
tongue."  He  uses  this  exi)ression 
of  the  Latin  Mass-book,  but  he  also 
said  the  Irish  ^'  understand  us  not, 
and  they  will  not  understand  us, 
neither  will  they  learn  that  they 
may  understand  and  live."  Loftus, 
Bedell,  Taylor,  Berkeley — ^they  all 
found  the  same  thing ;  and  the  last 
being  the  most  logical,  if  not  the 
greatest,  gave  up  the  hopeless  task. 
The  people  kept  firmly  to  the  old 
ways  in  religion.  But  they  had 
suffered  too  much  to  fight  for 
another  half-centurj-.  In  1745, 
when  the. Pretender  was  at  Derby, 
not  a  sword  was  drawn  in  Ireland. 
The  Irish  had  had  enough  of  the 
Stuarts. 

Mr.  Froude  has  lately  taken  the 

1>ublic  over  the  gi-ound  of  the  penal 
nws,  and  however  much  we  may 
differ  with  him  in  opinion  there  is 
no  use  in  reviewing  his  facts  here. 
Tliose  laws  were  of  two  kinds : 
tlioso  conferring  disabilities,  civil 
and  political,  of  whic^h  the  Protes- 
tant sectaries  shared  the  weight; 
and  those  directed  against  the 
(^atholics  alone.  The  former  were 
in  unison  with  the  spirit  of  the 
age ;  the  Tory  theory  was  still  \eTy 
generally  received.  The  latter  were 
peculiar,  and  were  only  too  success- 
fid.  The  object  was  to  prevent 
Catholics  from  having  estates.  By 
the  operation  of  this  eminently 
wise  code,  the  religious  and  the 
communistic  feelings  of  the  people 
are  united  against  the  Protestant 
landlords.  And  with  these  the 
national  dislike  of  England,  whence 
came  both  landlords  and  Protes- 
tantism, is  conmiingled.  Sassenagh, 
once  the  name  of  the  English 
stranger  only,  is  now  most  gene- 
rally used  to  express  a  Protestant. 
Dr.  Joyce,  one  of  the  greatest 
living  Irish  scholars,  has  pro- 
nounced this  usage  to  be  "vulgar, 
and  very  modem,"  a  fact  which 
has  a  significance  of  its  own. 


The  **  inconveniencies  of  the  Not- 
Union,"  as  Petty  expressed  it,  were 
strikingly  shewn  at  the  time  of 
Pitt's  famous  commercial  proposi- 
tions. These  would  have  given- 
Ireland  almost  complete  free  trader 
but  they  were  rejected  because  the 
fathers  of  the  utterly  impracticable 
Constitution  of  '82  chose  to  consider 
them  derogatory  to  the  indepen- 
dence of  the  new  nation.  Soon 
after  the  Bevolution  the  colony  had 
asked  for  Union,  and  had  been  re- 
fused, and  here  was  the  consequence. 
England  could  no  longer  be  just 
even  when  she  wished  it.  There  i» 
a  pamphlet  written  by  some  f  uriouff 
partisan  which  gives  Pitt's  argu- 
ments in  the  British  Parliament  in 
juxta-position  with  those  of  the 
Chief  Secretary  in  College  G-reen^ 
They  answer  each  other,  for  it  was 
Pitt's  policy  to  educate  his  Protec- 
tionist followers  by  minimising  the 
propositions;  while  Orde  had  to 
represent  them  as  of  the  greatest 
jwssible  importance,  so  as  to  induce 
tlie  Irish  patriots  to  postpone  their 
pride  to  their  interests. 

The  oppression  of  the  people  by 
the  dominant  faction  became  a 
public  scandal.  Sober  English 
travellers  openly  sympathized  with 
the  White-boys.  Arthur  Young, 
usually  so  unsentimental,  was 
moved  by  indignation  to  something^ 
like  eloquence.  It  became  the 
fashion  among  those  who  held  or 
affected  Liberal  principles  to  repre- 
sent the  Catholics  as  immaculate^ 
in  order  to  prove  that  ascendency 
was  odious.  The  Rebellion  unde- 
ceived these  well-meaning  i)€H)ple. 
It  became  clear  that,  bamy  as  th^ 
Protestants  had  used  their  powM^, 
the  Catholics  would  be  even  worse 
if  they  got  the  upper  hand.  Nor 
is  this  to  be  wondered  at.     The- 

Senal  laws  had  been  intended  to 
egrade  their  victims,  and  th^'  had 
succeeded  to  perfection.  A  Union 
became  an  absolute  necessity.  How 
the  measure  was  carried  all  the 
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woiid  knows ;  but  the  world  is  apt 
to  forget  that  the  Qt>yemment  mea- 
sures for  two  generations,  and 
more  especially  for  the  eighteen 
years  of  nominal  independence, 
had  been  all  carried  in  a  similar 
way.  Pitt  wished,  and  probably 
intended,  to  emancipate  the  Catho- 
lics at  the  same  time.  But  George 
the  Third  carried  the  day.  Neariy 
thirty  years  of  misery  were  neces- 
sary to  achieve  a  reform  which,  if 
it  had  accompanied  the  Union, 
would  have  made  men  forget  the 
means  by  which  it  was  carried. 

The  United  Irishmen  and  the 
moTements  springing  out  of  their 
organization  deserve  careful  study. 
The  tree  of  liberty,  to  use  the  slang 
of  the  da}',  was  originally  planted 
in  America,  then  transplanted  to 
France,  where  it  was  watered  "with 
the  blood  of  kings.  Tlie  natural 
and  laudable  discontent  of  the 
Irish  Catholics  was  the  lever  with 
which  Wolfe  Tone  worked.  How 
little  he  cared  for  religion  may  be 
gathered  from  his  memoirs,  in  which 
allusions  to  the  Catholic  Bisho^xs 
are  numerous  and  exceedingly  lui- 
complimentary.  He  was  a  very  able 
man,  and  no  doubt  sincere  enouc;h 
at  last.  But  it  ought  not  to  be 
forgotten  that' he  was  quite  ready 
to  give  his  ser\'ices  to  Pitt  as  a 
projector.  His  overtures  were 
neglected.  He  was  equally  ready 
to  be  a  writer  for  the  Whigs.  But 
George  Ponsonby  treated  him  as 
an  inferior,  a  useful  tool  not  to  be 
taken  into  confidence,  and  Tone 
threw  over  the  Whigs.  He  is  a 
typical  man.  Many  Irish  patriots 
are  ready  to  take  a  place  if  they 
can  get  one.  Those  who  get  places 
eaily  and  easily  seldom  become 
agitators. 

The  Waterford  election  of  1826 
jarred  upon  the  nerves  of  the  Iron 
Ihike.  He  saw  that  the  King's  Go- 
Temment  could  no  longer  be  carried 
on;  and  justice  was  done,  not  for 
its  own  sake,  but  for  fear  a  worse 


thing  might  happen.  That  sedition 
was  the  wa}*  to  get  things  out  of 
the  Government  was  already  well 
known  in  Henry  the  Eighth's  time^ 
when  Sir  James  Fitzgerald  re- 
minded his  nephew,  Silken  Thomas,, 
that  their  house  had  always  thriven 
by  rebellion  rather  than  by  loyalty. 
To  justify  the  taking  up  of  anus 
tilings  must  be  very  bad  indeed ;  but 
agitation  is  clearly  allowable  when 
there  are  great  Avrongs  to  be  re- 
dressed. Only  England  cannot 
expect  gratitude  for  favours  so» 
granted.  Since  1829  there  has. 
been  a  constant  movement  in  the 
right  direction.  All  great  griev- 
ances are  now  removed.  The 
Church  Establishment  is  gone. 
The  reform  of  the  Land  Laws  has- 
not  satisfied  the  tenants,  but  it  has 
satisfied  the  ends  of  justice.  Pro- 
bably that  is  as  much  as  Parliament 
need  care  for.  The  re-adjustmeut 
of  educational  endowments,  and  the 
reform  of  local  government  alone- 
remain.  These  are  not  matters  so 
high  as  to  be  beyond  the  capacity 
of  a  united  legislature.  Yet  it  is- 
for  such  objects  that  Home  llule  is 
demanded. 

Outside  of  tlie  Parliamentary' 
Home  Ride  party  there  is  a  great 
body  of  extreme  Nationalists  who 
want  to  get  rid  of  England  alto- 
gether. Tliey  do  not  eonmiand  the- 
situation,  for  llome,having  squeezed 
the  orange,  has  thrown  it  away. 
Fenianism  claims  to  have  disestab- 
lished the  Churc^h  and  emancipated 
the  tenant.  The  claim  must  bo 
ollowed.  England  was  not  fright- 
ened, but  she  was  aroused  to  a 
sense  of  how  deep-seated  Irish  dis- 
content was  after  all  that  had  been 
done.  Had  the  Elizabethan  states- 
men been  able  to  entertain  such 
a  conception,  they  might  have- 
goveme<l  Ireland  as  India  has  been 
since  govcn'ued.  Instead  of  that 
they  tried  the  colonising  plan,  and 
tlieir  successors  trod  the  same  path. 
Petty  proposed  to  cany  it  ivnWiftT 
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eyen  than  Cromwell.  His  notion 
was  to  transport  20,000  Irish  girls 
into  England  and  marry  them  there, 
replacing  them  by  a  like  number  of 
English  girls  who  were  to  take  Irish 
husbands.  He  gravely  saj's  that 
*  *  the  charge  of  making  the  exchange 
would  not  be  £20,000  per  annum, 
which  is  about  six  weeks'  pay  of  the 
present  or  late  armies  in  Ireland." 
Statesmen  have  not  yet  seen  their 
way  to  dispense  with  an  army  in 
Ireland.  The  descendants  of  the 
•colonists  and  of  tliose  whom  they 
•dispossessed  are  still  living  side  by 
side ;  the  problem  is  how  to  make 
them  agree  decently  together.  The 
local  politicians  exert  their  utmost 
•energies  to  make  any  such  modus 
Vivendi  impossible. 

In  tlie  late  Tipporar}'  election  the 
^claims  of  Home  Kule  and  Fenianism 
were  put  before  the  people.  The 
clergy  worked  hard.  In  one  case  a 
priest  used  physical  force  against 
An  obnoxious  ballad  singer.  A 
prominent  supporter  of  the  Nation- 
alist candidate  is  reported  to  have 
used  these  words : — 

**  Let  the  English  Government 
keep  Homo  Rme— they  did  not 
want  it.  (Cheei*s.)  That  measure 
was  a  sham !  Let  them  pass  a 
motion  in  the  House  of  Commons 
to  give  the  Irish  anus,  and  if  thoy 
did  not  get  their  rights  from  them, 
'  the  devil  a  cutler  in  Cork.'  (Cheers 
and  laughter.)  Let  tliem  give  the 
Irish  people  the  right  to  bear  arms, 
to  be  volunteers,  and  to  go  about 
Armed  as  Englishmen  are — and 
then  if  they  did  not  get  Tenant- 
right,  Denominational  Education, 
and  the  Land  Bill  settled,  *the 
devil  a  cutler  in  Cork.'  (Renewed 
laughter.)  It  was  not  the  liret 
land  question  that  was  settled  in 
Tipperary  with  the  rifle !  "  (Loud 
cheers.) 


This  is  only  a  little  more  atrocious 
than  some  other  speeches  on  the 
same  occasion. 

Mr.  Gray,  the  successful  candi- 
date, in  supporting  the  cry  for 
denominational  education,  is  re- 
ported to  have  said : — **  The  people 
of  Ireland  must  have  educational 
equality  (the  cant  phrase  for 
sectarianism),  and  to  a  certain 
extent  religious  equality  without  it 
is  a  sham.  Catholics  say,  and  I  as 
a  Protestant  hold  the}*^  have  a  per- 
fect right  to  say  it — ^f  or  my  cliildren 
happen  to  be  Catholics,  and  my 
wife  is  a  Catholic."  (Cheers  for 
Mrs.  Gra3\)  A  simple-minded 
person  in  the  crowd  called  out, 
**  And  you'll  be  one  yourself."  The 
mob  laughed.  It  may  easily  be 
imagined  how  well  Mr.  Gray  repre- 
sents the  Protestants  of  Tipperary. 
The  fact  is  that  there  are  a  few 
Home  Rule  members  of  Parliament 
who  are  Protestants.  But  they 
are  not  elected  by  those  of  their 
own  creed.  It  may  fairly  b0 
doubted  whether  there  are  a  hun- 
dred Protestant  Home  Rulers  in 
the  '  whole  island.  Protestant 
ascendency  was  bad  and  it  no 
longer  exists.  A  Parliament  in 
Dublin  woidd  mean  Catholic  ascen- 
dency, and  is  there  any  reason  to 
suppose  that  its  yoke  woidd  be  a 
light  one  ?  Not  the  slightest.  Irish 
history  tells  us  plainly  that  when- 
ever those  of  one  religion  in  Ireland 
have  had  the  power  the}'  have 
oppressed  the  others.  Agrarianism, 
Nationalism,  Lltramontanism  are 
all  united  against  the  Protestants, 
especially  against  the  Protestant 
landlords.  The  Union  must  be 
maintained  as  the  only  possible 
means  of  getting  fair  play  for  all. 

R.  Bagwell. 
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THE  DARK  HOUSE  ON  THE  MOOE. 


By  an  Old  Coxteibutor. 


It  is  a  wild  winter's  night,  and  the 
Tvan  clouds  hurry  over  the  sky,  as 
thougli  the  tempestuous  wind  that 
drives  them  were  some  cruel  and 
terrible  pursuer.  Ever  and  anon, 
.as  these  nebulous  clouds  separate 
hurriedly  and  are  again  re-formed, 
the  fitfxil  gleams  of  a  pale  moon 
<»st  their  light  upon  a  barren 
moorland. 

A  treeless,  melancholy,  and  wind- 
ravaged  waste  it  appears  at  this 
uncanny  hour,  and  by  this  vague 
iQumination.  In  all  the  space  that 
lies  within  view  there  is  only  one 
«pot  that  attracts  the  eye  with  any 
promise  of  shelter  or  human  habi- 
tation, and  even  that,  when  closely 
viewed,  is  so  dreary  and  discon- 
solate a  shelter  that  a  straying 
traveller  might  even  prefer  to  spend 
the  wild  midnight  hours  upon  the 
desolate  and  shelterless  moorland 
rather  than  go  for  hospitality  within 
its  walls.  It  is  a  little  farm-house, 
which  stands  cold  and  unprotected, 
with  foundations  which  seem  almost 
too  frail  to  withstand  the  continually 
recurring  wrath  of  the  winds  that 
attack  it.  The  outbuildings  are 
tombling  down,  the  few  animals 
are  ill-protected,  and  the  whole  of 
the  little  homestead  wears  a  melan- 
choly air  that  strikes  passers-by 
with  gloom  even  in  the  day-time, 
and  under  the  genial  light  of  the 
sun.  It  is  not  in  accordance  with 
the  sights  and  sounds  of  a  beau- 
tifol  morning,  and  impresses  the 
observer  with  the  idea  tnat  it  is  out 
cf  place,  and  that  it  contains  some- 


thing wliieh  is  antagonistic  to  tho 
gay  and  the  beautiful. 

But  now,  visible  only  by  this 
dim  and  fitfid  light,  it  bears  so 
deserted  and  terrible  an  aspect  that 
an  individuality  and  character  ap- 
peal's to  have  awakened  in  its 
ordinary  features  and  a  kind  of 
consciousness  to  have  c;onio  into 
existence  witliiu  the  inanimate 
bricks  and  mortar  that  compose 
this  unearthly-looking  abode. 

The  eye  is  attracted,  towards  this 
little  inhabited  spot  by  a  faint  but 
steady  light  which  shines  forth 
from  one  of  its  lower  windows. 
A  dim  lamp  evidently  bums  within, 
though  the  night  is  far  advanced^ 
and  in  this  lonel}'-  country  i)lace 
most  of  the  scattered  inhabitants, 
who  have  toiled  arduously  through 
the  day  for  their  w?ant  subsistence, 
have  long  since  gone  to  rest. 

By  this  lamp  tliere  sits  one  per- 
son: alone,  save  for  the  presence 
of  some  guilty  thoughts  which 
aj>pear  to  give  him  a  terrible  con- 
sciousness of  comi)any.  No  liuman 
being  is  likely  to  apj^roach  the 
house  upon  such  a  night  as  this: 
yet  he  now  and  again  glances  un- 
easily at  the  window,  which  has  no 
curtain  to  keep  out  the  chill  air : 
no  blind  to  screen  him  from  the 
heavens  without.  He  turns  some- 
times upon  his  chair  to  glance 
apprehensively  at  the  creaking 
door,  although  he  knows  that  no 
mortal  being  dwells  in  that  house 
besides  himself. 

He  appears  to  be  doing  nothing 
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which  should  make  him  ashamed — 
he  sits,  idly,  his  head  resting  \\\)ou 
his  liands,  save  when  some  appa- 
rently involuntary  action  makes 
him  start  and  gaze  around.  Why 
is  he  so  nervous — so  uneasy  ? 

He  is  himself  the  farmer  to  whom 
this  homestead  belongs :  he  is 
young,  strong,  active,  and  there  is 
abundance  of  work  upon  this  neg- 
lected land  for  a  hearty  man  to  be 
busy  at  as  soon  as  the  early  dawn 
breaks  over  the  sk}-.  Yet  he  takes 
no  rest.  He  has  toiled  all  through 
the  foregone  day  with  the  perti- 
nacity of  one  who  is  determined 
to  wrest  his  livelihood  from  the 
unwilling  and  niggardly  soil ;  and 
if  he  slept  through  these  howling 
and  uneartlily  hours  of  night,  the 
bright  morn  woidd  perchance  still 
the  unruly  tempest  and  he  miglit 
go  fortli  to  liis  labour  with  the 
friendly  sun  to  aid  and  cheer  him. 
TJie  light  for  existenc^e  which  lies 
before  tliis  inheritor  of  a  long-time 
ill-tended  and  naturally  unfruitfid 
fann  is  one  which  needs  not  only 
all  his  strength,  but  all  the  cheer- 
fulness and  hopefulness  which 
health  and  vigour  can  give  to  the 
working  man.  Why  then  is  he 
thus  wasting  in  unemployed  and 
sleepless  hours,  the  energy  which 
he  needs  for  the  morrow  ?  Here 
he  sits,  brooding — ^liis  head  in  his 
hands :  and  then  he  rises,  taking 
up  the  lamp,  and  pacing  around 
the  room  with  hurried  and  imcer- 
tain  steps,  as  though  he  looked  for 
something  yet  knew  not  where  or 
how  to  look. 

But  a  fortnight  is  passed  since 
this  solitary  yoimg  man  buried  his 
father,  the  only  relative  or  friend 
he  had  ever  had,  save  his  long-dead 
and  dimly-remembered  mother.  A 
faint  recollection  would  now  and 
then  mingle  with  his  dreams,  of  a 
gentle  face  that  had  made  his 
childhood  endurable ;  and  when  he 
was  younger  and  more  tender,  that 
fading  vision  had  sometimes  made 


him  sorrowful.  But  all  that  feeling- 
had  long  since  left  him,  and  died 
away,  in  the  years  of  hard  and  surly 
life  alone  with  his  father.  And 
now  he  had  laid  that  father  in  the- 
dark  earth,  believing  it  to  be  his- 
only  eternal  home,  without  a. 
thought  of  ^lersonal  grief,  or  even 
a  regret  for  tliis  utter  blotting-out 
of  a  life — ^this  final  deep  darkness> 
which  had  engulphed  the  indi* 
viduality  he  had  known. 

His  father  had  been  consistently 
cold  and  even  harsh  towards  him — 
perhaps  often  enough  unjust  and 
unfriendly;  yet  at  the  same  time 
he  was  the  one  solitarj'  being  to 
whom  this  young  man  had  acknow- 
ledged any  kind  of  tie  or  indebted- 
ness. But  he  neither  shed  tears, 
over  tlie  loss  of  this  sole  relative, 
or  bemoaned  the  loneliness  of  his. 
own  lot,  left,  as  he  was,  friendless 
in  this  solitary  region.  He  felt  no 
yearnings  after  the  dead  father; 
his  eyes  were  not  sleepless  with 
sorrow ;  his  body  was  not  restless 
from  grief.  No :  his  trouble  was- 
not  of  tliat  order. 

When  the  hard  old  man  lay, 
helpless  at  last,  fighting  with  death, 
and  yielding  in(*h  by  inch  to  that 
silent  but  implacable  power,  the 
son  lingered  continually Tby  his  bed- 
side. Not  to  wait  upon  liim,  or 
soothe  his  last  hours  by  any  tender 
ser\'ices,  but  for  some  purpose  of 
his  own.  He  hovered  around  him, 
his  eyes  fixed  upon  his  face:  he 
listened  eagerly  for  every  muttered 
soimd  which  came  from  the  lips  of 
the  semi-paralysed,  and  almost 
speechless  sufferer. 

It  was  the  night  before  his  death 
that  the  old  man,  with  a  suddea 
agonised  spasm,  succeeded  in  pro- 
nouncing four  distinct  words.  JBQs 
son  started  to  his  feet,  and  flew  to 
the  bedside  in  the  hope  of  obtain- 
ing something  more  than  these 
four  words :  but  they  were  the  last 
that  the  father  uttered. 

No  words  of  love  were  they,  nor 
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liope :  but  they  penetrated  to 
ry  soul  of  the  Hstening  youth, 
led  him  with  excitement, 
y  money— down  there." 
old  man's  fiery  eye  had  darted 
z  of  infinitely  cunning  intelli- 
into  the  young  man's  face  as 
ered  the  words,  and  he  seemed 
leavour  to  point,  as  though  he 
;  in  one  of  the  lower  rooms ; 
I  lay  upon  a  liard  and  uninvi- 
M>lang  bed  in  an  upper  cham- 
this  crazy  tenement. 
more  could  the  youth  gather 
the  old  man's  inarticulate 
nces,  though  he  grew  frantic 
lisappointed  desire.  The  look 
;elligence  had  vanished  for 
rom  these  dim  and  fast-closing 
no  passion  of  the  young  man 
again  bring  him  into  commu- 
3n  with  that  something  whicli 
een  his  father. 

Lsfied  of  this  ho  leaned  liis 
apon  his  hand,  and  began  to 
intently.  The  words,  imsatis- 
T  as  they  were,  afforded  him 
icient  text  for  long  and  ab- 
i  reflection. 

ighad  he  suspected  his  father 
I  sin  of  miserdom.  Long  had 
itched  and  waited,  hoping  to 
iome  certainty  of  the  fact,  and 
tain  some  clue  to  the  hiding 
;  but  he  had  been  unable  to 
rate  the  well-guarded  secret. 
s  and  days  of  suspicious  ob- 
tion  had  he  passed,  fixing  on 
ither  the  eyes  of  a  spy ;  fol- 
g  him  from  room  to  room,  and 
ing  with  g^wing  meanness  at 
rays  and  crevices ;  till  at  length 
Iream  of  hidden  gold,  which 
I  release  him  from  his  hard 
bated  labour — which  to  him 
t  freedom  and  license — ^this 
1  became  an  absorbing  idea, 
U  softer  sentiments,  all  natu- 
ffections,  were  lost  in  selfish 
^» 

d  now — he  had  got  the  half  of 
Becret  revealed — ^while  the 
e  of  his  dead  father  carried  the 


remainder  with  it  into  eternal 
silence. 

This  was  all  a  fortnight  aso. 
The  body  of  his  father  lay  in  Uie 
chill  and  drear  little  graveyard 
where  all  the  far-scattered  country 
l>eople  of  that  district  were  gathered 
together  in  a  grim  society.  Little 
intercourse  ever  existed  among 
them  ;  and  they  met  finally  only  to 
lie  silent  and  sullen  side  by  side 
beneath  the  swift  growing  grass. 

Fi*om  the  day  of  the  old  man's 

« 

death — when  at  last  he  had  no  pos- 
sibility of  obtaining  fiirther  clue 
fi-om  him — up  to  the  j)resent  hour, 
the  young  man  had  continually 
passed  and  re-passed  across  the 
rickety  and  decapng  floors  of  his 
house,  searching  eacn  square  inch 
of  it.  Every  comer — every  cranny 
of  those  rooms  had  he  examined 
again  and  again.  High  and  low, 
the  boards,  the  walls — ^lie  felt  and 
sounded,  and  tapped,  and  peereil 
into.  Bit  by  bit  he  had  pulie<l  up 
the  floors  to  look  under  tliem,  and 
had  laid  the  boards  down  again  in 
such  a  reckless  fashion  that  walk- 
ing about  would  have  been  danger- 
ous work  for  any  who  did  not  know 
the  anatomy  of  tlie  house  very 
intimately  indeed.  The  few  scant 
articles  of  furniture  he  had  scruti- 
nised so  entirely  that  it  was  mere 
foolishness  to  spend  more  time  upon, 
them ;  but  even  yet  he  would  now 
and  then  re-examine  the  old  table 
which  stood  in  the  centre  of  tlie 
room  ;  and  an  ancient  writing-desk 
that  leant  up  against  one  wall  with 
a  sort  of  wistful  and  apologetic 
inability  any  longer  to  stand  up- 
right, had  been  reduced  to  a  final 
state  of  uselessness  by  his  persistent 
search.  He  had  torn  out  the  drawers 
that  were  fastened,  or  that  refused 
to  move  easily ;  he  had  broken  up 
the  interior  with  the  idea  that  there 
might  yet  be  some  cunningly  de- 
vised recess. 

Perchance,    had    he  found    the 
gold,  and  gone   foxtli  ixom  ^^t 
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unhappy  houBe^  leaving  behind  him 
all  the  hard  and  crushing  associa- 
tions of  his  loveless  youth,  he  might 
have  entered  upon  some  course  of 
'  life  which  should  have  opened  to 
him  the  possibilities  of  a  more 
rational  and  joyful  state.  But  the 
wealth  which  he  searched  for 
eluded  him :  as  he  grew  more  and 
more  hopeless  he  realised  continu- 
ally that  he  was  bound  to  the 
miserable  existence  he  led.  He 
had  no  spiritual  courage  or  hope, 
which  would  have  enabled  him  to 
work  on  fearlessly,  in  the  midst  of 
his  poverty.  He  had  too  long 
given  himself  up  to  the  intoxicating 
dream  of  unearned  riches,  for  him 
to  remain,  even  sullenly,  contented 
without  them.  During  his  fatlier's 
Uf e,  as  he  had  crept  after  him  and 
watched  him,  he  nad  fully  deter- 
mined that  when  at  last  his  eye 
should  catch  the  gleam  of  the  gold, 
that  moment  shoidd  his  father  die. 
And  yet — now  that  his  father  was 
out  of  his  way — now  that  he  might 
tear  the  house  to  pieces  in  his 
searchings,  undisturbed  and  unin- 
terrupted— ^all  was  useless. 

Useless — and  worse  than  useless. 
For  he  was  wearing  out  his  body, 
his  implement  of  honest  labour. 
He  was  exhausting  his  forces  and 
wasting  his  youth  in  this  ceaseless 
and  fruitless  pursuit. 

For  the  hundredth  time  he  rose 
from  his  chair  and  went  through  the 
rooms,  holding  the  flickering  light 
in  his  hand,  once  more  to  look 
around  them  all,  in  the  idea  that 
he  might  just  have  omitted  to 
examine  the  very  nook  that  lield 
his  fortune.  And  again  he  returned 
and  placed  the  light  upon  the 
rickety  table,  having  come  back  to 
the  old  spot,  empty  handed,'  as 
before. 

His  face,  as  he  stood  there,  in 
the  centre  of  the  room,  looking 
fixedly  at  the  ground,  with  a  wild 
and  absorbed  expression,  revealed 
the  ravages  of  his  passion^    Deep 


furrows,  like  those  seen  in  the  faces, 
of  old  and  world-worn  men,  wer» 
growing  upon  it  and  taking  its. 
youth  away.  His  eyes  were  sunken 
and  emitted  a  hard  light  that  came 
forth  like  the  flash  of  a  dagger — 
evil,  destructive  of  all  but  self. 
His  hands  trembled  with  the  excite- 
ment of  baffled  desire,  as  he  raised 
them  to  his  head,  and  pressed  his. 
aching  brows.  The  action  seemed 
indeed  to  bring  some  illumination 
to  his  toimented  brain,  for  a  new 
idea  appeared  to  arise  within  him. 

**Can  it  be!"  he  exclaimed 
aloud,  but  in  a  low  voice  of 
horror,  that  came  forth  from  the- 
depths  of  liis  despair  and  degrada- 
tion. *^  Can  it  be  that  my  father 
lied  to  me  ?  Or  did  himself  but 
dream  that  he  had  money?  OhL 
God  !  I  must  despair !  " 

As  he  spoke  the  last  words, 
which  seemed  to  be  forced  out  from 
his  lips  by  his  sudden  realization  of 
the  completeness  of  his  disappoint- 
ment, he  looked  up,  almost  as  though 
the  involuntary  utterance  of  GK)d*8. 
name  had  impelled  him  to  raise  his- 
eyes  to  those  wild  and  distracted 
heavens.  He  might  find  there 
harmony  with  himself,  if  not  hope : 
for  nature  seemed  determined  to 
play  an  appropriate  accompani- 
ment to-night  to  the  part  which  the 
"pooT  solitary  mortal  was  enacting. 
But  his  gaze  never  travelled  far 
enough  to  perceive  the  sympathy  of 
the  sky,  for  ere  it  could  reach  the 
rolling  clouds  it  met  a  much  more 
terrific  sight — a  sight  to  him  whose 
eyes  it  riveted,  so  terrific  that  fear 
paralysed  him  and  made  him  into 
a  rigid  statue  of  amazement. 

He  gazed — aghast  and  terror- 
stricken — he  gazed  at  the  window  ; 
liis  hands  still  uplifted  and  pressed 
to  his  temples,  for  the  blood  was 
frozen  in  his  veins — his  heart 
appeared  not  to  beat,  the  breath 
was  as  if  it  had  departed  from  his> 
body,  and  ho  knew  not  how  to* 
move. 


1877.] 


The  Dark  Hotise  oa  the  Moor. 


Ill 


For  there — at  the  window — just 
oataide  it — ^pressed  almost  a&^ust 
{he  glass — there  he  beheld  his 
Other's  face.  Not  doubtfully — not 
taguely — but  plainly  as  any  material 
&ct.  His  brain  dimly  formed  the 
thought  that  could  he  but  close  his 
ejres,  the  fearful  thing  might  be 
gone  when  again  he  opened  them, 
hut  he  could  not  close  them ! — ^his 
eyes  remained  fixed,  as  though 
death  had  indeed  come  to  him,  in 
this  extremity  of  his  terror. 

Was  .this  hallucination  ?  Was  it 
a  dream  of  distracted  eyes  or  of 
distempered  mind?  No;  it  was 
horribly,  fearfully  distinct.  Clearly, 
as  he  stood  and  gazed,  could  he 
trace  the  lines  of  the  worn  and  fur- 
rowed face — he  met  the  familiar 
look  of  the  sad  and  clouded  eyes ; 
there  was  the  gray  tangled  hair, 
tossed  by  the  night  wind — and 
around  hun — ah,  yes,  around  him, 
dasped  and  held  as  if  for  protection 
— the  shroud ;  the  white  and  awful 
fddB  of  the  death-shroud  dung 
about  him.  As  every  particular  of 
this  sieht  stamped  itself  upon  his 
brain  the  unhappy  youth  gave  vent 
to  a  horrid  scream,  a  yell  of  fear, 
and  sank  unconsdous  upon  the 
floor. 

He  never  knew  how  long  a  time 
elapsed  before  his  consciousness 
began  to  return,  before  he  again 
struggled  up  from  the  floor  and 
starea  wildly  about  him.  He  sate 
silently,  where  he  found  himself, 
afraid  to  move  further,  lonely  and 
terrified,  fearful  even  of  looking  to 
the  heavens  above,  so  great  was  his 
dread  of  seeing  that  sight  again. 
But  he  ventured  to  peer  around 
with  reluctant  eyes,  and  then  closed 
them  with  a  sigh  of  relief  that  they 
had  met  with  no  form  of  terror  in 
the  dim  half -lighted  comers  of  the 
room. 

Dare  he  move  ? — dare  he  rise  and 
tiy  to  throw  off  the  spell  that  lay 
imcm  him?  Dare  ne  face  the 
floadoirB  that  would  flicker  on  the 


wall  as  he  moved,  and  the  deep 
darknesses  of  the  silent  house  ? 
How  could  he  escape  from  his  great 
dread  to  the  world  of  realities  r 

He  knew  not ;  his  house  stood 
alone  in  the  midst  of  a  desolate- 
tract,  which  contained  nothing  that 
would  shield  liim  from  the  weird 
and  awful ;  if  ho  ventured  outside- 
his  door,  he  knew  not  but  that  he 
should  find  that  terrible  figure* 
standing  there,  waiting  for  him. 
The  thought  curdled  his  blood. 
What  should  he  do  ?  Must  he  sit 
there,  like  a  craven  coward^  daring 
neither  to  move  or  raise  his  eyes  ? 

Whilst  he  thus  debated  within 
liimself,  a  new  horror  stole  upon 
liis  senses — a  new  amazement  pal- 
sied the  action  of  his  brain. 
Motionless  he  sat  and  listened,, 
motionless  he  submitted  to  the* 
agony  of  fear  that  filled  him;  for 
the  unseen  power  that  thus  alarmed 
him  seemed  to  hold  him  with  a 
hand  of  ice.  Silently  ho  listened  ; 
for  indeed  it  was  a  voice  that  broke 
upon  his  ear ;  not  in  terrifj-ing 
accents,  but  clearl}', — slowly, — 
gently, — softly — tlie  words  droj^ped 
into  his  mind. 

* '  My  son,  I  would  not  liave  tlius 
alarmed  you  had  I  realized  how 
dread  a  sight  to  you  would  be  tliat 
of  your  o\YTL  father's  face.  It  is  I 
— ^I,  3'our  father, — it  is  no  fiend 
that  has  taken  my  form.  Do  not 
fear  me  more  than  you  used, 
although  I  only  wear  a  semblance- 
of  a  fonu  ratlier  than  the  reality. 

**  Flee  from  this  house,  my  son  ; 
yield  not  to  the  haunting  spirits, 
that  throng  it,  and  are  breaking 
your  young  spirit  to  their  yn)l  I 
Do  you  not  see  them? — see  how 
they  crowd  about  you — see  how 
they  gather  and  come  from  aU 
parts  of  the  house,  striving  to  hold 
you  from  me — striving  to  keep  you 
for  their  own  evil  will.  God  be 
praised,  you  cannot  see  them  I 
Yield  not  to  them ! 

**  They  governed  me,  also.    Yes, 
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it  was  here,  in  this  house,  that  first 
the  passion  for  gold  became  too 
iBtrong  for  me !  I  was  a  grasping 
and  a  hard  man  always ;  I  cravea 
for  money,  but  it  was  to  gain 
advantages,  wealth,  position ;  I  was 
not  so  meaningless  in  my  desires  as 
to  love  it  only  for  itself !  But  here 
— ^here — I  lost  my  hold  on  life,  on 
iove — on  all  but  the  vice  of  avarice. 
I  see  it  all  now.  It  was  in  me,  as 
it  is  in  you ;  but  instead  of  fighting 
it,  as  yott  mustf  I  yielded  to  the 
power  of  cruel,  evil,  unspiritual 
spirits,  who  helped  me  crush  my 
better  nature,  and  gave  me  food 
for  my  vices.  They,  too,  have 
lived  and  died  here — ^unprincipled, 
selfish  ^vretche8,  who  so  loved  their 
tangible,  material  world,  that  even 
after  leaving  the  body  behind,  they 
"endeavoured  to  cling  as  closely 
•as  possible  to  that  part  of  their 
material  surroundings,  to  which 
they  had  attached  themselves.  But 
I  must  hasten,  for  my  time  is  short. 
So  long,  my  son,  lias  your  body 
been  obscured  by  terror,  that  I  have 
but  little  time  left  for  speech. 

**I  died — alas! — my  last  words 
were  of  that  cursed  money — ^my  last 
-thoughts  dwelled  upon  it — and  as 
my  dim  soul  left  tlie  worn  out  body, 
I  found  myself,  not  looking  up  or 
•entering  on  new  life,  but  standing 
and  gazing  upon  the  spot  where  the 
money  lay  hid.  I  could  not  leave 
it — I  had  nothing  else  to  turn  to— 
and  imtil  my  body  was  carried  from 
the  house  I  wandered  about  and 
around  it,  a  lost  and  wretched  being, 
bemoaning  my  store,  which  was 
lost,  both  to  me  and  to  you  ! 

**  Do  not  tremble  so,  my  son — it 
fills  me  with  grief,  to  be  such  a 
terror  to  the  only  being  who  has 
any  bond  of  union  with  me.  The 
only  being — ^yes — ^your  mother, — 
ah !  I  loved  her  once — I  loved  her 
always,  only  I  was  blind  and  dead 
— I  have  looked  for  her,  but  I  can- 
not find  her!  I  cannot  find  her 
anywhere — ^not  anywhere ! 


**  But  I  must  teU  you  how,  when 
they  hid  my  body  away,  a  chain 
seemed  to  have  been  cut,  and  I 
found  myself  straying — alone— -in 
utter  darkness.  Such  darkness  as 
I  have  no  words  for. 

**  I  taught  you  to  have  no  faith 
in  the  fable  of  a  future  life  ;  I  had 
none  myself.  When  clouded  and 
veiled,  and  utterly  bowed  down  by 
this  intolerable  dJarkness  I  thought 
— This  is  death.  And  yet  I  mar- 
velled that  I  should  still  be  able  to 
think — that  I  could  thus  wonder  at 
my  own  state.  Did  I  still  exist 
even  in  death  ?  Was  I  to  die  to 
everything  save  consciousness?  Was 
I  to  lose  oil  save  the  knowledge  of 
my  own  misery  and  want  of  life  ? 
At  first  I  seemed  to  be  a  part  of 
the  darkness — quite  negative,  and 
blank,  and  hopeless.  But  after- 
wards these  questionings  arose  in 
me,  and  I  strove  within  myself,  and 
began  to  cry  for  life,  and  forget 
my  past  vices,  in  the  yearning  for 
a  new  creation  of  myself.  New, 
yes — for  I  did  not  expect  to  return 
to  earth  life.  A  mysterious  long^g 
was  growing  within  mo,  for  some- 
thing which  I  could  not  understand 
— a  yearning,  and  a  craving,  and  a 
reaching  out — blind  and  melancholy 
yet  passionate,  for  all  my  nature's 
force  was  thrown  upon  it.  I  could 
not  understand  then,  but  I  know 
now,  that  the  first  glimmering  idea 
of  life  in  the  spirit  had  dawned 
upon  me. 

**When  I  was  filled  with  this 
passionate  desire  I  felt  a  gentle 
hand  touch  mine,  so  lovingly  that 
my  suspicious  nature  could  not  for 
shame  arouse  itself.  Then  it  pressed 
my  weary  eyes,  and  bade  me  see. 

"  See !— oh,  my  son !  the  rapture 
that  filled  me  when  first  that  intol- 
erable darkness  began  to  be  dis- 
persed by  a  sort  of  gray  gloom, 
which,  though  sad  and  mournful, 
was  to  me,  by  contrast,  like  a 
radiant  light.  I  felt  that  once  more 
I  was  alive — ^that  death  in  some 
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inscmtable  manner  had  been  ban- 
ished— ^that  life  had  returned  to  me 
with  sight,  yet  I  ooidd  not  pause  to 
wonder  at  this  mystery,  for  all  my 
attention  was  riveted  upon  the 
world  I  found  myself  in.  AVas  it 
Heaven,  or  was  it  HeU?  I  knew 
not. 

**  Dim,  cowering  forms  I  saw  all 
around  me,  some  witl;  hidden  faces, 
mome  with  upturned  eyes,  empty  of 
expression,  imseeing.  I  gazed  into 
the  faces  I  met,  in  amazement  at 
the  emptiness  of  life  expressed  in 
them,  the  void  of  all  save  blank 
misery,  and  vag^e  appeal.  Wlien 
first  my  surprise  wore  off,  it  went 
to  my  heart  to  see  the  shapes  they 
wore,  to  observe  the  objectlessness 
of  their  attitudes,  the  doubtfulness 
and  hesitation  of  their  movements ; 
and  then,  to  hear  the  childish  wail 
burst  from  the  heart  of  some  half- 
foimed  creature,  who  had  worn  out 
his  physical  body  in  idle  sin  and 
iselfishness,  giving  his  spirit  no  time 
or  opportunity  for  growth. 

"And  I! — /  was  among  them — 
I  was  one  of  these,  and  when  I 
thought  of  this,  I  laid  my  head 
down  and  gave  way  to  despair. 

''But  a  touch  then  came  again 
upon  my  hand,  and  looking  up  I 
«aw,  dimly,  a  form — a  beautiful 
form — a  form  instinct  with  light 
and  life  and  movement,  glowing 
with  its  own  internal  loveliness  and 
radiant  with  animation.  How  can 
I  tell  you  what  this  form  was? 
Oh,  that  you  might  see  it,  and  be 
p^uided  as  I  was  guided !  It  was  a 
^ove,  with  broad-spread  wings  for 
flight — and  yet  a  woman — ^how,  I 
know  not.  I  can  only  tell  you  how 
I  was  impressed.  I  saw  that  she 
was  the  foremost,  and  most  distinct 
of  a  circling  bpnd  of  glowing 
luminous  forms,  that  vanished  far 
beyond  my  sight  into  those  heavens 
above,  wmch  were  invisible  to  me. 

**  She  spoke — and  told  me  I  was 
wrong  to  despair,  for  I  had  already 
taken  an  upmurd  step,  and  if  I  would 


follow  her,  she  told  me  she  woidd 

frove  this  by  shewing  me  the  world 
had  just  left.  She  spoke  with  such 
simplicity  and  commanding  earnest- 
ness that  unhesitatingly  I  obeyed. 

''And  what  a  sight  she  made 
visible  to  me!  The  language  of 
earth  is  too  puny  to  describe  that 
which  I  saw.  Beings  who  fought 
in  the  filth  for  a  copper,  like  wild 
dogs  for  a  bone.  Creatures  who 
fawned  and  flattered  and"  licked  the 
honible  dust  with  their  black  and 
blistered  tongues,  to  gain  but  a 
particle  of  some  2)os8e88ion  from 
another.  Solitary,  intense  forms, 
who  grubbed  and  dug  and  scraped 
"with  their  nails  in  some  particular 
spot — some  hideous  hole — after  a 
fancied  hoard  which  they  expected 
to  find  there.  Not  men,  but  beasts, 
were  these,  with  their  eyes  always 
downwards — their  bodies  always 
bent,  in  some  abject  attitude  ;  their 
faces  turned  away  from  such  dim 
rays,  not  of  light,  but  of  lesser 
gloom,  as  could  struggle  into  their 
atmosphere ! 

"  And  I,  but  a  brief  while  before, 
had  been  one  of  these!  Too  self- 
absorbed  even  to  see  my  own 
dreadful  companions — fixing  my 
eyes  only  on  that  liorrid  tie  which 
had  bound  me  to  the  earth — 
my  hidden  gold — I,  unseeing,  and 
unseen,  had  mingled  with  this 
sickening  crew !  Oh,  cx)uld  I  but 
inspire  you  witli  the  disgust  and 
contempt  wliich  filled  my  breast,  as 
I  watched  these  selfish,  unopened 
beings !  Could  I  but  picture  them 
so  vividly,  that  you  would  sooner 
die  of  stai-vation  and  poverty  than 
suffer  your  spirit  to  be  so  depraved ! 
Die?  What  is  death?  But  the 
casting  aside  of  a  useless  garment. 
I  know  now  how  small  a  thing  it  is, 
for  I  only  appreciated  the  cnange 
by  the  fact  that  I  could  not  reach 
my  money— -could  not  grasp  it ;  and 
I  could  not  speak  to  you.  More- 
over, I  saw  my  body  lying  ttv^T^, 
and  was  perplexed  by  ite  ftQ^^axa^ou 
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from  mjTself .  Believe  me,  to  die  is 
nothing,  beside  the  hideous  degra- 
dation which  men  bring  upon  them- 
selves  by  soul-murder — Xesl  is  it 
not  murder  to  that  inner  and  higher 
part  of  you,  to  give  your  life,  your 
mind,  your  thoughts,  yourself,  to  a 
something  which  has  no  existence 
save  to  the  most  external  senses  ? 
something  which  is  of  no  value, 
unless  you  exchange  it  for  other 
things  which  also  are  tangible  to  the 
external  senses?  And  these  are 
things  which  vanish  for  ever  when 
the  poor  mutilated,  darkened  spirit 
leaves  the  body ;  leaves  it,  to  pass 
into  some  such  state  as  I  have  tried 
to  tell  you  of. 

"  'WTiile  I  gazed  in  wonder  and 
horror,  these  other  beingt)  of  some 
different  world  stood  beside  me : — 
different,  indeed,  for  they  were 
beautiful  and  full  of  light,  instead 
of  hideous  and  dark. 

**  Presently  she  that  had  already 
spoken  before  to  me,  spoke  ag^in. 
*  Despair  not,'  she  said;  *for  I 
shew  you  what  a  mighty  step  in 
life  you  have  taken.  You  now 
perceive  the  spiritual  life — ^you  are 
Awake  !  Only  dimly  awake,  it  is 
true;  only  as  a  child;  but  still 
awake.  And  now  your  eyes  turn 
upwards  to  the  light.  ...  If , 
long  ago,  while  on  earth,  you  had 
yielded  to  your  better  nature,  if 
you  had  not  thrown  aside  your 
sweet  wife's  influences, — ^if  you  had 
turned  into  the  paths  of  goodness 
and  truth,  instead  of  letting  yourself 
gradually  grow  harsher  and  falser, 
you  would  now  have  gained  a 
spiritual  life — ^you  would  be  full  of 
works,  of  loves,  of  hopes;  you 
would  have  entered  upon  that  life 
which  ought  to  belong  to  you, 
when  physical  death  freed  you 
from  your  body,  instead  of  finding 
yourself  in  darkness,  and  void  of 
life.  As  it  is,  thank  your  Father 
that  he  has  opened  your  eyes,  and 
patiently  persevere  in  your  efforts 
to  realize  the  world  which  is  around 


you.  The  more  you  endeavour  to 
perceive  spiritual  existences,  the- 
more  will  they  crowd  upon  you, 
and  3'our  life  will  momently  be- 
come fuller.  But  look  not  down- 
wards or  back — ^Look  not  back! 
Tour  eyes  are  too  faint  and  feeble 
yet  to  brave  the  sight  of  the  evil 
which  lies  behind  you ! ' 

*'And  I  did  strive!  Oh,  God, 
how  I  prayed  for  light  and  looked 
to  the  dim  sky  and  craved  for  the- 
sun's  beams !  But  I  dare  not  pause- 
to  tell  you  all,  for  the  light  of  your 
earth's  sun  will  soon  fill  your 
heavens  and  you  cannot  then  see* 
me  or  hear  me,  though  I  stiLL  shall 
be  beside  you. 

**  They  told  me — ^these  angel  visi- 
tants— that  a  glorious  light  filled 
all  the  universe,  and  that  I  was. 
blind,  not  the  world  dark.  T/tey 
saw  it ;  they  said  it  sunrounded  me- 
could  I  but  perceive  it.  I  strove- 
with  straining  eye-balls  to  see  its. 
all-pervading  presence.  I  wan- 
dered through  my  g^ay  and  gloomy 
surroundings,  regardless  of  where- 
my  feet  strayed,  thinking  only  that 
perchance  in  some  new  place  I 
might  catch  the  sight  I  yearned  for 
^-over  the  rough  and  pathless, 
moors  and  mountains  that  stretched 
on  every  side,  I  toiled  in  this> 
passionate  hope — ^fanc3ring  that 
from  each  mountain  top  I  shoidd 
behold  the  sun  rising — that  in  each 
valley  I  might  look  up  and  see  the 
heavens,  cleared  from  the  pall  of 
gloom  that  obscured  them. 

**I  wandered  on,  with  weary 
feet,  bruised  by  the  hard  rocks, 
worn  and  faint  with  fruitless- 
toil.  Yet  still  my  deep  desire  car- 
ried me  on,  and  I  woidd  not  yield 
to  hopelessness.  I  strove  con- 
tinually, feeling  sure  that  some 
way  must  lead  out  of  tlie  darkness. 
Then,  as  my  spirit  almost  sank 
beneath  its  own  struggles,  help* 
came  to  me ;  a  wonderful  presence* 
crossed  my  path.  I  saw  before  me- 
a  strong  and  upright  form,  whose^ 
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white  and  sweeping  lobea  wore  on 
them  the  colour  of  light;  and  I 
could  see  that  he  carried  within 
him  a  roseate  ray  of  sunshine.  It 
gleamed  and  glowed  forth  from 
him.  I  knew  that  it  was  his  atmo* 
sphere,  it  was  that  which  sustained 
his  sweet  life  in  the  midst  of  the 
dull  vapourousness  that  surrounded 
me.  He  came  towards  me,  and 
gladdened  me  with  his  greeting; 
»>r  he  hailed  me  as  a  brother,  and 
bade  me  only  look  forward,  and 
hasten  imwaveringly  towards  the 
true,  the  real  life.  And  ere  he  left 
me  he  said,  *  There  is  a  work  close 
at  hand  for  thee  to  do,  but  thou 
must  go  back  as  even  we  must, 
when  we  endeavour  to  help  others. 
Art  thou  strong  enough,  my  brother, 
to  face  the  (dd  world  of  sin  and 
weakness — to  feel  the  material  fet- 
ters almost  on  thee  once  again? 
'Wilt  thou  not  be  tempted  by  their 
allurements  ? ' 

"  My  son,  I  told  him  so  earnestly 
how  deeply  I  felt  the  change— how 
great  even  this  blind  life  of  mine 
seemed  in  comparison  to  that  in 
which  I  was  satisfied  only  with  the 
light  of  a  physical  sun — that  he 
smiled  as  he  passed  away,  leaving, 
methought,  a  stray  sunbeam  from 
the  shining  of  his  garments. 

"My  work  soon  came  to  me,  and 
then  I  recognized  his  meaning. 

"  I  sauf  you ;  and  I,  too,  was 
terrified,  as  much  as  you  were,  by 
a  terrible  phantom!  For  I  saw 
you,  my  beloved  son,  my  only  child 
— a  youthful  spirit  who  should 
have  learned  how  to  live  from  tne — 
I  saw  you  grovelling  among  the 
beasts,  lowering  yourself  to  tliem, 
instead  of  trying  to  rise. even  above 
himianity! 

"I  saw  you,  cowering  and  grop- 
ing;, searching  for  the  paltiy  money 
whiQh  was  the  centre  of  your  dark 
dowT-looIdn^,  aad  growi/g  meaner 
and  more  miserable  in  your  inner 
life.  In  your  longing  for  easily- 
gotien  gold  I  heara  you  curse  me! 


and  thy  avenging  voice  penetrated 
into  my  soid  and  awoke  m  me  the 
horrors  of  remorse.  I  saw  your 
spirit — your  body  I  could  not  see — 
and  its  aspect  struck  me  so  deeply 
with  grief  and  fear  that  in  my 
longing  I  flung  myself  towards  you 
— I  strove  to  reach  you — ^to  speak 
— ^to  warn  you — to  hold  you  oack 
from  the  evil.  And  then,  I  know 
not  how,  I  foimd  myself  in  this 
shape— in  the  form  that  I  last  wore 
upon  earth — and  this — ^this  familiar 
shape  has  so  afifighted  you  that 
you  cannot  speak  to  me!  Oh, 
answer  me,  my  son !" 

Silence  fell,  and  the  silence  was 
more  awful  to  the  yoimg  man  than 
even  the  sound  of  mat  weird, 
entreatingvoice.  Wildly  he  cried 
aloud,  "What  would  you  have  me 
do?" 

"Do?  Ah,  let  me  strive  to  tell 
you !  Look .  not  down  upon  the 
material  temptations  and  desires, 
which  are  only  dogs  and  drags 
upon  that  life  of  man  which  enters 
into  eternity.  Oh,  my  son,  if  by 
these  words  I  can  undo  the  teach- 
ings  of  a  life— believe  me,  you  are 
immortal !  Do  not  condemn  your- 
self to  that  dread  state  which,  by 
those  who  enslave  themselves  to 
earthly  gain,  must  be  experienced, 
when  first  their  earthly  existence  is 
taken  from  them.  Oh,  my  son,  let 
me  strive  to  shew  you  the  way !  " 

As  he  spoke,  in  the  greatness 
of  his  desire,  the  father  forgot 
that  the  barrier  of  flesh  lay  be- 
tween their  spirits.  He  advanced 
from  out  the  shadow  that  had  con- 
cealed the  form  he  wore,  and  held 
his  hands  yearningly  towards  his 
son. 

He  advanced  but  a  step,  yet  that 
step  permitted  the  wan  moonlight 
to  reveal  him. 

The  youth    sprang   to  his  feet 
with  a  wild  shnek  of  abject  fear, 
and  then,  as  though  rooted  to  the 
groimd,    he    gazed    in    sileiifiQ  ^\i 
the  jSgure  before  his  eyea.    ^ox  «b 
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moment  thus  tliey  remained  motion- 
less, each  looking  fixedly  upon  the 
other;  and  then  the  ghostly  being 
made  a  gesture  of  deprecation — 
for  overpowering  fear  and  horror 
was  plainly  visible  in  the  counten- 
ance of  the  unhappy  young  man. 

He  flung  out  his  arms  towards 
his  son,  and  leaned  towards  him, 
striving  to  express  the  yearning,  and 
desire  to  help,  that  filled  him.  But 
the  apparent  approaching  of  this 
unearthly  form  towards  him,  filled 
the  young  man's  cup  of  horror  to 
the  full.  He  suddenly  rushed  to 
the  window,  flung  it  up,  and  sprang 
through  it,  while  its  rotten  cords 
let  it  crash  with  a  loud  noise  behind 
his  flying  figure.  Blindly,  but  with 
the  energy  of  terror,  he  fled  across 
the  dark  moorland. 

The  weak  mortal,  terrified  beyond 
endurance  by  a  horrible  and  imex- 
pected  appearance,  had  escaped  and 
hidden  himself  away  from  the  very 
sight  of  the  helping  hand  held  out 
to  him.  His  only  thought  is  to  get 
away — away — and  to  find  some 
natural,  physical  thing  which  could 
re-assure  and  comfort  the  scattered 
senses  of  the  body. 

And  what  a  dark  house  indeed  is 
this  which  he  leaves  behind  him, 
standing  in  its  bleak  solitude  upon 
the  moor,  untenanted  by  any  mor- 
tal! Its  most  tangible  inhabitant 
a  being  from  another  world— out  of 
another  life,  brought  hither  by 
remorse  and  the  late  effort  to  re- 
trieve at  least  some  of  his  errors ! 

There  is  no  light  within  the  house 
now,  for  the  dim  lamp  has  long 
since  burnt  out,  and  the  fitful  moon- 
rays  as  they  gleam  now  and  again 
through  tiie  window  make  the 
shadows  more  mysterious  and  sug- 
gestive. Are  the  rooms  indeed 
tenanted  by  vag^e  and  unreal 
figures,  that  crouch  and  run  and 
dance,  and  gibber  in  an  unearthly 
merriment,  as  though  delighted  that 
the  last  mortal  had  gone,  and  left 
them  freato  hold  their  grim  revel,  or 


are  these  fantastic  forms  but  the 
mingling  of  the  vague  light  with  the 
dim  shade  ? 

Even  that  ghastly  form  which  had 
proved  so  terrible  a  sight,  grows 
dimmer ;  but  still  is  visible  the 
worn  and  haggard  face,  marked 
now  with  tears ;  and  still  is  there 
power  to  give  forth  one  cry  of 
anguish. 

**  Lost !  lost !  lost !  Oh,  my  son, 
thou  couldst  not  believe  though 
one  rose  from  the  dead  !  How  coiud 
I  hope  that  the  fervour  of  a 
moment  should  imdo  the  lessons  of 
years  ? .  .  .  .  My  God,  I  have 
failed  in  my  work !  .  .  .  I  have 
done  nothing!  .  .  .  What  shall 
I  do  ?  Is  there  no  hope  for  me !  " 

Fear  and  grief  and  sorrow  en- 
compassed him  like  a  gray  vapour, 
which  gathered  around  him  as  a 
veil.  His  features  grew  blurred 
and  indistinct  and  his  form  lost  all 
physical  outline.  For  he  turned 
inward  into  the  interior  state  of  liis 
spirit,  that  he  might  there  find  the 
privacy  of  solitude,  in  which  to 
yield  to  his  grief  and  disappoint- 
ment. Forlorn  and  dim,  he  vanished 
from  the  earthly  sphere,  and  from 
the  vision  of  those  dark  beings  that 
seemed  to  claim  the  dwelling  as 
their  own;  for  though  enveloped 
in  gloom  as  he  was,  yet  their  dark- 
ness was  deeper  still. 

They  could  not  perceive  the 
sorrowful  spirit  even  while  it  stood 
in  their  midst :  but  soon  he  left 
them  altogether,  passing  away  into 
another  world,  which  though  dim 
and  melancholy,  yet  had  a  purer 
atmosphere  and  a  less  hopeless 
darkness. 

And  here,  back  once  more  in  the 
state  which  had  become  familiar  to 
him,  he  prepared  to  hide  himself 
wholly  withm  his  gloom  of  disap- 
pointment until  its  bitterness  should 
have  worn  away.  But,  ere  the 
doud  had  completely  wrapped  him 
round,  there  penetrated  to  his  soul 
a  soimd  which  seemed  to  reach  him. 
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out  of  a  far-off  sphere.  A  voice — 
gentle  and  soft,  as  the  tender  voice 
of  the  dove,  yet  clear  and  audible, 
fell  upon  lus  ear,  rousing  and 
awakening  his  spirit  by  a  new 
beauty  and  by  a  sweetness  that 
seemed  already  known  and  familiar 
to  the  far-reaches  of  his  memory. 

**  Do  not  thus  despair  !  How 
hast  thou  striven !  The  dear  angels 
already  smile  upon  thee.  I  can 
perceive,  by  the  increase  of  light 
that  is  about  thee,  the  Divine 
approval  that  is  elicited  by  thy 
impassioned  act.  Fear  not:  for 
soon  thy  unresting  feet  will  lead 
thee  into  a  brighter  state,  and  thou 
wilt  find  the  way  into  that  peaceful 
home  which  I  am  permitted  to  pre- 
pare and  keep  for  thee.  Only  look 
thou  ever  up,  my  love ! " 

Whilst  he  listened,  and  felt  the 
tender  words  drop  upon  his  heart 
like  soft  rain  iipon  a  thirsty  land, 
there  wime  across  his  sad,  up- 
looking  eyes  a  liglit.  And  as  it 
came,  gladdening  his  earnest  soul 
with  a  delight  as  of  new  life,  he 
beheld,  within  its  centre  of  bright- 
ness, the  features  of  his  long-lost 
wife  smile  for  an  instant  upon  him. 


The  sound  of  the  broad  wings  of 
heavenly  messengers  fell  upon  his 
ears,  and  his  eyes  dimly  perceived 
glowing  and  majestic  forms  that 
moved  in  bright  harmony  where 
the  light  appeared.  And  his  eyes 
gathered  streng^  to  gaze,  and  his 
ears  jiower  to  hear,  for  he  felt  that 
those  who  dwelled  and  moved  with- 
in that  light  breathed  the  atmo- 
sphere of  love. 

He  knew  that  his  eyes  were  open- 
ing to  behold  the  Divine  hght 
which  the  dove-winced  messenger 
had  told  him  filled  afl  the  universe. 

The  majestic  beings,  clothed  in 
light,  and  radiant  with  light,  who 
swiftly  passed  him  by,  thmling  his 
new-bom  consciousness  by  their 
glowing  presence,  smiled  upon  him. 

The  darkness  of  night  had 
fallen  from  him,  and  he  felt  that 
the  cloud  which  made  him  dim  was 
a  mist  of  the  morning. 

And  the  earth  too  now  fiung  off 
her  brooding  shadows,  and  awoke  to 
welcome  her  own  divinity — the  sun. 
The  storm  was  over,  and  the  bright- 
ness of  the  dawn  fell  upon  a  de- 
serted and  decaying  building — ^tho 
dark  house  on  the  moor. 
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THE  GROSVENOR  GALLERY. 


That  ''Art  is  long  and  life  is 
short"  is  a  truth  which  everyone 
feels,  or  ought  to  feel;  yet  surely 
those  who  were  in  London  last  May, 
and  had  in  one  week  the  oppor- 
tunities of  hearing  Bubinstein  play 
the  Sonata  Impassionata,  of  seeing 
"Wagner  conduct  the  Spinning 
Wheel  Chorus,  from  the  Flying 
Dutchman^  and  of  studying  art  at  the 
Qrosvenor  Qullery,  have  very  little 
to  complain  of  as  regards  human 
existence  and  art-pleasures. 

Descriptions  of  music  are  gene- 
rally, perhaps,  more  or  less  failures, 
for  music  is  a  matter  of  individual 
feeling,  and  the  beauties  and 
lessons  that  one  draws  from  hear- 
ing lovely  sounds  are  mainly 
personal,  and  depend  to  a  large 
extent  on  one's  own  state  of  mind 
and  culture.  So  leaving  Rubinstein 
and  Wagner  to  be  celebrated  by 
Franz  Hueffer,  or  Mr.  Haweis,  or 
any  other  of  our  picturesque  writers 
on  music,  I  will  describe  some  of 
the  pictures  now  being  shown  in 
the  GFrosvenor  Gallery. 

The  origin  of  this  Gallery  is  as 
follows :  About  a  year  ago  the  idea 
occurred  to  Sir  Coutts  Lindsay  of 
building  a  public  gallery,  in  which, 
untrammelled  by  the  difficulties  or 
meannesses  of  *'  Hanging  Com- 
mittees," he  could  exhibit  to  the 
lovers  of  art  the  works  of  certain 
g^eat  living  artists  side  by  side :  a 
gallery  in  which  the  student  would 
not  have  to  struggle  through  an 
endless  monotony  of  mediocre  works 
in  order  to  reach  at  what  was  worth 
looking  at ;  and  in  which  the  people 
of  En^and  could  have  the  oppor- 
tunity of  judging  of  the  merits  of 
at  least  one  great  master  of  paint- 


ing, whose  pictures  had  been  kept 
from  pubhc  exhibition  by  the 
jealousy  and  ignorance  of  rival 
artists.  Accordingly,  last  May,  in 
New  Bond  Street,  the  Grosvenor 
Gallery  was  opened  to  the  public. 

As  far  as  the  Gallery  itself  is 
concerned,  there  are  only  three 
rooms,  so  there  is  no  fear  of  our 
getting  that  terrible  weariness  of 
mind  and  eye  which  comes  on  after 
the  ''Forced  Marches"  through 
ordinary  picture  galleries.  The 
walls  are  hung  with  scarlet  damask 
above  a  dado  of  dull  green  and 
gold;  there  are  luxurious  velvet 
couches,  beautiful  flowers  and 
plants,  tables  of  gilded  wood  and 
inlaid  marbles,  covered  with 
Japanese  China  and  the  latest  "Min- 
ton,"  globes  of  "rainbow  glass" 
like  large  soap-bubbles,  and,  in  fine, 
everything  in  decoration  that  is 
lovely  to  look  on,  and  in  harmony 
with  the  surrounding  works  of  art. 

Burne-Jones  and  Holman  Hunt 
are  probably  the  greatest  masters 
of  colour  that  we  have  ever  had  in 
England,  with  the  single  exception 
of  Turner,  but  their  styles  differ 
widely.  To  draw  a  rough  distinc- 
tion, Holman  Hunt  studies  and 
reproduces  the  colours  of  natural 
objects,  and  deals  with  historical 
subjects,  or  scenes  of  real  life, 
mostly  from  the  East,  touched 
occasionally  with  a  certain  f  ancif ul- 
ness,  as  in  the  **  Shadow  of  the 
Cross."  Bume- Jones,  on  the  con- 
trary, is  a  dreamer  in  the  land 
of  mythology,  a  seer  of  fairy 
visions,  a  symbolical  painter. 
He  is  an  imaginative  colourist 
too,  knowing  that  all  colour  is  no 
mere  delightful  quality  of  natural 
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ihinffs,  but  a  '*  spirit  upon  them  by 
whicii  they  become  expressive  to  the 
spirit,"  as  Mr.  Pater  says.  Watts' 
power,  on  the  other  hand,  lies  in 
ois  great  orig^inative  and  imagina- 
tive genius,  and  he  reminds  us  of 
.^ischyLus  or  Michael  Angelo  in  the 
startling  vividness  of  lus  concep- 
tions. Although  these  three  painters 
differ  much  in  aim  and  in  result, 
they  yet  are  one  in  their  faith,  and 
love,  and  reverence,  the  three 
golden  keys  to  the  gate  of  the 
Moose  Beautiful. 

On  entering  the  West  Gallery 
the  first  picture  that  meets  the  eye 
is  Mr.  Watts'  •'Love  and  Death," 
a  large  painting,  representing  a 
marble  doorway,  all  overgrown  with 
white-starred  jasmine  and  sweet 
brier-rose.  Death,  a  giant  form, 
veiled  in  grey  draperies,  is  passing 
in  with  inevitable  and  mysterious 
power,  breaking  through  all  the 
flowers.  One  foot  is  already  on  the 
threshold,  and  one  relentless  hand 
is  extended,  while  Love,  a  beautiful 
boy  with  lithe  brown  limbs  and 
rainbow-coloured  wings,  all  shrink- 
ing like  a  crumpled  leaf,  is  trying, 
with  vain  hands,  to  bar  the  entrance. 
A  little  dove,  imdisturbed  by  the 
agony  of  the  terrible  conflict,  waits 
patiently  at  the  foot  of  the  steps 
for  her  playmate  ;  but  will  wait  in 
vain,  for  though  the  face  of  Death 
is  hidden  from  us,  yet  we  can  see 
from  the  terror  in  the  boy's  eyes  and 
quivering  lips,  that,  Medusa-like, 
this  grey  phantom  turns  all  it  looks 
upon  to  stone ;  and  the  wings 
of  Love  are  rent  and  crushed. 
Except  on  the  ceiling  of  the 
Sistine  Chapel  in  Kome,  there  are 
perhaps  few  paintings  to  compare 
with  this  in  intensity  of  strength 
and  in  marvel  of  conception.  It  is 
worthy  to  rank  with  Michael 
Angelo's  *'God  dividing  the  Light 
from  the  Darkness." 

Next  to  it  are  hung  Ave  pictures 
by  IfiUais.  Three  of  them  are 
foctraita  of  the  three  daughters  of 


the  Duke  of  Westminster,  all  in 
white  dresses,  with  white  hats  and 
feathers ;  the  delicacy  of  the  colour 
being  rather  injured  by  the  red 
damask  background.  These  pic« 
tures  do  not  possess  any  particular 
merit  beyond  that  of  being  ex- 
tremely good  likenesses,  especially 
the  one  of  the  Marchioness  of 
Ormonde.  Over  them  is  hung  a 
picture  of  a  seamstress,  pale  and 
vacant-looking,  with  eyes  red  from 
tears  and  long  watchings  in  the 
night,  hemming  a  shirt.  It  is 
meant  to  illustrate  Hood's  familiar 
poem.  As  we  look  on  it,  a  terrible 
contrast  strikes  us  between  this 
miserable  pauper-seamstress  and 
the  three  beautiful  daughters  of  the 
richest  duke  in  the  world,  which 
breaks  through  any  artistic  reveries 
by  its  awful  vividness. 

The  fifth  picture  is  a  profile  head 
of  a  young  man  with  delicate  aqui- 
line nose,  thoughtful,  oval  face,  and 
artistic,  abstracted  air,  which  will 
be  easily  recognized  as  a  portrait 
of  Lord  Eon  old  Gower,  who  is  him- 
self known  as  an  artist  and  sculptor. 
But  no  one  would  discern  in  these 
five  pictures  the  genius  that  painted 
"The  Home  at  Bethlehem"  and 
the  portrait  of  John  Kuskin  which 
is  in  Oxford. 

Then  come  eight  pictures  by 
Alma  Tadema,  good  examples  of 
that  accurate  draA\4ng  of  inanimate 
obJQcts  which  makes  his  pictures  so 
real  from  an  antiquarian  point  of 
view,  and  of  tlie  sweet  subtlety  of 
colouring  which  gives  to  them  a 
magic  afl  their  own.  No.  32  repre- 
sents some  Roman  girls  bathing  in  a 
marble  tank,  and  the  colour  of  the 
limbs  in  the  water  is  very  perfect  in- 
deed ;  a  dainty  attendant  is  tripping 
down  a  flight  of  steps  with  a  bundle 
of  towels,  and  in  the  centre  a  great 
green  sphynx  in  bronze  throws  forth 
a  shower  of  sparkling  water  for  a 
very  pretty  laughing  girl,  who 
stoops  gleefully  beneath  it.  There 
is  a  delightful  sense  of   coolness 
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about  the  picture,  and  one  can 
almost  imagine  that  one  hears  the 
splash  of  water,  and  the  girls' 
chatter.  It  is  wonderful  what  a 
world  of  atmosphere  and  reality 
may  be  condensed  into  a  very  small 
space,  for  this  picture  is  only  about 
eleven  by  two  and  a  half  inches. 

The  most  ambitious  of  these  pic- 
tures is  one  of  ''Phidias  showing 
the  Frieze  of  the  Parthenon  to  his 
Friends."  We  are  supposed  to  be 
on  a  high  scaffolding  level  with  the 
frieze,  and  the  effect  of  great 
height  produced  by  gliuipses  of 
light  between  the  planking  of  the 
floor  is  very  cleverly  managed. 
But  there  is  a  want  of  individuality 
among  the  connoisseurs  clustered 
round  Phidias,  and  (he  frieze  itself 
is  very  inaccurately  coloured.  The 
Greek  boys  who  are  riding  and 
leading  the  horses  are  painted 
Egjrptian  red,  and  the  whole  design 
is  done  in  this  red.  dark  blue,  and 
black.  This  sombre  colouring  is 
un-G-reek ;  the  figures  of  these  boys 
were  undoubtedly  tinted  with  flesh 
colour,  like  the  ordinary  Greek 
statues,  and  the  whole  tone  of  the 
colouring  of  the  original  frieze  was 
brilliant  and  light ;  while  one  of 
its  chief  beauties,  the  reins  and 
accoutrements  of  burnished  metal, 
is  quite  omitted.  This  painter  is 
more  at  home  in  the  Greco-Roman 
art  of  the  Empire  and  later  Ee- 
public  than  he  is  in  the  art  of,  the 
Periklean  age. 

The  most  remarkable  of  Mr. 
Hichmond's  pictures  exhibited  here 
is  his  ''Electra  at  the  Tomb  of 
Agamemnon" — a  very  magnificent 
subject,  which,  however,  is  not  done 
justice  to.  Electra  and  her  hand- 
maidens are  grouped  gracefully  in 
various  attitudes  around  the  tomb 
of  the  murdered  King ;  but  there  is 
a  want  of  humanity  in  the  scene ; 
there  is  no  trace  of  that  passionate 
Asiatic  mourning  for  the  dead  to 
which  the  Ghreek  women  were  so 
prone,  and  which   .^Ischylus    de* 


scribes  with  such  intensity  ;  nor 
would  Greek  women  have  come  to 
pour  libations  to  the  dead  in  such, 
bright-coloured  dresses  as  Mr.  Bich- 
mond  has  g^ven  them  ;  clearly  this 
artist  has  not  studied  .^schylus' 
play  of  the  ChOephora,  in  which 
there  is  an  elaborate  and  pathetic 
account  of  this  scene.  The  tall, 
twisted  tree-stems,  however,  that 
form  the  back-ground  are  fine  and 
orig^al  in  effect,  and  Mr.  Bich- 
mond  has  caught  exactly  that 
peculiar  opal-blue  of  the  sky 
which  is  so  remarkable  in  Greece  ; 
the  purple  orchids  too,  and  daffodil 
and  narcissi  that  are  in  the  fore- 
ground are  all  flowers  which  I  have 
myself  seen  at  Argos. 

Sir  Coutts  Lindsay  sends  a  life- 
size  portrait  of  his  wife,  holding  a 
violin,  which  has  some  good  points 
of  colour  and  position,  and  four 
other  pictures,  including  an  exqui- 
sitely simple  and  quaint  little 
picture  of  the  '*  Dower  House  at 
Balcarres,"  and  a  **  Daphne  "  with 
rather  questionable  flesh-painting, 
and  in  whom  we  miss  the  breath- 
lessness  of  flight. 

''  1  saw  the  blush  ccme  o*er  her  like  a 

rose  ; 
The  half-reluctant    crimson    comes 

and  goes  ; 
Her  glowing  limbs  make  pause,  and 

she  is  stayed, 
Wondering  the  issue  of  the  worda 

she  prayed." 

It  is  a  great  pity  that  Holman 
Hunt  is  not  represented  by  any  of 
his  really  g^eat  works,  such  as  the- 
"  Finding  of  Christ  in  the  Temple," 
or  ^'Isabella  mourning  over  the 
Pot  of  Basil,"  both  of  which  are 
fair  samples  of  his  powers.  Four 
pictures  of  his  are  luiewn  here ;  a 
little  Italian  child,  painted  with 
great  love  and  sweetness,  two  street 
scenes  in  Cairo  full  of  rich  Oriental 
colouring,  and  a  wonderful  work 
called  the  **  Afterglow  in  Egypt." 
It  represents  a  taU  swarthy  Egyp- 
tian woman,  in  a  robe  of  dark  and 
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light  blue,  carrying  a  green  jar  on 
her  shoulder,  and  a  sheaf  of  grain 
on  her  head;  around  her  comes 
flattering  a  flock  of  beautiful  doves 
of  all  colours,  eager  to  be  fed. 
Behind  is  a  wide  flat  river,  and 
across  the  river  a  stretch  of  ripe 
com,  through  which  a  gaunt  camel 
is  being  driven ;  the  sun  has  set, 
and  from  the  west  comes  a  great 
wave  of  red  light  like  wine  poiired 
out  on  the  land,  yet  not  crimson, 
as  we  see  the  Afterglow  in  Northern 
Europe,  but  a  rich  pink  like  that 
of  a  rose.  As  a  study  of  colour  it 
is  superb,  but  it  is  diflicult  to  feel 
a  human  interest  in  this  Egyptian 
peasant. 

Mr.  Albert  Moore  sends  some  of 
his  usual  pictures  of  women,  which 
as  studies  of  drapery  and  colour 
effects  are  very  charming.  One  of 
them,  a  tall  maiden,  in  a  robe  of 
light  blue,  clasped  at  the  neck  with 
a  glowing  sapphire,  and  with  an 
orange  head-dress,  is  a  very  good 
example  of  the  highest  decorative 
art,  and  a  perfect  delight  in  colour. 

Mr.  Spencer  Stanhope's  picture 
of  "Eve  Tempted"  is  one  of  the 
remarkable  pictures  of  the  Gailerj'. 
Eve,  a  fair  woman,  of  surpassing 
loveliness,  is  leaning  against  a 
l>ank  of  violets  underneath  the 
apple-tree ;  naked,  except  for  the 
rich  thick  folds  of  gilded  hair 
which  sweep  down  from  her 
head  like  the  bright  rain  in 
which  Zeus  came  to  Danae.  The 
head  is  drooped  a  little  forward  as 
a  flower  droops  when  the  dew  has 
fallen  heavily,  and  her  eyes  are 
dimmed  with  the  haze  that  comes 
in  moments  of  doubtful  thought. 
One  arm  falls  idly  by  her  side,  the 
other  is  raised  high  over  her  head 
among  the  branches,  her  delicate 
fingers  just  meeting  round  one  of 
the  burnished  apjues  that  glow 
amidst  the  leaves  like  **  golden 
lamps  in  a  green  night."  An 
amethjst-eoloiued  serpent,  with  a 
deviHsh  hnman  head,  is  twisting 


round  the  trunk  of  the  tree  and. 
breathes  into  the  woman's  ear  a  blue- 
flame  of  evil  counsel.  At  the  feet  of 
Eve  bright  flowers  are  growing, 
tulips,  narcissi,  lilies,  and  anemones, 
all  painted  with  a  loving  patience- 
that  reminds  us  of  the  older  Floren* 
tine  masters ;  after  whose  example, 
too,  Mr.  Stanhope  has  used  gilding 
for  Eve's  hair  and  for  the  bright 
fruits. 

Next  to  it  is  another  picture  by 
the  same  artist,  entitled  ^^  Love  and 
the  Maiden."  A  girl  has  fallen 
asleep  in  a  wood  of  olive  trees, 
through  whose  branches  and  grey- 
leaves  we  can  see  the  glimmer  of  sky 
and  sea,  with  a  little  seaport  town 
of  white  houses  shining  in  the 
sunlight.  The  olive  wood  is  ever 
sacred  to  the  Virgin  Pallas,  the 
Goddess  of  Wisdom,  and  who  would 
have  dreamed  of  finding  Eros 
hidden  there  ?  But  the  gin  wakes 
up,  as  one  wakes  from  sleep  one* 
knows  not  why,  to  see  the  face  of 
the  boy  Love,  who,  'svith  out- 
stretched hands,  is  leaning  towards 
her  from  the  midst  of  a  rhododen- 
dron's crimson  blossoms.  A  rose- 
gariund  presses  the  boy's  brown 
curls,  and  he  is  clad  in  a  tunic  of 
oriental  colours,  and  delicately 
sensuous  are  his  face  and  his  bared 
limbs.  His  boyish  beauty  is  of 
that  peculiar  type  unknown  in 
Northern  Europe,  but  common  in 
the  Greek  islands,  where  boys  can 
still  be  found  as  beautiful  as  the 
Charmides  of  Plato.  Guido's  **  St. 
Sebastian"  in  the  Palazzo  Rosso 
at  Genoa  is  one  of  these  boys,  and 
Perugino  once  drew  a  Greek  Gany- 
mede for  his  native  town,  but  the 
painter  who  most  shews  the  influ- 
ence of  this  type  is  Correggio,  whose 
lily-bearer  in  the  Cathedral  at 
Parma,  and  whose  wild- eyed,  open- 
mouthed  St.  Johns  in  the  **Inco- 
rouata  Madonna"  of  St.  Giovanni 
Evangelista,  are  the  best  examples 
in  art  of  the  bloom  and  vitality  and 
radiance  of  this  adolescent  beauty. 
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And  80  there  is  extreme  loveliness 
in  this  fig^ure  of  Loye  by  Mr. 
Stanhope,  and  the  whole  picture  is 
full  of  grace,  thooffh  there  is, 
perhaps,  too  g^at  a  luxuriance  of 
•colour,  and  it  would  have  been  a 
relief  had  the  girl  been  dressed  in 
pur^  white. 

Mr.  Frederick  Burton,  of  whom 
all  Irishmen  are  so  justly  proud,  is 
represented  by  a  fine  water-colour 
X)ortrait  of  Mrs.  Q-eorge  Smith; 
one  would  almost  believe  it  to  be 
in  oils,  so  great  is  the  lustre  on 
this  lady's  raven-black  hair,  and  so 
rich  and  broad  and  vigorous  is  the 
painting  of  a  Japanese  scarf  she, 
IS  wearing.  Then  as  we  turn  to 
the  east  wall  of  the  gallery  we  see 
the  three  g^oat  pictures  of  Bume- 
Jones,  the  ** Beguiling  of  Merlin," 
the  **Day8  of  Creation,"  and  the 
**  Mirror  of  Venus."  The  version 
•of  the  legend  of  **  Merlin's  Beguil- 
ing" that  Mr.  Burne- Jones  has 
followed  differs  from  Mr.  Tenny- 
son's, and  from  the  account  in  the 
'*Morle  d' Arthur."  It  is  taken 
from  the  **  Romance  of  Merlin," 
which  tells  the  story  in  this  wise : — 

"  It  fell  on  a  day  that  they  went 
through  the  forest  of  Breceliando,  and 
found  a  bush  that  was  fair  and  high, 
of  white  hawthorn,  full  of  flowers, 
and  there  they  sat  in  the  shadow. 
And  Merlin  fell  on  sleep  ;  and  when 
4she  felt  that  he  was  on  sleep  she  arose 
softly,  and  be;;an  her  enchantments, 
such  as. Merlin  had  taught  her,  and 
made  the  ring  Tiine  times,  and  nine 

times  the  enchantments. 

***** 

And  then  he  looked  about  him,  and  him 
seemed  he  was  in  the  faii-est  tower  of 
the  world,  and  the  most  strong ;  nei- 
ther of  iron  was  it  fashioned,  uor 
«teel,  nor  timber,  nor  of  stone,  but  of 
the  air,  without  any  other  thing  ;  and 
in  sooth  so  strong  it  is  that  it  may 
never  be  undone  while  the  world 
endureth." 

So  runs  the  chronicle  ;  and  thus 
Mr.  Bume-Jsnes,  the  *^  Archimage 
of  the  esoteric  unreal,"  treats 
the   subject.      Stretched    upon    a 


low  branch  of  the  tree,  and  en- 
circled with  the  gloiy  of  the 
white  hawthorn-blossoms,  half  sits, 
half  lies,  the  g^eat  enchanter.  He 
is  not  drawn  as  Mr.  Tennyson  has 
described  him,  with  the  ''vast  and 
shaggy  mantle  of  a  beard,"  which 
youth  gone  out  had  left  in  ashes ; 
smooth  and  clear-cut  and  very  pale 
is  his  face ;  time  has  not  seared 
him  with  wrinkles  or  the  signs  of 
age ;  one  would  hardly  know  him 
to  be  old  were  it  not  that  he  seems 
very  weary  of  seeking  into  the 
mysteries  of  the  world,  and  that 
the  great  sadness  that  is  bom  of 
wisdom  has  cast  a  shadow  on  him. 
But  now  what  availeth  him  his 
wisdom  or  his  arts  ?  His  eyes, 
that  saw  once  so  clear,  are  dim  and 
glazed  with  coming  death,  and  his 
white  and  delicate  hands  that 
wrought  of  old  such  works  of 
marvel,  hang  listlessly.  Vivien,  a 
tall,  lithe  woman,  beautiful  and 
subtle  to  look  on,  like  a  snake, 
stands  in  front  of  him,  reading  the 
fatal  spell  from  the  enchanted  book ; 
mocking  the  utter  helplessness  of 
him  whom  once  her  lying  tongue 
had  called 

''Her  lord  and  liege, 
Her  seer,  her  bard,  her  silver  star  of 

eve. 
Her  god,  her  Merlin,  the  one  passionate 

love 
Of  her  whole  life." 

In  her  brown  crisp  hair  is  the 
gleam  of  a  golden  snake,  and  she 
is  clad  in  a  silken  robe  of  dark 
violet  that  'clings  tightly  to  hor 
limbs,  more  expressing  than  hiding 
them ;  the  colour  of  this  dress  is 
like  the  colour  of  a  purple  sea- 
shell,  broken  here  and  there  with 
slight  gleams  of  silver  and  pink 
and  azure ;  it  has  a  strange  metallic 
lustre  like  the  iris- neck  of  the  dove. 
Were  this  Mr.  Bume-Jones'  only 
work  it  would  be  enough  of  itself 
to  make  him  rank  as  a  gpreat 
painter.  The  picture  is  full  of 
magic;  and  the  colour  is  truly  a 
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spirit  dwelling  on  things  and 
making  them  expressive  to  the 
spirit,  for  the  delicate  tones  of 
grey»  and  green,  and  violet  seem 
to  convey  to  us  the  idea  of  languid 
aleep,  and  even  tho  hawthorn  bios* 
soma  have  lost  their  wonted  bright- 
ness, and  are  more  like  the  pale 
moonlight  to  which  Shelley  com- 
pared them,  than  the  sheet  of 
summer  snow  we  see  now  in  our 
Snglish  fields. 

The  next  picture  is  divided  into 
six  compartments,  each  repre- 
senting a  day  in  the  Creation  of 
the  World,  under  the  symbol  of  an 
angel  holding  a  crystal  globe, 
within  which  is  shown  the  work  of 
a  day.  In  the  first  compartment 
stands  the  lonely  angel  of  the  First 
Day,  and  within  the  crystal  ball 
JLdght  is  being  separated  from  Dark- 
ness. In  the  fourth  compartment  are 
four  angels,  and  the  crystal  glows 
like  a  heated  opal,  for  within  it  tho 
creation  of  the  Sun,  Moon,  and 
Stars  is  passing;  the  number  of 
the  angels  increases,  and  the 
colours  grow  more  vivid  till  we 
reach  the  sixth  compartment,  which 
shines  afar  off  like  a  rainbow. 
Within  it  are  the  six  angels  of  tho 
Creation,  each  holding  their  crystal 
ball;  and  within  the  crj'stal  of  the 
sixth  angel  one  can  see  Adam's 
strong  brown  limbs  and  hero  form, 
and  the  pale,  beautiful  body  of 
Eve.  At  the  feet  also  of  these 
six  winged  messengers  of  the 
Creator  is  sitting  the  angel  of  the 
Seventh  Day,  who  on  a  harp  of 
gold  is  singing  the  glories  of  that 
coming  day  which  we  have  not 
yet  seen.  The  faces  of  the  angels 
are  pale  and  oval-shaped,  in  their 
eyes  is  the  light  of  Wisdom  and 
Love,  and  their  lips  seem  as  if  they 
would  speak  to  us;  and  strength 
and  beauty  are  in  their  wings. 
They  stand  with  naked  feet,  some 
on  shell-strewn  sands  whereon  tide 
has  never  washed  nor  storm  broken, 
others  it  seems  on  pools  of  water, 


others  on  strange  flowers ;  and  their 
hair  is  like  the  bright  glory  round 
a  sainf  s  head. 

The  scene  of  the  third  picture  is 
laid  in  d^  long  green  valley  by  the 
sea;  eight  g^ns,  handmaidens  of 
the  Gknldess  of  Love,  are  collected 
by  the  margin  of  a  long  pool  of 
clear  water,  whose  surface  no 
wandering  wind,  or  flapping  bird 
has  ruffled ;  but  the  large  flat 
leaves  of  the  water  lily  float  on  it 
undisturbed,  and  clustering  forget- 
me-nots  rise  here  and  there  like 
heaps  of  scattered  turquoise. 

In  this  '*  Mirror  of  Venus  "  each 
girl  is  reflected  as  in  a  mirror  of 
polished  steel.  Some  of  them  bend 
over  the  pool  in  laughing  wonder 
at  their  own  beauty,  others,  weary 
of  shadows,  are  leaning  back,  and 
one  girl  is  standing  straight  up  ; 
and  nothing  of  her  is  reflected  in 
the  pool  but  a  glimmer  of  wliite 
feet.  This  picture,  however,  has 
not  the  intense  pathos  and  tragedy 
of  the  **  Beguiling  of  Merlin,"  nor 
the  mystical  and  lovely  symbolism 
of  the  **Day8  of  the  Creation." 
Above  these  three  pictures  are 
hung  five  allegorical  studies  of 
figures  by  the  same  artist,  all 
wortliy  of  his  fame. 

Mr.  Walter  Crane,  who  has 
illustrated  so  many  fairy  tales 
for  children,  sends  an  ambiti- 
ous work  Ctalled  the  ''Renais- 
sance of  Venus,"  which  in  the  dull 
colour  of  its  "  sunless  dawn,"  and 
in  its  general  want  of  all  the 
glow  and  beauty  and  passion 
that  one  assotdates  with  this  scene 
reminds  one  of  Botticelli's  picture 
of  the  same  subject.  After  Mr. 
Swinburne's  superb  description  of 
the  sea-birth  of  the  goddess  in  his 
Hymn  to  Proserpine,  it  is  very 
strange  to  find  a  cultured  artist  of 
feeling  producing  such  a  vapid 
Venus  as  this.  The  best  thing  in 
it  is  the  painting  of  an  apple  tree : 
the  time  of  year  is  spring,  and  the 
leaves    have  not    yet    come,  b\x\. 
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the  tree  is  laden  with  pink  and 
white  blossoms,  which  stand  out  in 
beautiful  relief  against  the  pale 
blue  of  the  sky,  and  are  very  true 
to  nature. 

M.  Alphonse  Legros  sends  nine 
pictures,  and  there  is  a  natural 
curiosity  to  see  the  work  of  a  gen- 
tleman who  holds  at  Cambridge  the 
same  professorship  as  Mi\  Kuskln 
does  at  Oxford.  Four  of  these  are 
studies  of  men's  heads,  done  in 
two  hours  each  for  his  pupils  at 
the  Slade  Schools.  There  is  a  good 
deal  of  vigorous,  rough  execution 
about  them,  and  they  are  marvels 
of  rapid  work.  His  portrait  of 
Mr.  Carlyle  is  unsatisfactory ;  and 
even  in  No.  79,  a  picture  of  two 
scarlet-robed  bishops,  surrounded 
by  Spanish  monks,  his  colour  is 
very  thin  and  meagre.  A  good  bit 
of  painting  is  of  some  metal  pots 
in  a  picture  called  "  Le  Chaudron- 
nier.** 

Mr.  Leslie,  unfortunately,  is 
only  represented  by  one  small 
work,  called  **  Palm-blossom." 
It  is  a  picture  of  a  per- 
fectly lovely  child,  that  remmds 
us  of  Sir  Joshua's  cherubs  in  the 
National  Gallery,  with  a  mouth 
like  two  petals  of  a  rose ;  the 
underlip,  as  Hossetti  says  quaintly 
somewhere,  ''sucked  in  as  if  it 
strove  to  kiss  itself." 

Then  we  come  to  the  most  abused 
pictures  in  the  whole  Exhibition 
— ^the  **  colour  symphonies  "  of  the 
*'  Great  Dark  Master,"  Mr.  Whis- 
tler, who  deserves  the  name  of  JSTo 
shoteinoij  as  much  as  Herakleitos 
«ver  did.  Their  titles  do  not  convey 
much  information.  No.  4  is  called 
**  Nocturne  in  Black  and  Gt)ld ; 
No.  6a.,  ''  Nocturne  in  Blue  and 
Silver,"  and  so  on.  The  first  of 
these  represents  a  rocket  of  golden 
rain,  with  green  and  red  fires 
bursting  in  a  perfectly  black  sky ; 
two  large  blaclc  smudges  on  the 
picture  standing,  I  believe,  for 
a  tower  which  is  in   ''Cremome 


Gardens,"  and  for  a  crowd  of 
lookers  on.  The  other  is 
rather  prettier ;  a  rocket  is  break- 
ing  in  a  pale  blue  sky,  over  a  large* 
dark  blue  bridge,  and  a  blue  and 
silver  river.  These  pictures  are 
certainly  worth  looking  at  for  about 
as  long  as  one  looks  at  a  real 
rocket,  that  is,  for  somewhat  less- 
than  a  quarter  of  a  minute. 

No.  7  is  called  **  Arrangement  in 
Black  No.  3,"  apparently  some 
pseudonym  for  our  greatest  living 
actor,  for  out  of  black  smudgy 
clouds  comes  looming  the  gaiint 
figure  of  Mr.  Henry  Irving,  with 
the  yellow  hair  and  pointed  beard, 
the  ruff,  short  cloak,  and  tight  hose- 
in  which  he  appeared  as  Philip  II. 
in  Tennyson*s  play  of  Queen  Mary. 
One  hand  is  thrust  into  his  breast 
and  his  legs  are  stuck  wide  apart,  in 
a  queer  stiff  position  that  Mr.  Irving 
often  adopts  preparatory  to  one  of 
his  long  wolf-like  strides  across 
the  stage.  The  figure  is  life-size,  and 
though  apparently  one-armed,  is  so 
ridiculously  like  the  original  that  one* 
cannot  help  almost  laughing  when 
one  sees  it.  And  we  may  imagine 
that  anyone  who  had  the  misfortune- 
to  be  shut  up  at  night  in  the 
Grosvenor  Gallery  wo^d  hear  this 
'•Arrangement  in  Black  No.  3" 
murmuring,  in  the  well-known 
Lyceum  accents — 

''  By  St.  James,  I  do  protest 

Upon  the  faith  and  honour  of  a 

Spaniard, 
I  am  vastly  grieved  to  leave  your 

Majesty. 
Simon,  is  supper  ready?" 

Nos.  8  and  9  are  life-size  por- 
traits of  two  young  ladies, 
evidently  caught  in  a  black 
London  fog ;  they  look  like  sisters 
but  are  not  related  probably,  as 
one  is  a  "  Harmony  in  Amber  and 
Black,"  the  other  only  an  <' Arrange- 
ment in  Brown." 

Mr.  Whistler,  however,  sends  one 
really  good  picture  to  this  exhibi- 
tion,  a  portrait  of    Mr.    Carlyle, 
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which  is  hung  in  the  entrance 
hall;  the  expression  on  the  old 
man's  face,  the  texture  and  colour 
of  his  grey  hair,  and  the  general 
sympathetic  treatment,  shew  Mr, 
Whistler  *  to  be  an  artist  of  very 
great  power  when  he  Ukes. 

There  is  not  so  much  in  the  East 
Gallery  that  calls  for  notice.      Mr. 
licighton    is    unfortunately    only 
represented  by  two  little  heads,  one 
of  an  Italian  ^rl,  the  other  called 
"  A  Study."  dSiere  is  some  delicate 
flesh  painting  of  red  and  brown  in 
these  works  that  reminds  one  of  a 
rosset  apple ;  but  of  course  they 
are  no    samples  of     this    artist's 
great  strength.       There  are  two 
good  portraits,  one  of  Mrs.  Bume- 
Jones,  by  Mr.  Poynter.     This  lady 
has  a  very  delicate,  artistic  face, 
Teminding  us,  perhaps,  a  little  of 
one  of  the  angels  her  husband  has 
painted.       She  is  represented  in  a 
white  dress,  with  a  perfectly  gigan- 
tic old-fashioned  watch  hung  to  her 
waist,  drinking  tea  from  an    old 
blue  china  cup.      The  other  is  a 
head  of  the  Duchess  of  Westmin- 
ater,  by  Mr.  Porbes  Robertson,  who 
both  as  an   actor  and  an  artist  has 
shown   great  cleverness.     He  has 
succeeded  very  well  in  reproducing 
the    calm    beautiful    profile,     and 
lustrous    golden    hair,     but     the 
shoulders  are  imgracef  ul,  and  very 
unlike  the  original.     The  figure  of 
a  girl  leaning  against  a  wonderful 
bcreen,     looking     terribly     **  mis- 
understood,"  and    surrounded   by 
any  amount  of  artistic  china  and 
furniture,  by  Mrs.  Louise  Jopling, 
is  worth    looking  at  too.      It  is 
called    ''It  might  have  been,"  and 
the  girl  is  quite  fit  to  be  the  heroine 
of  any  sentimental  novel. 


The  two  largest  contributors  to 
this  gallery  are  Mr.  Ferdinand 
Heilbuth  and  Mr.  James  Tissot. 
The  first  of  these  two  artists  sends 
some  delightful  pictures  from  Home, 
two  of  which  are  particularly  pleas- 
ing. One  is  of  an  old  Cardinal  in 
the  Imperial  scarlet  of  the  Gcesars, 
meeting  a  body  of  young  Italian 
boys  in  purple  soutanes,  studeuts 
evidently  in  some  religious  college, 
near  the  Church  of  St.  John 
Lateran.  One  of  the  boys  is  being 
presented  to  the  Cardinal,  and 
looks  very  nervous  under  the  opera- 
tion; the  rest  gaze  in  wonder  at 
the  old  man  in  his  beautiful  dress. 
The  other  picture  is  a  view  in  the 
gardens  of  the  Villa  Borghese; 
a  Cardinal  has  sat  down  on  a 
marble  seat  in  the  shade  of  the 
trees,  and  is  suspending  his  medi- 
tation for  a  moment  to  smile  at  a 
pretty  child  to  whom  a  French 
honne  is  pointing  out  the  gorgeously 
dressed  old  gentleman;  a  flunkey 
in  attendance  on  the  Cardinal  looks 
superciliously  on. 

Nearly  all  of  Mr.  Tissot's  pictures 
are  deficient  in  feeling  and  depth  ; 
his  young  ladies  are  too  fashionably 
over-dressed  to  interest  the  artistic 
eye,  and  he  has  a  hard  unscrupu- 
lousness  in  painting  uninteresting 
objects  in  an  uninteresting  way. 
There  is  some  good  colour  and 
drawing,  however,  in  his  painting 
of  a  withered  chestnut  tree,  with 
the  autumn  sun  glowing  through 
the  yellow  leaves,  in  a  picnic  scene, 
No.  23 ;  the  remainder  of  the 
picture  being  something  in  the 
photogp-aphic  style  of  Frith. 

What  a  gap  in  art  there  is  be- 
tween such  a  picture  as  **  The  Ban- 
quet of  the  Civic  Guard, "  in  Holland , 


*J*   is  perhaps  not  generally  known  that  there  is  another  and  older  peacock 

^      Lin  the  world  beddes  the  one  Mr.  Whistler  has   done  at  Kensington.    I  was 

'•ecri  lately  at  Ravenna  to  come  across  a  mosaic  ceiling  done  in  the  keynote  of 

ipnoD  <'s  tail,  uae,  green,  pnrple,  and  gold,  and  with  fonr  peacocks  in  the  four 

M  !»  ICr.  Whistier  was  anaware  of  the  existsnee  of  this  ceiling  at  the  time  he 

bat*- 
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with  its  beautiful  grouping  of 
noble-looking  men,  its  exquisite 
Venetian  glass  a-glow  with  light 
and  wine,  and  Mr.  Tissot's  over* 
dressed,  oommon-looking  people, 
and  ufi^lj,  painfully  accurate  repre- 
sentation of  modem  soda-water 
bottles! 

Mr.  Tissot's  "  Widower,'?  how- 
ever, shines  in  qualities  which  his 
other  pictures  lack  ;  it  is  full  of 
depth  and  sugeestiveness ;  the 
grasses  and  wild,  luxuriant  g^wth 
of  the  foreground  are  a  revel  of 
natural  life. 

We  must  notice  besides  in  this 
gallery  Mr.  Watts'  two  powerful 
portraits  of  Mr.  Bume- Jones  and 
Lady  Lindsay. 

To  get  to  the  Water  Colour 
Boom  we  pass  through  a  small 
sculpture  gallery,  which  contains 
some  busts  of  interest,  and  a 
pretty  terra-cotta  figure  of  a  young 
sailor,  by  Count  Gleichen,  entitled 
"  Cheeky,"  but  it  is  not  remark- 
able in  any  way,  and  contrasts  very 
unfavourably  with  the  Exhibition 
of  Sculpture  at  the  Koyal  Academy, 
in  whicn  are  three  really  fine  works 
of  art — Mr.  Leighton's  "  Man 
Struggling  with  a  Snake,"  which 
may  be  thouj^ht  worthy  of  being 
looked  on  side  by  side  with  the 
Laocoon  of  the  Vatican,  and  Lord 
Houald  Gower's  two  statues,  one  of 
a  djring  French  Guardsman  at  the 
Battle  of  Waterloo,  the  other  of 
Marie  Antoinette  being  led  to  exe- 
cution with  bound  hands.  Queen- 
like and  noble  to  the  last. 

The  collection  of  water-colours  is 
mediocre  ;  there  is  a  good  effect  of 
Mr.  Poynter's,  the  east  wind  seen 
from  a  high  cliff  sweeping  down  on 
the  sea  like  the  black  wings  of  some 
god ;  and  some  charming  pictures 
of  ** Fairy  Land"  by  Mr.  Eichard 
Doyle,  which  woidd  make  good 
illustrations  for  one  of  Mr.  Ailing- 


ham's    ''Fairy-Poems;"  but  the- 
iout-efuetnble  is  poor. 

Taking  a  general  view  of  the- 
works  exhibited  here,  we  see  that 
this  dull  land  of  England,  with  its 
short  summer,  its  dreary  rains  and. 
fogs,  its  mining  districts,  and  fac- 
tories, and  vile  deification  of  machi- 
nery, has  yet  produced  very  great 
masters  of  art,  men  with  a  subtle 
sense  and  love  of  what  is  beautiful, 
original,  and  noble  in  imagination. 

Nor  are  the  art-treasures  of  this- 
country  at  all  exhausted  by  this 
Exhibition;  there  are  very  many^ 
g^eat  pictures  by  living  artists 
hidden  away  in  different  places, 
which  those  of  us  who  are  yet  boys 
have  never  seen,  and  which  our 
elders  must  wi^h  to  see  again. 

Holm  an  Hunt  has  done  better 
work  than  the  **  Afterglow  in 
Egypt;"  neither  Millais,  Leigh  ton, 
or  Poynter  have  sent  any  of  the 
pictures  on  which  their  fame  rests  ; 
neither  Bume-Jones  or  Watts 
shows  us  here  all  the  glories  of  his 
art ;  and  the  name  of  that  strange 
genius  who  wrote  the  **  Vision  of 
Love  revealed  in  Sleep,"  and  the 
names  of  Dante  Bossetti,  and  of 
the  Marchioness  of  Waterford, 
cannot  be  found  in  the  catalogue* 
And  so  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  this 
is  not  the  only  exhibition  of  paint- 
ings that  we  shall  see  in  the 
Grosvenor  Gallery ;  and  Sir  Coutts 
Lindsay,  in  shewing  us  g^at  works 
of  art,  will  be  most  materially 
aiding  that  revival  of  culture  and 
love  of  beauty  which  in  great, 
part  owes  its  birth  to  Mr. 
Kuskin,  and  which  Mr.  Swinburne, 
and  Mr.  Pater,  and  Mr.  Symonds,. 
and  Mr.  Morris,  and  many  others, 
are  fostering  and  keeping  alive^ 
each  in  his  own  peculiar  fashion. 

OsoAB  Wilde. 


Magdalen  College, 
Oxford. 
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Prayer9 :  with  a  Discourse  on 
Praifer.  By  Gleoree  Dawson,  M.A. 
£dited  by  his  Wife.  London : 
Henry  8.  King:  and  Co.  1877. 
— ^Thi8  little  volume  will  doubt- 
less be  highly  valued  by  the 
many  persons  who  have  either  been 
r^ular  members  of  Mr.  Dawson's 
congreg^ation  or  have  only  now  and 
agam  listened  to  this  great 
preacher  ;  for  to  them  this  book  of 
prayers  will  carry  the  stamp  of 
his  individuality,  and  will  recall 
the  author*s  Hving  vigoiir  and 
fervour.  In  the  opening  discourse 
upon  Prayer,  which  is  extremely 
beautiful,  although  perhaps  not 
very  original,  Mr.  Dawson  himself 
shews  the  reason  why  prayers  will 
scaroely  bear  piinting. 

'*In  friendship  we  prize  hut  little 
that  which  we  share  in  commou  with  a 
erowd.  That  which  the  one  we  love 
can  tell  to  the  whole  wide  circle  of  his 
friends  we  care  little  to  hear ;  that 
which  he  tells  to  myself  alone  is  my 
tme  riches,  the  measure  of  his  love  for 
me.  .  .  .  And  then  to  come  from 
the  love  of  friend  and  friend  or  of 
Either  and  child,  to  that  other  and 
dewier  love,  so  stained  and  soiled  by 
oor  unworthy  thinking  of  it,  yet  chosen 
by  the  Lord  Jesus  as  the  most  fitting 
tjrpe  of  His  lore  to  us — the  love  of  man 
towards  woman.  And  he  who  has 
lored  no  woman  has  never  learnt  to 
speak  truly  of  the  love  of  Grod  to 
man.  ...  Of  that  lore,  then, 
which  speaks  our  deepest  life,  how 
httle  is  it  seemly  to  tell  but  in  secret. 
•  .  .  So  of  the  soul's  life  towards 
€h>d.  He  beckons  us  into  quietness 
and  secrecy.  .  .  .  The  Book  of 
CovmioD  nmyer  tells  as  much  of  man's 
Beads  as  perhaps  is  well  io  be  told  in 
pabliCf  but  lie  would  be  Tery  unwise 


who  should  say  that  that  form,  beauti* 
fill  though  it  may  be,  tells  all  man's, 
life,  or  speaks  out  all  that  he  would 
say  to  Qod.  .  .  His  real  individual 
life  can  be  uttered  for  him  by  no  other 
lips,  can  bo  understood  by  no  other 
heart  (scarcely  even  by  his  own  some- 
times), but  only  by  that  Spirit  whose 
deepest  prayer  within  us  is  a  groaning 
which  cannot  be  uttered. " 

There  must  always  appear  some- 
thing incongruous  in  the  extempore- 
prayer  when  seized  and  made  per- 
manent in  printer's  ink ;  it  is  no 
longer  the  outcome  of  the  leader  of 
a  congregation,  who  by  aspirational 
effort  endeavours  to  carry  with 
him  the  living  beings  who  listen  to 
him.  It  inevitably  gathers  a  cold- 
ness from  its  new  position. 

Such  prayers  as  these  of  Mr^ 
Dawson's,  when  in  this  collected 
form,  may  rather  be  regarded  in 
the  light  of  brief  essays  for  the 
purpose  of  conveying  ideas  with 
regard  to  the  attitude  of  man 
towards  God,  and  of  God  towards 
His  world,  than  for  use  as  prayers 
in  the  ordinary  sense.  Some  pas- 
sages, such  as  the  following,  some- 
what recall  the  style  of  James 
Martineau : — 

**  Lord  God,  thou  has  given  us  to  feel 
charity  and  mercy.  Thou  hast  lighted 
within  us  that  awful  light  of  conscience,. 
dim  whilst  passion  prevails,  silent 
whilst  sin  is  a-doing,  bright  shining  in 
the  dark,  clear  speaking  in  the  hour 
of  repentance. 

"  We  are  akin  to  all  things  beneath 
ns ;  we  shape  the  life  of  the  things 
around  us  ;  yet  have  we  a  strange 
power  of  mounting  which  they  know 
not ;  for  the  trees  of  the  forest  are  as 
they  were,  and  the  stars  of  the  heaven 
know  no  changing    ButmantViY  c\\\\^ 
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•KshanffeSy  and  passes  on,  and  standing 
in  tills  wide  world,  asks  strange  ques- 
tions of  what  thou  hast  made  ;  and  so 
we  know  him  to  be  thine.  O  Lord 
•our  God  !  wake  in  us  a  deep  sense  of 
the  highest  life  of  man.  .  .  .  All 
powers  of  intellect  may  we  gather,  all 
powers  of  knowledge  may  we  search 
for,  all  powers  of  genius  may  we  bo 
moved  by  ;  but  above  all  things  make 
plain  to  us  the  beauty  of  what  is  right, 
the  beauty  of  what  is  tender  and 
true." 

The  book  is  worth  reading,  for 
^we  find  within  its  pages,  given  in 
good  language  and  a  style  which, 
though  sometimes  commonplace,  is 
often  beautiful,  the  view  of  life 
which  was  held  by  that  true  and 
•earnest  spirit,  Geoi^e  Dawson. 


EBsayB  on  Mental  Culture,  By  Pro- 
fessor G.  D.  Wood.  Dulau  &  Co. 
1877. — It  is  an  ambitious  thing  to 
write  an  elementary  book.  It  takes 
«  wise  man  to  write  a  child's  story ; 
.and  it  would  seem  to  us  that  a 
man  needs  a  considerable  storage 
of  knowledge  and  experience,  as 
well  as  gp*eat  natural  insight, 
before  he  writes  essays  for 
joung  women.  We  have  two 
grievances  with  regard  to  Professor 
Wood's  book.  Firstly,  that  it  con- 
tains nothing  which  entitles  it  to 
be  called  a  book  for  ^'  girl "  students 
especially;  secondly,  that  we  can 
find  nothiug  new  or  even  newly- 
expressed  in  it.  It  contains  plenty 
of  good  practical  advice ;  but 
whether  girl  students  are  just  the 
people  to  take  g^od  practical  advice, 
when  not  made  in  any  special 
manner  attractive,  or  put  in  a  fresh 
light  by  any  originality  or  vigour 
of  style,  we  may  be  allowea  to 
doubt.  An  earnest  and  far-seeing 
treatise  upon  this  subject  of  mentiu 
culture  ought  to  be  a  valued  work 
just  now,  when  so  many  women  are 
endeavouring  not  only  to  get  edu- 
cated, but  to  educate  themselves ; 
but  ''Essays  on  Mental  Culture" 


is  hardly  the  book  to  satisfy  or 
greatly  assist  these  aspirants. 

LettreB  du  Marechal  de  Moltke  sur 
la  Itussie.  Traduites  par  Alfred 
Marchand.  Paris:  Sandoz  and 
Fischbacher.  1877 — The  light  cheap 
style  of  the  French  bookselling  trade 
enables  them  to  bring  forward 
subjects  of  special  or  temporary 
interest  rapidly  and  opportunely. 
Here  are  some  letters  of  the  terrible 
Marshal,  upon  a  topic  that  is  now 
of  intense  military  interest — ^Bussia. 
But  they  were  written  in  1856,  and 
are  addressed  to  a  woman,  so  that 
it  would  be  hard  to  expect  that 
there  should  be  drawn  from  them 
any  accurate  measurement  of 
Russia's  strength  or  forecast  of 
Kussia'  s  future .  They  were  written 
by  the  Marshal  to  his  wife  and 
certainly  not  for  publication.  How 
they  have  come  to  the  light  is  a 
mystery.  Somehow  or  other  they 
passed  from  the  hands  of  Madame 
de  Moltke  into  the  office  of  a 
journal  in  Copenhagen,  which 
promptly  published  them.  At  the 
beginning  of  the  present  year, 
German  eyes  fell  upon  them,  and 
they  were  brought  forward  in  the 
Deutsche  Rundschau  of  February, 
from  which  they  have  been  trans- 
lated into  French  for  the  present 
volume.  At  the  time  of  their  com- 
position, Moltke  waB  First  Adjutant 
of  Frederick  William,  now  Prince 
Imperial  of  Germany,  and  heir  to 
the  throne  of  Prussia,  and  the 
occasion  of  the  visit  to  St.  Peters- 
burg and  Moscow  was  the  corona- 
tion of  Alexander  II.  Has  the 
Emperor's  power  waned  since  1856, 
when  Moltke  said,  ''  All  power 
resides  in  the  paternal  authority, 
and  all  the  theories  relative  to  a 
representative  constitution  are 
simple  folly  in  Russia."  The 
''batuchka,''  as  the  soldiers  call 
the  Czar,  said  he  did  not  want  war, 
but  over  his  wiU  some  other  will 
has  prevailed. 
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NOTICE. 

In  the  September  Number  of  the  Dublin    Univeksity  Magazine 

Will  appear  a 

NEW     AND     EEMAEKABLE     POETEAIT 

OF 

MR    HENRY    IRVING, 

Together  vdfh  an  intimate  Biographical  Sketch  of  this  distinguishe<i 

Tragedian  and  Shakespeare  Student. 

The  Dublin  University  Magazine  for  July  contains : 

The  Supernatukal  ;  and  *'  Supernatural  Religion."  By  F.  R.  Conder,  C.E. 
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Out  of  Her  Sphere  :  a  Philosopher's  Fancy.    By  Mabel  Collins. 

The  Ancient  Faith  of  Egypt.     By  Keningale  Cook,  LL.D. 

Sir  Featherbright.     By  Richard  Hengist  Home  ;  author  of  "  Orion,"  &c. 

Our  Portrait  Gallery.      Second   Series. — No.   XLII.,   Samuel  Birch, 

LL.D.,  D.C.L.,  &c. 
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OjnnioTU  of  the  Prett  on  tlie  July  Number^  which  "begins  Volume  Ninety^ 
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of  the  Magazine.  We  trufit  that,  so  supported,  he  will  succeed  in  replacing  the  University  in  its 
old  lustre.— freeman's  Journal. 
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"  Learned  ....  interesting  ....  an  excellent  number."— Belfast  yetos  Letter. 
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ON    ELEMENTAEY    INSTEUCTION    IN 

PHYSIOLOGY.* 

By  Professob  Huxley,  F.E.S. 


The  chief  g^und  upon  which  I 
yenture  to  recommend  that  the 
teaching  of  elementary  physiology 
should  form  an  essential  part  of 
any  org^ised  course  of  instruction 
in  matters  pertaining  to  domestic 
economy,  is,  that  a  knowledge 
of  even  the  elements  of  this 
subject  supplies  those  conceptions 
of  the  constitution  and  mode  of 
action  of  the  living  body,  and 
of  the  nature  of  health  and 
disease,  which  prepare  the  mind 
to  receive  instruction  from  sanitary 
science. 

It  is,  Ithink,  eminently  desirable 
that  the  hvgienist  and  the  phy- 
sician should  find  something  in  the 
public  mind  to    which  they  can 


appeal;  some  little  stock  of  uni- 
versally acknowledged  truths, 
which  may  serve  as  a  foundation 
for  their  warnings,  and  predispose 
towards  an  intelligent  obedience 
to  their  recommendations. 

Listening  to  ordinary  talk  about 
health,  disease,  and  death,  one  is 
often  led  to  entertain  a  doubt  whe- 
ther the  speakers  believe  that  the 
course  of  natural  causation  runs  as 
smoothly  in  the  human  body  as 
elsewhere.  Indications  are  too  often 
obvious  of  a  strong,  though  perhaps 
an  unavowed  and  half  unconscious, 
undercurrent  of  opinion  that  the 
phenomena  of  life  are  not  only 
widely  different,  in  their  superficial 
characters  and  in  their  practical 


*  Tills  Paper  is  identical  with  that  which  formed  the  basis  of  a  disoassion 
oa  the  18th  of  July,  at  the  First  Animal  Congress  of  the  Sodetj  of  Art*, 
held  in  Birmingham,  when  a  irathering  of  Edaoational  Institations  met  to  discnss 
the  iaporteiijb  qneetion  of  tiie  teaohing  of  Domestic  Economy  as  a  branoh  of 
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importance,  from  other  natural 
events ;  but  that  they  do  not  follow 
in  that  definite  order  Trhich  cha- 
racterises the  succession  of  all 
other  occurrences,  and  the  state- 
ment of  which  we  call  a  law  of 
nature. 

Hence,  I  think,  arises  the' want 
of  heartiness  of  belief  in  the  value 
of  knowledge  respecting  the  laws 
of  health  and  disease,  and  of  the 
foresight  and  care  to  which  know- 
led^  is  the  essential  preliminary, 
which  is  so  often  noticeable ;  and 
a  corresponding  laxity  and  care- 
lessness m  practice,  the  results  of 
which  are  too  frequently  lament- 
able. 

It  is  said  that,  among  the  many 
religious  sects  of  Bussia,  there  is 
one  which  holds  that  all  disease  is 
brought  about  by  the  direct  and 
special  interference  of  the  Deity, 
and  which,  therefore,  looks  with 
repugnance  upon  both  preventive 
and  curative  measures,  as  alike 
blasphemous  interferences  with  the 
will  of  God.  Among  ourselves,  the 
**  Peculiar  People  "  are,  I  believe, 
the  only  persons  who  hold  the  like 
doctrine  in  its  integrity,  and  carry 
it  out  with  logical  rigour.  But 
many  of  us  are  old  enough  to  re- 
collect that  the  administration  of 
chloroform  in  assuagement  of  the 
pangs  of  childbirth,  was,  at  its 
introduction,  strenuously  resisted 
upon  simUar  grounds. 

I  am  not  sure  that  the  feeling, 
of  which  the  doctrine  to  which  I 
have  referred  is  the  full  expression, 
does  not  lie  at  the  bottom  of  the 
minds  of  a  great  many  people  who 
yet  woidd  vigorously  object  to  give 
a  verbal  assent  to  the  doctrine 
itself.  However  this  may  be,  the 
main  point  is  that  sufficient  know- 
ledge has  now  been  acquired  of 
vital  phenomena,  to  justify  the 
assertion  that  the  notion  that  there 
is  anything  exceptional  about  these 
phenomena  receives  not  a  particle 
of  support  from  any  known  fact. 


On  the  contrary,  there  is  a  vast 
and  an  increasing  mass  of  evidence 
that  birth  and  death,  health  and 
disease,  are  as  much  parts  of  the 
ordinary  stream  of  events  as  the 
rising  and  setting  of  the  sun,  or 
the  changes  of  the  moon ;  and  that 
the  living  body  is  a  mechanism, 
the  proper  working  of  which  we 
term  health;  its  disturbance, 
disease ;  its  stoppage,  death.  The 
activity  of  this  mechanism  is  de- 
pendent upon  many  and  compli- 
cated conditions,  some  of  wluch 
are  hopelessly  beyond  our  control, 
while  others  are  readily  accessible, 
and  are  capable  of  being  indefi- 
nitely modified  by  our  own  actions. 
The  business  of  the  hygienist  and 
of  the  physician  is  to  know  the 
range  of  these  modifiable  condi- 
tions, and  how  to  influence  them  to- 
wards the  maintenance  of  health  and 
the  prolongation  of  life ;  the  busi- 
ness of  the  general  public  is  to  give 
an  intelligent  assent,  and  a  ready 
obedience  based  upon  that  assent, 
to  the  rules  laid  down  for  their 
guidance  by  such  experts.  But 
an  intelligent  assent  is  an  assent 
based  upon  knowledge,  and  the 
knowledge  which  is  here  in  ques- 
tion means  an  acquaintance  with 
the  elements  of  physiology. 

It  is  not  difficult  to  acquire  such 
knowledge.  What  is  true,  to 
a  certain  extent,  of  all  the  physical 
sciences,  is  eminently  characteristic 
of  physiology — the  difficulty  of  the 
subject  begins  beyond  the  stage  of. 
elementary  knowledge,  and  in- 
creases with  every  stage  of  pro- 
gress. While  the  most  highly 
trained  and  best  furnished  intellect 
may  find  all  its  resources  insuffi- 
cient when  it  strives  to  reach  the 
heights  and  j)enotrate  into  the 
depths  of  the  problems  of  physio- 
logy, the  elementary  and  funda- 
mental truths  can  be  made  clear  to 
a  child. 

No  one  can  have  any  difficidty 
in  comprehending  the  mechanism 
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of  circulation  or  respiration ;  or 
the  general  mode  of  operation  of 
the  ormn  of  vision;  though  the 
unravwlifig  of  all  the  minutiro  of 
these  processes  may,  for  the  pre- 
sent, baffle  the  c<)njoine<l  attacks 
of  the  most  accomplished  phy- 
sicists, chemists,  and  mathema- 
ticians. To  know  the  anatomy  of 
the  human  body,  with  even  an 
approximation  to  thoroughness,  is 
the  work  of  a  life ;  but  as  much  as 
is  needed  for  a  sound  comprehen- 
sion of  elementary  physiological 
truths,  may  be  learned  in  a  week. 

A  knowledge  of  the  elements  of 
physiology  is  not  only  easy  of 
acquirement,  but  it  may  be  made  a 
real  and  practical  acquaintance 
with  the  facts,  as  far  as  it  goes. 
The  subject  of  study  is  always  at 
hand,  in  oneself.  The  principal 
constituents  of  the  skeleton,  and 
the  changes  of  form  of  contracting 
muscles,  may  be  felt  through  one's 
own  sldn.  Tlie  beating  of  one's 
heart,  and  its  connection  with  the 
2)ulse,  may  be  noted ;  the  influence 
of  the  valves  of  one's  own  veins 
may  be  shewn ;  the  movements  of 
respiration  may  be  observed ; 
while  the  wonderful  plienomena  of 
sensation  afford  an  endless  field  for 
curious  and  interesting  self-study. 
The  prick  of  a  needle  will  jdeld, 
in  a  drop  of  one's  own  blood,  ma- 
terial for  microscopic  observation 
of  phenomena  which  lie  at  the 
foundation  of  all  biological  con- 
ceptions ;  and  a  cold,  with  its  con- 
comitant coughing  and  sneezing, 
may  prove  the  sweet  uses  of  adver- 
sity by  helping  one  to  a  clear  con- 
ception of  what  is  meant  by 
**  reflex  action." 

Of  course,  there  is  a  limit  to 
this  physiological  self-examination. 
But  there  is  so  close  a  solidarity 
"between  ourselves  and  our  poor 
relations  of  the  animal  world,  that 
our  inaccessible  inward  parts  may 
be  supplemented  by  theirs.  A 
comparative  anatomist  knows  that 


a  sheep's  heart  and  lungs,  or  eye, 
must  not  be  confounded  with  those 
of  a  man ;  but  so  far  as  the  com- 
prehension of  the  elementary  facts 
of  the  physiology  of  circulation 
and  of  respiration  and  of  vision 
goes,  the  one  furnishes  the  needful 
anatomical  data  as  well  as  the 
other. 

Thus,  it  is  quite  possible  to  give 
instruction  in  elementary  phy- 
siology in  such  a  manner  as  not 
only  to  confer  knowledge,  which, 
for  the  reason  I  have  mentioned, 
is  useful  in  itseU ;  but  to  serve  the 
purposes  of  a  training  in  accurate 
observation,  and  in  the  methods  of 
reasoning  of  physical  science.  But 
that  is  an  advantage  which  I  men- 
tion only  incidentally,  as  the 
present  Conference  does  not  deal 
with  education  in  the  ordinaiy 
sense  of  the  word. 

It  will  not  be  suspected  that  I 
wish  to  make  physiologists  of  all 
the  world.  It  would  be  as  reason- 
able to  accuse  an  advocate  of  the 
**  three  R's  "  of  a  desire  to  make 
an  orator,  an  author,  and  a 
mathematician  of  everj'body.  A 
stumbling  reader,  a  pot-hook 
writer,  and  an  arithmetician  who 
has  not  got  beyond  the  rule  of 
three,  is  not  a  person  of  brilliant 
acquirements ;  but  the  difference 
between  such  a  member  of  society 
and  one  who  cannot  either  read, 
write,  or  cii)her  is  almost  inex- 
pressible ;  and  no  one  now-a-days 
doubts  the  value  of  instruction, 
even  if  it  goes  no  f  urtlier. 

The  saying  that  a  little  know- 
ledge is  a  dangerous  thing,  is,  to 
my  mind,  a  verj'  dangerous  adage. 
If  knowledge  is  real  and  genuine, 
I  do  not  believe  that  it  is  other 
than  a  very  valuable  possession, 
however  infinitesimal  its  quantity 
may  be.  Indeed,  if  a  little  know- 
ledge is  dangerous,  where  is  the 
man  who  has  so  much  as  to  be  out 
of  danger  ? 

If  William  Harvey's  life-Ion^ 
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labours  had  revealed  to  him  a 
tenth  part  of  what  may  be  made 
sound  and  real  knowledge  to  our 
boys  and  girls — ^he  would  not  only 
haye  been    what    he     was,     the 

greatest  physiologist  of  his  ag^, 
ut  he  woidd  have  loomed  upon 
the  seventeenth  century  as  a  sort 
of  intellectual  portent.  Our  little 
knowledge  would  have  been  to 
him  a  great,  astounding,  imlooked- 
for  vision  of  scientific  truth. 

I  really  see  no  harm  which  can 
come  of  giving  our  children  a  little 
knowledge  of  physiology.  But 
then,  as  I  have  said,  the  instruc- 
tion must  be  real,  based  upon 
observation,  eked  out  by  sood 
explanatory  diagrams  and  models, 
and  conveyed  by  a  teacher  whose 
knowledge  has  been  acquired  by 
study  of  the  facts ;  and  not  the 
mere  catechismal  parrot-work 
which  too  often  usurps  the  place 
of  elementary  teaching. 

It  is,  I  hope,  imnecessary  for 
me  to  give  a  formal  contradiction 
to  the  silly  fiction,  which  is  assidu- 
ously circulated  by  fanatics  who 
not  only  ought  to  know,  but  do 
know,  that  their  assertions  are 
untrue,  that  I  have  advocated  the 
introduction  of  that  experimental 
discipline  which  is  absolutely  in- 
dispensable to  the  professed 
physiolog^t,  into  elementary  teach- 
ing. 

But  while  I  should  object  to 
any  experimentation  which  can 
justly  be  called  painful,  for  the 
purpose  of  elementary  instruction ; 
and  while,  as  a  member  of  a  late 
Hoyal  Commission,  I  gladly  did 
my  best  to  prevent  the  infliction  of 
needless  pain,  for  any  purpose ;  I 
think  it  is  my  duty  to  take  tliis 
0{>portunity  of  expressing  my 
Mpret  at  a  condition  of  the  law 
irELch  permits  a  bgy  to  troll  for 
l^e,  or  set  lines,  with  live  frog 


bait,  for  idle  amusement ;  and,  at 
the  same  time,  lays  the  teacher  of 
that  boy  open  to  the  penalty  of 
fine  and  imprisonment  if  he  uses 
the  same  animal  for  the  purpose 
of  exhibiting  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  and  instructive  of  physio- 
logical spectacles,  the  circulation 
in  the  web  of  the  foot.  No  one 
could  undertake  to  affirm  that  a 
frog  is  not  inconvenienced  by 
being  wrapped  up  in  a  wet  rag, 
and  having  his  toes  tied  out ;  and 
it  cannot  be  denied  that  incon- 
venience is  a  sort  of  pain.  But 
you  must  not  inflict  the  least  pain 
on  a  vertebrated  animal  for  scien-^ 
tiflc  purposes  (though  you  may  do 
a  good  deal  in  that  way  for  g^n 
or  for  sport)  without  due  license- 
of  the  Secretary  of  State  for  the- 
Home  Department,  granted  under 
the  authority  of  the  Vivisection 
Act. 

So  it  comes  about,  that  in  this, 
present  year  of  grace  1877,  two> 
persons  may  be  charged  with 
cruelty  to  animals.  One  has  im- 
paled a  frog,  and  suffered  the 
creature  to  writhe  about  in  that 
condition  for  hours ;  the  other  has 
pained  the  animal  no  more  than 
one  of  us  would  be  pained  by 
tying  strings  round  his  fingers,, 
and  keeping  him  in  the  position 
of  a  hydropathic  patient.  The- 
first  offender  says,  **I  did  it  be- 
cause I  find  fishing  very  amusing," 
and  the  magistrate  bids  him  depart 
in  peace;  nay,  probably  wishes 
him  good  sport.  The  second 
pleads,  **I  wanted  to  impress  a 
scientific  truth,  with  a  distinctness 
attainable  in  no  other  way,  on  the 
minds  of  my  scholars,"  and  the 
magistrate  fiines  him  five  pounds. 

I  cannot  but  think  that  this  is 
an  anomalous  and  not  wholly 
creditable  state  of  things. 
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By  M.  Betham-Edwards. 


Pebhats  the  most  salient  charac- 
teristic of  the  present  age  is  its 
over-muchness  of  literature.  From 
the  cradle  upwards  the  process  of 
mental  gorging  begins,  and  so 
persistenfly  and  with  such  evil 
results  is  it  carried  on  throughout 
every  stage  of  existence,  that  those 
who  have  attained  the  art  of  not 
reading  may  be  pronounced  as  the 
wisest  and  happiest  of  mortals. 
It  was  Schopenhauer  who  penned 
those  memorable  words,  **Iam 
learning  not  to  read  ; "  and 
indeed  there  came  a  period  of  his 
life  when  he  virtually  ceased  read- 
ing; that  is  to  say,  he  re-read 
only,  wrote,  and  meditated.  In 
these  days  the  art  of  not  reading 
has  become  almost  superhumanly 
difficult,  chiefly  in  consequence  of 
the  restlessness  of  the  modem 
mind,  induced  by  a  highly- 
advanced  and  complicated  civilisa- 
tion, and  also  on  account  of  the 
extraordinary,  rapidly-increasing, 
and  overwhelming  supplies  of  new 
books.  We  can  hardly  conceive  of 
livelier  gratitude  than  that  felt  by 
a  sincere  lover  of  literature  towards 
the  writer  of  a  good  book,  but 
unfortunately  bad  books  have  so 
vitiated  the  public  taste  that  sincere 


lovers  of  literature  are  few,  and  it 
becomes  matter  of  surprise  that 
poetry  should  be  relished  at  all. 
Considering  the  unpoetic  and  arti- 
ficial shapes  into  which  modem 
life  has  moulded  itself,  we  are 
even  brought  to  wonder  that  poets 
exist.  And  there  is  little  enough 
in  our  educational  system  to  foster 
a  love  of  imaginative  literature  of 
the  highest  kind.  In  France  and 
Germany  far  greater  stress  is  laid 
upon  the  inculcation  of  national 
literature  than  with  us,  and  the 
former  country  has  been  reproached 
with  an  exclusiveness  in  education, 
which  at  least  was  an  exaggeration 
on  the  right  side.  A  French 
boy  or  girl,  after  passing  their 
first  and  second  public  examina- 
tions —  answering  somewhat  to 
our  Junior  and  Senior  Local  Ex- 
aminations — might  know  nothing 
of  English  or  German,  but 
would  necessarily  be  well  versed 
in  the  history  and  letters  of 
their  own  country.  Since  the  war, 
however,  of  1870-1,  material  in- 
terests have  stepped  in,  and  French 
educationalists  have  so  far  modi- 
fied this  scheme  that  foreign 
languages  are  now  obligatory  in 
the  Lycees,  and  are  being  taught 


*  Songs,  Ballads,  and  Stories.    By  William  Allingham.    Bell.    1877. 
Laurence  Bloom  field.  Third  Edition.    Maomillan. 
8oDgB  of  Two  Worlds,  Ist  and  2Dd  Series.  By  a  New  Writer.  King  &  Co.  1871-74-76. 

The  Epic  of  Hades.    1877. 
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much  more  widely  and  generally 
than  before.     There  can  be  little 
doubt     that    the     former     state 
of  things  is   accountable  for  the 
pre-eminence  of  French  writers  in 
style,  and  the  habitual  familiarity 
of  French  people  with  their  own 
classics.    Amongst  our  nei^bours 
on  the  other  side  of  the  Channel 
there  is  nothing  like  the  omni- 
vorous public  that  depends  on  Mr. 
Mudie    for    its    supplies ;   at  the 
same  time,  we  have  not  to  lament 
there  that  wof  ul  imf  amiliarity  with 
national  literature   so  common  in 
England.     Excessive  bookmakLng 
and    its    dire     results    has  only 
reached    its      culminating    point 
here.    Heading,  for  the  most  part, 
may  be  described  as  a  kind  of 
mental  chloral,  resorted  to  by  the 
idle  for  the  sake  of  beguiling  the 
time,  and  by  the  over- worked  for 
the  sake  of  recreation.     By  the 
vast  majority  of  readers  the  poets 
are  ignored  altogether.    Yet  what 
would  life  be  worth  without  their 
teaching  ?  How  refreshing  to  turn 
to  them  from  the  bitterness  and 
turmoil  of   the    present  political 
crisis,   and  from    the  sordidness, 
littleness,    and    care     of     every- 
day  existence !      We    recall,    as 
we   dwell  upon   this   theme,  the 
eloquent    but  melancholy   words 
with  which   Michelet    closes   the 
third  volume  of  his   great  work. 
He    is   speaking    of  liberty,  but 
supply  the  word  poetry,  and  the 
passage  gains  rather  than  loses  in 
force. — *'Ainsi    vacille  la  pauvre 
petite  lumi^re  de  la  liberto  morale. 
Et    cependant     la     tempete    des 
opinions,  le  vent    de   la  passion, 
soufflent     des    quatro    coins     du 
monde     .     .     .    Elle  brule,   elle, 
veuve   ot    solitaire,   chaque  jour, 
chaque  heure,   elle  scintiUe  plus 
foiblement.  Si  f aiblement  scintille- 
t-elle,  que  dans  ceitains  momens, 
je  crois,  comme  celui  qui  se  perd 
aux   catacombes,   sentur  dej4    les 
t6nebres  de  la  froide  nuit.      Pout- 


elle  manquer  ?  Jamais,  sans  doute. 
Nous  avons  besoin  de  le  croire  et 
de  nous  le  dire,  sans  quoi  nous 
tomberions  de  decouragemeiit. 
Elle  eteinte,tGrandDieu,  preservez- 
nous  de  vivre  ici  bas !" 

We  may  paraphrase  this  noble 
passage  and  say,  *'  Creeds  lose 
their  hold  on  the  human  mind, 
religion  becomes  a  name,  a 
refined  materialism  deadens  the 
imagination  and  chills  the  intel- 
lect. Will  the  flickering  ray  of 
poetic  inspiration  be  snuffed  out 
altogether  r  Will  no  sympathetic 
voice  be  left  to  remind  us  of  our 
highest  duty,  our  immortal  part  ? 
'WtM  poetry — that  is  to  say,  Sym- 
pathy, the  culture  of  intellectual 
^Beauty — be  dead  within  us  ? 
Heaven  preserve  us  from  the  life 
of  opaque,  immitigated  prose  left 
behind!" 

All  pensive  thoughts  are  dis* 
polled  the  moment  we  open  Mr» 
Allingham's  delicious  volume, 
"Songs,  Ballads,  and  Stories.'* 
Here,  at  least,  is  a  book  to  make  us 
in  love  with  life  and  one  with 
Nature.  We  feel  the  breath  of 
the  spring  about  us  as  we  read ; 
we  seem  to  hear  the  merles  and 
thrushes  singing  in  the  woods,  ta 
smell  the  fragrance  of  the  prim- 
rose and  violet  among  the  mosses, 
to  have  above  our  heads  the  wide 
blue  sky  and  fleecy  cloud.  The 
grinding  cares  of  daily  life,  the 
tumidt  of  the  unpicturesque 
streets,  the  glare  of  fashion,  the 
ache  of  poverty,  vanish  by  magic, 
as  we  lose  ourselves  over  these 
most  musical  and  music-making 
songs.  Take,  for  example,  the 
following : — 

TO  THE  NIGHTINGALES. 

**  You  sweet  fastidious  Nightiugales  ! 
The  myrtle  blooms  in  Irish  vales, 
Bv  Avond'hu  and  rich  Lough  Lene, 
Through  many  a  grove  and  bumlet 
green, 

Fair-mirrored    round    the    loitering 
skiff. 
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The  purple  peak,  the  tinted  cliff, 
The  glen   vrhere  mountain   torrents 

raye, 
And  foliage  blinds  their  leaping  wave, 
Broad  emerald  meadows  filbd  with 

flow'rs, 
EmboBom'd  ocean-bays  are  ours, 
With    all    thoir    isles  ;    and    mystic 

towers, 
Lonely  and  gray,  deserted  long, — 
Less  sad  if   they    might    hear   that 

perfect  sung  ! 

What  scared  ye?  (ours,  I  think,  of 

old) 
The  sombre  Fowl  hatched  in  the  cold? 
King  Henry's  Normans,  mailed  and 

stem, 
Smiter  of  gallowglas  and  kern  ? 
Or,  worse  and  worse,  fraternal  feud, 
Which  sad  lernd  long  hath  rued  ? 
Forsook  ye,  when  the  Geraldine, 
Great  chieftain  of  a  glorious  line, 
Was  hunted  on  his  hills  and  slain. 
And  one  to  France  and  one  to  Spain, 
Th&  remnant  of  the  race  withdrew  ? 
W^as  it  from  auarcliy  ye  flew. 
And  fierce  oppression's  bigot  crew. 
And    wild    complaint    and     menace 

hoarse, 
I^iialed,   misleading  voices,  loud  and 

coarse? 

Come  back,  0  Birds, — or  come  at  last! 
For  Ireland's  furious  days  are  past ; 
And,  purged  of  enmity  and  wrong, 
Her  eye,  her  step,  grow  culm  and 

strong. 
Why  should  we  miss  tliat  pure  delight  I 
Brief  is  the  journey,  swift  the  flight ; 
And  Hesper  finds  no  fairer  maids 
In  Spanish  homes  or  English  glades. 
No  loves  more  true  on  any  sliure. 
No  lovera  loving  music  more. 
Melodious  Erin,  warm  of  heart. 
Entreats  you  : — stay  not  then  apart, 
But  bid  the  merles  and  throstles  know, 
(And  era  another  May-time  go), 
Their  place  is  in  the  second  row. 
Come  to  the  West,  dear  Nightingales  ; 
The  rose  and  myrtle  bloom  in  Irish 

vales." 

The  charm  of  everything  Mr. 
Allingham  writes  is  its  extreme 
natumlness.  He  belongs  neither 
to  this  school  nor  that,  but  to 
himself,  and  he  sings  sponta- 
neously, joyously,  uncriticaUy,  as 
a  true  poet  should.    Were  he  to 


prune  his  verses  more,  he  would 
please  the  bulk  of  his  readers  less, 
although,  perhaps,  a  delicate-eared 
critic  might  approve.  He  does 
not  poetize  classic  or  philosophic 
themes,  but  is  brimfid  of  the  life 
of  to-day — its  jojs,  its  sorrows, 
its  aspirations  —  especially  Irish 
life.  The  touches  of  Irish  humour, 
so  plentiful  alike  throughout 
the  pages  of  ''  Songs  and  Ballads'' 
as  well  as  **  Laurence  Bloomfield," 
fascinate  all  the  more  because 
humour  is  the  rarest  characteristic 
of  imaginative  writers  in  these 
days ;  and  humour  offers,  perhaps, 
the  easiest  and  at  the  same  time 
intensost  intellectual  relief  we 
have.  The**  Venus  of  the  Needle" 
we  cannot  resist  quoting  entire  as 
a  specimen  of  Mr.  Allingham's 
lighter  mood. 

"  Oh  !  Mary  Anne,  you  pretty  girl. 
Intent  on  silken  labour, 

Of  sempstresses  the  pink  and  pearl, 
Excuse  a  peeping  neighbour. 

Those  eyes,  for  ever  drooping,  give. 
The  long  brown  lashes,  rarely. 

But  violets  in  the  shadows  live — 
For  once  unveil  them  fairly. 

Hast  thou  not  lent  that  flounce  enough 
Of  looks  so  long  and  earnest  ? 

Lo  !  here's  more    *  penetrable  stuff",' 
To  which  thou  never  tumest. 

Ye  graceful  fingers,  deftly  spread. 
How  slender  and  how  nimble  ! 

Oh  !  might  I  wind  this  skein  of  thread. 
Or  but  pick  up  this  thimble  ! 

How  blest  the  youth  whom  love  shall 
bring, 

And  happy  stars  embolden, 
To  change  the  dome  into  a  ring. 

The  silver  into  golden  1 

Who'll  steal  some  morning  to  her  side, 
To  take  her  finger's  measure, 

While  Mary  Anne  pretends  to  chide. 
And  blushes  deep  with  pleasure  ! 

Who'll  watch  her  sew  her  wedding 
gown. 

Well  conscious  that  it  is  hers  ; 
Who'll  glean  a  tress,  without  a  frown. 

From  those  so  ready  scissors  ! 
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Who'll  taste  those  ripenings  of  the 
South, 

The  fragrant  and  delicious— 
Don't  putthosepins  into  your  mouth. 

On  !  Mary  Anne,  my  precious  ! 

I  almost  wish  it  were  my  trust, 
To  teach  how  shocking  that  is, 

I  wish  I  had  not,  as  I  must. 

To  quit  this  tempting  lattice. 

Sure  aim  takes  Cupid,  fluttering  foe, 
Across  a  street  so  narrow  ; 

A  thnad  of  silk  to  siring  liis  bow, 
A  needle  fur  his  arrow  !  " 

This  little  poem  is  irresistible ; 
and  irresistibleness  we  take  to  be 
a  pretty  safe  criterion  in  matters 
of  taste.  The  same  may  be  said  of 
**  The  Fairies, "a  poem  which  every 
child  of  our  acquaintance  knows 
by  heart,  and  also  of  the  ballad 
entitled  **The  Dirty  Old  Man;  a 
Lay  of  Leadenhall  Street,"  which 
originally  appeared  in  Dickens' 
Houselwld  JFordSj  and  suggested 
to  the  great  novelist  a  leading 
incident  in  **  Groat  Expectations." 
As  a  sample  of  Mr.  AUingham's 
soberer  mood,  let  us  cull  the 
following,  as  dainty  and  poetic 
an  inspiration  as  Goetlie's  well- 
known  lines  pencilled  in  the  hut 
at  Hmenau. 

WAYSIDE  FLOWERS. 

"  Pluck  not  the  wayside  flower. 
It  is  the  traveller's  dower  ; 
A  tliousand  passers-by 
Its  beauties  may  espy, 
May  win  a  touch  of  blessing. 
From  Nature's  mild  caressing. 
The  sad  of  heart  perceives 
A  violet  under  leaves, 
Like  some  fresh  budding  hope  ; 
The  primrose  on  the  slope. 
Like  spots  of  sunshine  dwells. 
And  cheerful  message  tells 
Of  kind  renewing  power  ; 
The  nodding  bluebell's  dye 
Is  drawn  from  happy  sky. 
Then  spare  the  wayside  flower ! 
It  is  the  traveller's  dower." 

These  are  the  trifles  that  nestle 
in  our  memories,  without  invita- 
tion ;   that    occur    to    us    when 


we  have  put  aside  toil  and  care, 
or  it  may  be  the  pleasures  that 
clog,  and  the  unrest,  bom  of 
resting  overmuch,  and  live  for 
awhile  with  Nature.  And  appeal- 
ing as  they  do  alike  to  the  sad 
and  the  happy,  the  step-children 
and  spoiled  darlings  of  fortune, 
they  gradually  find  an  abiding- 
place  in  literature,  or,  as  Mr. 
Allingham  expresses  it,  are 
added — 

"  To  that  fair  treasure-house  of  wit, 
That  more  than  cedarn  cabinet. 
Where  men  perserve  their  precious 
things. " 

We  should  like  to  quote  two  or 
three  more  poems  from  this  volume, 
in  which  we  find  old  favourites 
and  new  friends.  Here  we  find 
those  beautiful  lines,  now,  we 
fancy,  tolerably  well  known  to 
readers  of  modern  anthologies, 
beginning  — 

'*  What  is  it  that  is  gone,  we  fancied 
ours? 
Oh  !  what  is  lost  that  never  may  be 
told  i " 

And     in    striking     contrast     the 
familiar  *'  Adieu  to  Ballyshanny  " 
and  * '  TheWinding  Banks  of  Erne." 
The  title  has  been  altered  in  this 
new  edition,  and  if  anything  could 
sound    more     Irish    than    Bally- 
shannon,  it  is  surely  Ballyshanny; 
certainly  no  alteration  was  needed 
by    way   of    still    more    strongly 
characterising  the  song,  which  is 
full  of  pathos  and  picturesquenesa. 
But  we  must  turn  to  the  longest 
and  most  important  of  Mr.  Ailing- 
ham's  works,   ''Laurence   Bloom- 
field,"  in  Ireland,  a  work  already 
published  in  apopular  form,  though 
not  nearly  so    popular   as  it  de- 
serves to  be.     It  is  indeed  a  noble 
poem.     All  English  readers  should 
be    familiar    with    it,    and    such 
familiarity  would  help  them  to  a 
clear     understanding     of      "  sad 
leme "     and    her    histor}^      The 
theme   is    simple,    yet    dignified. 
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and  the  treatment  is  in  harmony 
with  it,  every  line,  nay,  every 
word,  serving  to  develope  the  story. 
Irish  M'it  is  scattered  abundantly 
through  these  pleasant  pages, 
whilst  as  a  background  to  the 
warm,  living,  human  life,  we  have 
the  bright,  poetic,  richly- coloured 
Irish  landscape.  The  central 
figure  in  the  story  is  Laurence 
Bloomfield,  the  high-spirited,  as- 
piring young  owner  of  an  estate 
in  an  Irish  county,  at  that  time 
(some  twenty-five  j'ears  ago)  *'the 
worst  in  fame,  for  agitation,  dis- 
cord, threats,  wayla^-ings,'*  and 
the  like  evil  kin.  Then  we  have 
his  neighbours,  one  of  whom,  Sir 
TJlick  Harvey,  is  thus  graphically 
suggested : — 

**  No  small  man   sees  a  brother  in 
tliose  eyes, 
Of  calm  and  frosty  blue,  like  winter 
skies ; " 

his  agent  Pigot — 

*'  Kiiid  to  his  household,  jolly  to  Lis 
friends, 
Busine.ss  begun,  all  Pigot's  feeling 
ends." 

the  Curate, 

'^  Much  milk  of  Imman  kindness  too 
he  carries, 
A  little  soured  with  dogma,  through 
the  parish." 

The  priest,  the  peasant,  the  agita- 
tor, the  tinker,  the  village  beauty, 
orator,  hero,  all  these  are  mirrored 
before  us,  alike  without  exaggera- 
tion or  caricature.  We  are 
entertained  at  Sir  Ulick's  dinner 
party,  whither  Laurence  wends 
his  way  one  bright  autimm  '.1  day, 
and 

"Twice,  a  well-armed  police  patrol 
he  met, 
To  gnard  the  dinner  party  duly  set." 

We  are  taken  to  a  Eibbon  Lodge, 
a  fair,  a  wake,  a  shillelagh  fight, 
a  raffle,  and,  find  ourselves  gra- 


dually made  familiar  with  subjects 
upon   which  our  notions  hitherto 
had  been  of   the  vaguest.      Per- 
haps    they     were    uninteresting 
before,    but    the  poet   has  made 
them  live  for  us,  and  we  realise 
the   poetry   interwoven   with  the 
sombre    threads    of     Irish     life. 
The  picture     of    pretty  Bridget, 
the  belle  of  Lisnamoy,  is  charming; 
and  there  is  a  deep  and  moving 
tenderness  in  the   sketch   of  her 
friend,  the  sick  g^rl,  Rose  Muldoun, 
and  the  attachment  existing  between 
the  two,  one  on  her  dying  bed,  the 
other  full   of   health,  juyousness, 
and    promise.      Equally    true    to 
nature  is  the   description   of   the 
village     orator,     Dan     Mullan — 
'*  DaniePs    chief    joy  is    hearing 
Daniel  speak  '* — of  whoso  rhetoric 
we  give  a  specimen : — 

"Drink,  ye  pathriot  crew. 

Our  friends  in  sweet  Anieriky  and 
France, 

To  liberate  us,  may  they  quick  ad- 
vance, 

And  with  five  hundre*  thousan*  Pad- 
dies bouKI, 

Tlie  suii  burst  on  their  great  green 
flag  unrcwlod, 

Sweep  every  Englishman  from  say  to 
say, 

Lito  perdition !— 0,  trice  glorious 
day  !— 

Immortal  cause  (»f  Ayrin — broad- 
sword, pike, 

'An  faugh-a-ballagh,*  boys  !  we'll 
nobly  strike 

For  liberty." 

How  Laurence  Bloomfield,  by  vir- 
tue of  his  sweet  temper,  high 
spirit,  and  ambition  for  good, 
vanquished  one  enemy  after 
another  till  the  wilderness  was 
made  to  blossom  as  the  rose ;  how 
little  by  little,  ho  triumphed  over 
prejudice,  tyranny,  vice,  and  igno- 
rance, till  the  people  about  him 
were  enlightened,  hopeful,  con- 
tent, is  adniirably  told,  the  clear- 
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flowing  narrative  often  rising  to  a 
dramatic  climax,  and  never  for  a 
moment  losing^  its  hold  on  the 
reader's  attention.  It  draws  to  a 
close  with  these  words,  spoken  by 
Laurence  to  his  wife  on  tiie  eve  of 
their  departure  for  a  foreign  trip. 

"  *Ti8  sad  to  leave,' 

One's  home,  on  gayest  journey.  Shall 
We  find 

Again  the  very  things  we  left  be- 
hind? .  .  . 

This  mild  green  country  in  the  western 
sea, 

With  guardian  mountains,  rivers  full 
and  free ; 

Home  of  a  brave,  rich-brained^  warm- 
hearted race — 

This  Ireland  shuuld  liave  been  a  noble 
place." 

"It  will  be,"  his  wife  Jane  re- 
plied, and  echoing  the  prophecy  of 
happy  omen,  we  close  the  voliune, 
certainly  as  full  of  charm,  in- 
terest, and  true  poetic  insight  as 
any  published  in  our  day.  It  is  the 
reality  of  '*  Laurence  Bloomfield  " 
that  pre-eminently  characterises  it 
— a  quality  so  rare  in  this  age  of 
literary  cleverness  and  mere 
achievement  that  to  i3raise  a  work 
for  its  genuineness  is  to  award 
high  praise  indeed.  Our  young 
writers,  whether  in  prose  or  ver^e, 
might  leani  much  by  a  careful 
perusal  of  this  Avork,  whilst  to 
lovers  of  literature  in  the  true 
sense  of  the  word,  it  offers  a  rare 
gratification. 

The  New  Writer — whose  '^Songs 
of  Two  Worlds"  and  **Epic  of 
Hades"  have  rendered  this  pseu- 
donym long  since  inappropriate — 
has  enjoyed  the  happy  lot  of  a 
speedy  and  wide  recognition.  The 
first  series  of  the  * 'Songs"  appeared 
in  1871,  the  second  in  1 874,  and  the 
third  in  1876,  while  the  ''Epic  of 
Hades  "  in  its  completed  form  has 
quite  recently  made  its  appearance. 
Thus  within  a  few  years  an 
unknown  writer  has  won  for  him- 
self an  honourable  place  among 
Victorian  poets,  and  as  very  rarely 


happens,  without  encountering  the 
common  fate  of  adverse  criticism. 
These  little  volumes  of  lyrical 
pieces,  songs,  and  verse  in  g^eat 
variety  of  form,  have  long  since 
passed  into  new  editions,  proof  in 
itself  that  there  is  a  poetry- 
loving  and  poetry-buying  public 
somewhere,  in  spite  of  circulating 
libraries  and  penny  newspapers. 

What  is  the  charm  of  the  New 
Writer's  verse?  By  what  claims 
has  he  attained  such  enviable  dis- 
tinction? As  we  turn  over  the  pages 
of  his  volumes,  we  are  quickly 
answered.  Some  poets  take  hold 
of  us  by  the  irresistibleness  of 
their  ringing  numbers  rather  thaik 
the  loftiness  of  their  theme,  by  the- 
melodic  fascination  rather  than  the 
intellectual  quality  of  their  verse  ► 
No  matter  what  sub  j  ects  they  sin  gle 
out,  or  rather  what  subjects  single 
them  out — for  their  gift  is  of 
direct  inspiration,  untouched  by 
art — ^they  make  it,  if  not  divine^ 
at  least  memorable,  and  as  far  as 
human  life  is  concerned,  imdjdng. 
A  little  poem  of  one  of  the  lesser 
known  German  poets,  Lenau,  is  an 
instance  in  point.  Nothing  can 
seem  less  poetic  than  a  village  pos- 
tilion, yet  **Der  Postilion,"  which 
consists  of  sixteen  verses  only,  is  a 
gem  of  purest  water.  The  more 
spiritual  and  thoughtful  i)oets 
naturally  in  the  present  unequal 
condition  of  mental  advancement, 
write  for  the  educated  and  think- 
ing few  rather  than  the  careless 
many.  Longfellow  in  America^ 
and  Mrs.  Hemans  in  England, 
share  the  enormous  popularity  of 
writers  like  Emerson  and  Tenny- 
son, but  their  public  is  of  a  wholly 
different  kind. 

The  New  Writer,  like  Matthew 
Arnold,  Arthur  Hugh  Clough, 
indeed,  we  may  still  say  Words- 
worth, and  even  Tennyson,  sings  for 
his  peers  rather  than  for  the  world. 
A  day  may  come  when  the  masses 
will  be  educated  so  as  to  compre- 
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hend  the  more  oomplex  social  and 
intsUectual  problems   and  classic 
themes  with  which  these  poets  deal, 
but  as  yet  it  is  far  off.  Intellectual 
verse,  like  art  and  music,  is  the 
happy  privilege   of  the  cultured 
and  leisurely.  Nobility  of  purpose, 
a  wide  range    of    sympathies,  a 
thorough  masteiy  of  language  and 
rhythm,  characterise  every  page  of 
these  "Songsof  Two  Worlds."  The 
writer  touches  commonplace  sub- 
jects,  bringing   out    pathos    and 
poetry  from  the  most  unpromising 
sources.     The  streets  of  London 
afford    themes  for    some    of   his 
charming  lyrics.     Very  pathetic, 
though  much  less  poetic  in  treat- 
ment than  the  rest,  is  the  history 
of  Frederick,    the  printer's  boy, 
who — 

**Died  of  conaumption,   they    said, 
«ir. 

And    he  earned    sixteen  shillinM  a 
week."  * 

"To   the   Tormentors,"  with   its 
playful  beginning  and  deep  moral 
lesson,    deserves    to    be    printed 
in   letters    of   gold,    and    should 
surely  win  for  the  writer  a  noble 
recognition  at  the  hands  of  those 
who  set  humanity  above  science, 
and  Nature  above  knowledge.  We 
should    like    to   quote   the  poem 
entire.      Never    before    in    verse 
have  our  domestic  pets  been  more 
poetically  apostrophised,   and    as 
far  as  we  know,  the  New  Writer 
w  the  drst  poet  who  has  launched 
forth    a    noble    protest    against 
Vivisection.        We    give    a    few 
lines : — 

*' Great  Heaven!   this  shaU  not  be, 
this  present  hell, 
And  none    denounce    it ;    well    I 
know,  too  well, 

That  Nature  works  by  ruin  and  bv 
wrong,  ^ 

Taking  no  care  for   any   but   the 
strong — 

Taldng  no  care.    But  we  are  more 
than  she ; 

We  touch  to  higher  levels  ;  a  hicher 
lore 


Doth  through  our  being  move. 

Though   we  know  all  our  benefits- 
bought  by  blood, 

And  that  by  suffering  only  reach  we 
good — 

Yet  not  with  mocking  laughter,  nor- 
in  play. 

Shall  we  give  death,  or  carve  a  life 
away." 

We  must  pass  over  the  "  Organ 
Grinder,"   a   graceful  poem,  also 
with  adoep  undercurrent  of  thought- 
fulness,    and    many     others    we 
Tyould  fain  single  out  for  quota- 
tion and  analysis,  to  the  *'Ej)ic  of 
Hades."     It  was  a  happy,  and  at 
the  same  time,  a  bold  conceptioa 
of  the  author  to  connect  the  leading 
facts  of  Greek  mythology  with  the 
loftier  and  broader  ethics  imparted 
by  Christianity.     Certainly,  as  far 
as  outsiders    can  judge,   he  has 
been  singularly  successful  in  car- 
r3ring  out  his  plan,  which  in  na 
respect  is  more  striking  than  its 
completeness.     The  most  attractive 
of  the  legends  so  familiar  to  us  are 
here  embodied  in  a  new  shape,  and 
are  endued  with  a  new  and  deeper 
meaning.     Wo  are  led  from  story 
to  story  without  a  break  or  rugged- 
ness  in  the  smooth,  clear,  flowing 
verse.     The  New   Writer  is  pre- 
eminently   classic    in    spirit    and 
stjle.     He  is  saturated  with  the 
poetry  of  old  Greece,  so  much  so, 
indeed,  that  sometimes  ho  uncon- 
sciously echoes  it.     Thus,  in  page 
49,  he  has — 

**The  innumerable  laughter  of  the 
sea-" 

which  is  an  elegant  rendering 
of  the  ''anerithmon  golasma "" 
of  JEschylus.  Throughout  the 
volume  this  sustained,  finished,  and 
truly  artistic  diction  is  never  swerved 
from;  every  page  shewing  the 
exercise  of  a  critical  faculty,  and  a 
close  attention  to  those  almost 
indefinite  trifles  on  which  style  so 
much  depends. 

Here  is  a  specimen  taken  from 
the  first  book  of  the  poems,  called 
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■''Tartarus."     It  is    Clytemnestra 
Bpeaking : — 

''  Oh  !  it  was  strange 
To  see  all  happen  as  we  planned  !  as 

'twere 
Some  drama  oft  rehearsed,  wherein 

each  step. 
Each  word  is  so  prepared,  the  poorest 

player 
Knows  his   turn   come   to    do— the 

solemn  landing — 
The   ride    to    the    palace    gate — the 

courtesies 
Of  welcome — the  mute  crowds  without 

— the  bath 
Prepared   within — the    precious    cir- 
cling folds 
Of  tissue  stretched  around  him,  shut- 
ting out 
The  gaze,  and  folding  helpless  like  a 

net 
The    mighty    limbs — the    battle-axe 

laid  down 
Against  the  wall,  and  I,  his  wife  and 

Queen, 
Alone  with  him,  waiting  and  watching 

still, 
Till  the    women    shrieked    without. 

Then  with  swift  step 
I  seized  the  axe,  and  struck  him  as  he 

lay 
'Helpless,  once,   twice,  and  thrice — 

once  for  my  girl, 
•Once  for  my  love,  once  for  the  woman, 

and  all 
For  Fate  and  my  Revenge." 

"Wo  pass  on  to  the  second  book, 
called  Hades,  for  our  second  ex- 
tract. Now  it  is  Acta3on  who  tells 
his  story : — 

"  Twas  one  hot  afternoon 
That  I,  a  hunter,  wearied  with  my 

day, 
Heard   my  hounds  baying  faster  on 

the  hills, 
Led  by  the  flying  hart ;  and  when  the 

sound 
Faded,  and  all  was  still,  I  turned  to 

seek, 
O'ercome  by  heat  and  thirst,  a  little 

glade, 
Deep  in  the  cool  recesses  of  the  wood, 
Where  the  cold  crystal  of  a  mossy 

pool 
Rose  to  the  flowery  marge,  and  gave 

again 
The  soft  green  lawn,  where  ofttimes, 

over-spent, 


I  lay  upon  the  grass  and  eager  bathed 
My  limbs  in  the  clear  lymph. 

But  as  I  neared 
The    hoUuw,     sudden    through    the 

leaves  I  saw 
A    throng    of    wood    nymphs,    fair, 

sporting  undraped, 
Round    one,    a  goddess.     She    with 

timid  hand. 
Loosened    her    zone,    and   glancing 

round,  let  fall 
Her  robe  from  neck  and  bosom,  pure 

and  bright, 
(For  it  was  Dian's  self ;    I  saw  none 

else,) 
As  when  she  frees  her  from  a  fleece 

of  cloud. 
And  swims  along  the  deep  blue  sea 

of  heaven 
On  sweet  June  nights.    Silent  awhile 

I  stood. 
Rooted  with  awe,  and  fain  liad  turned 

to  fly, 
But  feared  by  careless    footstep    to 

aflright 
Those  chaste  cold  eyes.      Great  awe 

and  reverence 
Held  me,  and  fear  ;    then  Love  with 

passing  wing 
Fanned  me   and  held  my  eye,  and 

checked  my  breath, 
Sighing — *  Beware  !  *  " 

There  is  no  more  charming 
episode  in  the  volimie  than  that  of 
Eurydice.  The  story  of  Andro- 
meda also  is  well  told,  and 
we  prefer  it  in  many  respects  to 
the  favourite  Hexametric  poem  of 
Kingsley.  But  space  does  not 
permit  of  more  than  one  extract 
more,  which  is  taken  from  the 
closing  pages  of  the  volume,  and 
is  put  in  the  mouth  of  Apollo  : — 

**  Waft  yourselves,    yearning    souls, 

upon  the  stars ; 
Sow    yourselves    in    the    wandering 

winds  of  space ; 
Watch  patient  all  your  days,  if  your 

eyes  take 
Some  dim,  cold  Are  of  Knowledge. 

The  dull  world 
Hath   need  of    you — the    pur-blind, 

slothful  world  ! 

Live  on,  brave  lives,  chained  to  the 

narrow  round 
Of  Duty;    live,  expand  yourselves, 

and  make 
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The  orb  of  Being  whoel  onward  stead- 
fastly 

Upon  its  path — the  Lord  of  Life  alone 

Knows  to  what  goal  of  Good  ;  work 
on,  live  on, 

And  yet  there  is  a  higher  work  than 
yours. 


To  be  ful611ed  of  Godhead,  as  a  cap 
Filled  with  a  precious  essence,  till  the 

hand, 
On  marble  or  on  canvaas  falling,  leaves 
Celestial  traces,  or  from  reed  or  string 
Draws  out  faint  echoes  of  the  voice 

Divine, 


That  bring  God  nearer  to  a  faithlosa 
world. 

Or  higher  still,  and  fairer,  and  more 

blest. 
To  be  His  Seer  and  Prophet ;   to  be 

the  voice 
Of  the  Ineffable  Word  ;  to  be  the^ 

glass 
Of    the    Inefffible  Light,  and  bring 

them  down 
To  bless  the  eurth,  set  in  a  shrine  of 

song." 

With  these  musical  and  inspiring^ 
words  we  close  our  brief  indication 
of  the  good  things  to  be  found  ia 
contemporary  English  poetry. 


EPIGRAM.— HoxEST  Doubt. 

My  husband  is  a  Sadducee, — 

No  angel  will  he  see  in  me  ; 

My  f  Aith,  like  liis,  is  waxing  dim  ; 

No  spirit  can  I  find  in  him  : 

So  dead  is  grown  our  heart's  affection. 

Neither  believes  in  resurrection. 


K.  C. 
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SECOND   SEEIES.— No.  43. 


TOM   TAYLOR. 

BY 

Joiix  SiiEEiLvx,  of  the  Inner  Temple, 

It  is  now  not  far  short  of  forty  years  since  I  first  made  tlie  acquaintance, 
At  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  of  one  of  the  most  brilliant  and 
Agreeable  men  I  ever  met  in  my  life,  in  the  person  of  my  worthy  and 
valued  friend,  Tom  Taylor.  Without  being  aware  of  his  antecedents, 
-or  being  told  that  he  had  been  at  that  time  within  a  year  or  two  of 
taking  his  B  A.  degree,  you  would  not  say  that  anytliing  bordering  on 
half  a  century  was  the  span  of  liis  life  altogether.  He  has  the  same 
pleasant,  open  countenance,  the  same  upright  figure,  above  the  middle 
height,  not  too  spare,  but  muscular  and  eland,  that  characterised  him  in 
the  opening  of  his  manhood ;  the  same  bold  and  elastic  gait,  the  same 
«hrewd,  intelligent  eye,  the  same  everything,  sq  to  speak,  as  regards  his 
fine  physique,  with  the  exception  of  his  bushy  hair  and  ample  beard, 
the  former  of  which  has  only  recently  become  tinged  with  grey,  whilst 
the  latter  has  long  since  stolen  before  Wxq  steps  of  time,  and,  like  many 
a  younger  man's,  whitened  prematurely.  Cliarles  Pliillips,  the  Irish 
barrister,  one  of  the  readiest  and  most  flowery  speakers  of  his  day  at 
our  English  Bar,  talking  once  to  Brougham  after  dinner  on  circuit, 
r6aid  it  was  an  extraordinary  thing  that,  whilst  he  had  not  a  hair  turned 
«on  his  head,  liis  whiskers  were  as  grey  as  a  badger.  **  Oh,  Charley,'* 
«aid  the  future  Whig  Chancellor,  *Mho  reason  is  plain  enough — ^your 
Jaws  have  had  far  more  work  than  your  liead-i)iece."  Tliis  coidd  not 
be  said  of  the  subject  of  our  present  biographical  sketch ;  for  if  ever  a 
liead  of  our  time  has  done  an  exceptional  quantit}*  of  work,  and  that  of 
the  highest  description,  that  head  is  Tom  Taylor's. 
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They  have  a  renowned  hero  in  ancient  Irish  history  called  "  Con  of 
the  Hundred  Battles,"  in  every  one  of  which  he  came  off  \'ictoriou8. 
Taj'lor's  biographer  can  speak  with  equal  confidence  of  Tom  of  the 
Hundred  Dramas,  not  one  of  whioh  was  a  failure  or  a  bad  one. 

As  Ovid  lisped  in  niunbers, 

"  Et  qxiod  tentabat  seribere  verstis  erat  I " 
so  did  our  predestined  dramatist  shew  almost  from  his  infancy  a  genius 
not  only  for  the  jwetry  and  literature  of  the  drama  but  for  the  practical 
details  of  play-craft  and  the  stage  itself.  He  too,  shewing  the  natural 
bent  of  his  inclination,  lisped  in  numbers,  if  we  may  fairly  allot  a  mode 
of  the  l^Te  to  dramatic  declamation. 

**  From  his  earliest  years,"  says  one  of  Mr.  Taylor's  biographers,  a 
fews  years  back,  in  The  Illustrated  RevietCy  **  he  had  evidenced  a  strong 
predilection  for  the  histrionic  art,  and — even  as  a  cliild  in  the  nursery,  and 
still  more  as  a  schoolboy,  who,  among  his  mates,  was  always  Master  of 
the  Revels — for  dramatic  composition.  As  a  mere  ui'chin,  before  ho  had 
come  to  be  pinned  down  to  his  Delectus  or  his  Gradiis  ad  Pamassuniy  he 
had  been  fond  of  writing  and  acting  little  plays  for  the  delight  of  his 
sisters  and  brothers.  The  paternal  cow-byre,  the  loft  over  the  stable,  or  the 
saddle-room  used  to  be  the  scene  of  their  mimic  theatre — ^Tom  Taylor 
himself  always  holding  the  double  office  of  manager  and  playwright. 
Thunder  and  lightning  jAayed  no  unimportant  part  in  these  highly 
sensational  and  melo-dramatic  entertainments,  insomuch  that  they  were 
at  last  suppressed  by  authority,  through  a  not  unnatural  fear  that  the 
crackling  rosin  of  the  thunderbolts  discharged  in  such  near  neiglibour- 
hood  to  the  straw  and  hay  and  other  cattle  fodder  might  end,  one  of 
these  fine  evenings,  in  a  conflagration.  Like  Hans  Christian  Andersen, 
again — only  at  an  earlier  date,  when  Tom  Taylor  was  a  more  (rhild, 
instead  of,  as  was  the  case  ^nth  poor  unlettered  Hans,  as  a  hobbledehoy 
of  eighteen — ^he  had  a  passion  for  making  and  dressing  puppets  and  for 
composing  i)lays  for  them,  in  which  these  rudely  contrived  marionnettes 
took  the  parts  of  the  various  dramatis  persotue.  Here,  once  more,  was  a 
verification  of  Wordsworth's  oddly  inverted  phi*ase  about  the  cliild  being 
father  to  the  man.  Here  was  another  Wilhelm  Meistor  in  miniature, 
serving  his  apprenticeship.  A  literary  or  a  dramatic  turn  was  some- 
how always  discernible  in  Tom  Taylor's  childish  or  boyish  amusements. 
Among  the  Grange  schoolboys  he  'would  often  take  his  stand  in  the 
midst  of  a  laughing  circle  as  the  pretended  sho\s'niau  of  a  suddeidy  im« 
prevised  museum.  Whatever  rubbish  was  brought  to  him  by  handsful, 
he  would  define,  article  by  article,  with  some  ax^tlj-  comic  description,  or 
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ludicrous  running  commentaiy.  Whenever  a  schoolboy  play  was  got 
up,  he,  be  sure  of  that,  was  there  among  the  actors  very  prominently. 
Several  of  these  classic  pieces,  ancient  or  modern,  Latin,  French,  or 
English,  were  prepared  from  time  to  time  with  admirable  completeness. 
The  repertoire  included  Terence,  Moliere,  and  Shakespeare.  Among  Tom 
Taylor's  most  successful  impersonations,  it  may  be  here  mentioned,  were 
Parmeno  in  the  JSuniichm  of  Terence,  and  L'Intime  in  Lea  Plaideurs  of 
the  inimitable  Poquelin." 

Taylor  was  in  fact  a  bom  dramatist,  playwright,  and  actor ;  and 
when  you  add  to  this  his  natural  bent  and  genius,  his  largo  and  liberal 
mental  acquirements,  you  have  the  meaning  and  measure  of  the  mark 
which  he  could  not  have  failed  to  make  on  his  time,  and  the  important 
space  which  he  fills  in  the  modem  history  of  the  British  stage.  To  form 
a  just  idea  of  tliose  mental  acquirements,  one  has  only  to  glance  at  his 
fine  early  training,  and  his  distinguished  academic  career. 

Tom  Taylor  is  a  North-countryman,  au  bout  des  ongles,  and  from  a 
part  of  the  North  where  the  character  for  shrewd  common  sense  and 
manly  straightforwardness  of  its  inhabitants  has  become  proverbial,  and 
no  one  has  heard  of  a  craven,  still  less  of  a  fool,  ever  coming  out  of  it  yet. 
He  was  bom  at  Bishopswearmouth,  an  outskirt  of  Sunderland,  where 
his  father  carried  on  business  as  an  extensive  brewer,  and  was  a  man  so 
very  much  liked  and  respected  by  his  fellow  townsmen  that,  when 
Sunderland  was  incorporated  under  the  Municipal  Kef orm  Act,  he  was 
chosen  amongst  the  first  of  its  Aldermen — a  residt  which  could  scarcely 
have  been  otherwise  when  his  extreme  popularity  with  every  rank  was 
taken  into  consideration.  Indeed,  he  seems  to  have  been  a  man  of  that 
genial  and  lovable  nature  which  is  bom  to  be  at  ease  with  all  the 
world',  and  to  make  all  the  world  at  ease  with  itself.  His  son  woidd 
seem  to  have  inherited  his  good-natured  temperament  from  his  father, 
whilst,  like  many  a  singularly  intellectual  man  before  him,  he  derives 
his  spirituality  from  his  mother.  The  latter  was  German  bom,  from 
Frankfort-on-the-Maine  (maiden  name,  Arnold),  although  English  bred^ 
and  a  woman  universally  looked  up  to  for  her  refined  and  rare 
accomplishments.  Both  parents,  fortunately  for  the  pride  of  the  family, 
entertained  the  laudable  ambition  of  affording  their  eldest  son  not  only 
a  liberal  but  the  most  liberal  education.  They  were  thoroughly 
convinced  from  his  early  promise  that  the  precious  seed  woidd  not  be 
thrown  away  on  an  ungenerous  8oil|  but  produce  the  rich  fruit  of 
honour  and  greatness.  He  learned  his  classical  rudiments  at  the 
Orange  School  at  Sunderland,  and  that  he  learned  them  accurately  and 
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thoroughly  may  be  assumed  from  the  fact  that  he  has  been  through  life 
thorough  and  aufotid  -with  everything  he  has  imdertaken,  as  well  as  from 
the  particular  fact  that  at  Glasgow  University,  where  he  entered  very 
young,  and  remained  but  two  sessions,  he  won  during  that  time  from  a 
nimiber  of  brilliant  competitors  three  gold  medals,  besides  a  number  of 
minor  prizes. 

Tlie  subject  of  our  memoir  on  leaving  G-lasgow  went  up  immediately 
to  Cambridge,  where  he  entered  at  Trinity,  from  time  immemorial  the 
most  disting^shed  College  of  that  University.     It  was  here,  as  I  have 
already  stated,  that  I  became  first  acquainted  with  my  friend,  where, 
although  my  jimior  by  some  years,  he  had  entered  some  time  before  me. 
I  was  admitted  of  Ids  College  ad  eundem  gradum  from  Trinity  College, 
Dublin,  where,  before  I  became  a  very  youthfid  journalist  and  went  to 
Spain  for  a  London  morning  newspaper,  I  had  been  in  my  second  year's 
standing.     The  Cambridge  Independent^  still  in  existence,  and  as  flourish- 
ing and  influential  an  organ  as  ever  of  the  Liberal  party,  being  at  the 
time  I  speak  of  in  want  of  an  editor,  I  applied  successfully  for  the  post, 
having  been  recommended  for  it  by  my  friend  Thackeray  to  his  uncle 
by  marriage,  Mr.  George  Pryme,  Fellow  of  Trinity,  University  Professor 
of  Political  Economy,  and  M.P.  for  the  borough.     Mr.  Pryme  had  a 
large  pecuniary  claim  on  the  Whig  newspaper,  which,  with  one  or  two 
other  leading  members  of  the  party  in  the  town  and  University,  he  had 
helped  to  foimd.     The  proprietor  having  just  died,  leaving  behind  liim 
a  family  of  minors,  the  Professor  was  obliged,  in  order  to  secure  his  own 
interests,  to  look  after  the  management  of  the  concern.     Under  sucli 
favourable  aus2)ices,  therefore,  I  had  the  advantage  of  being  put  at  once  en 
friendly  terms  with  not  only  the  chief  Liberals  in  the  borough,  but  with 
iiiose  leading  men  of  our  party  in  the  University  who  went  by  the  name 
of  **the  Glorious  Sixty."  Amongst  other  advanced  views,  they  advocated 
the  admission  to  University  degrees  without  religious  distinction — a  very 
burning  question  between  the  Cambridge  "Whig  and  Tory  Dons  in  the 
days  I  speak  of.     Through  Mr.  Pryme  I  became  acquainted  with  the 
Eev.  George  Peacock,  the  Dean  of  Ely,  and  Mr.  Thomas  Borrow  Burcham, 
the  former  a  Senior  and  the  latter  a  Junior  [Fellow  of  Trinity,  and  both 
great  authorities  in  their   separate  departments  connected  with  the 
education  of  the  College.     I  entered  under  the  Dean's  tutorship,  in  the- 
language  of  the  place,  **  on  Peacock's  side."     Burcham  was,  during  my 
three  to  four  years'  residence  at  Cambridge,  one  of  my  greatest  friends. 
He  was  one  of  the  most  disting^uished  classics  since  Person,  and  Taylor 
read  with  him  about  a  year  before  he  went  in  for  his  B.A.  degree.    Ho 
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was  appointed,  after  he  finally  came  up  to  London,  Professor  of  Logic 
and  Moral  Philosophy  at  London  University  College ;  went  the  Norfolk 
Circuit  as  a  barrister;  and  died  a  Metropolitan  (Thames  Street) 
magistrate  some  seven  years  ago.  It  was  at  Burcham's  rooms  in  the 
Trinity  Cloisters  that  I  first  met  Taylor  at  a  T\dne-party  given  to 
inaugurate  my  donning  the  blue  gown.  Taylor  very  soon  gave  another, 
and  presented  me  to  all  his  set,  who  were  the  crSme  de  la  crSme  of  the 
imdergraduate  intellect  of  the  University.  It  may  not  be  uninteresting 
to  know  that  the  Editor  of  Punchy  who  must  be  considered  in  the  front 
rank  of  the  enlightened  Liberals  of  England,  has  stuck  to  his  colours  all 
his  life,  from  the  days  when  first  he  knew  what  parties  and  politics  were 
to  the  present,  when  he  is  looked  upon  as  one  of  their  best  illustrations 
and  exx>onents.  In  his  youthful  days  at  Cambridge,  to  be  a  Liberal  was 
not  to  take  the  fashionable  or  the  profitable  side  of  politics.  We  had  a 
University  Beform  Club,  with  rooms  in  the  Market  Hill,  to  which  my 
friend  Taylor  and  myself  belonged  :  indeed  I  had  the  honour  of  being 
its  secretary.  Lord  Napier,  of  Trinity,  at  present  our  Ambassador  in 
Paris,  was  our  President,  and  Edward  Crawford,  of  Auchanames,  so 
many  years  member  for  the  Ayr  Burghs,  was  our  Treasurer. 

A  vacancy  having  occurred  in  the  list  of  the  Trinity  Scholarships^ 
Taylor  went  in  and  won  it  the  first  time  from  a  nimiber  of  competitors, 
some  of  them  highly  distinguished  in  their  subsequent  University  career. 
Going  in  for  his  B.A.  degree  in  1840,  he  took  a  Junior  Optime's  place  in 
the  Mathematical  Tripos,  but  attained  a  high  place  in  the  First  Class 
Classical  Tripos,  at  the  head  of  which  Messrs.  GFoodwin  and  Vance  were 
bracketed  first,  Messrs.  Hodson  and  Wood  bracketed  second,  Taylor 
coming  third.  This  year,  1840,  was  considered  an  excellent  one 
as  regards  the  Mathematical  and  Classical  Triposes,  the  concur  bus 
shewing  many  famous  names  who  contended  for  honours  in 
both.  Leslie  Ellis,  the  Senior  Wrangler,  who  was  afterwards  elected  a 
Tellow  of  Trinity  with  Mr.  Taylor,  was  one  of  the  most  remarkable  men 
of  his  day.  His  accumulation  of  knowledge  for  his  years  was 
marvellous,  and  he  possessed  a  mind  of  the  highest  calibre.  He  was 
never  known,  however,  to  be  otherwise  than  in  delicate  health.  Even 
in  his  best  or  least  afflicted  days  he  was  a  confirmed  invalid,  and  for 
years  before  his  death  a  bed-ridden  one,  confined  and  crippled  with 
rheiunatism.  Although  incapable  of  scarcely  any  bodily  exertion,  his 
brain  was  always  clear  and  active,  and  daring  his  severe  physical 
prostration  he  edited  a  considerable  portion  of  the  famous  edition  of 
Lord  Bacon's  works  bearing  the  names  of  H.  J.  Spedding,  B.  L.  Ellis, 
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.and  D.  D.  Heath  upon  it,  the  preface  being  by  Ellis,  and  the  Life  by 
Spedding. 

In  October,  1841,  Mr.  Taylor  went  in  for  a  Trinity  Fellowship  and 
won  it.  About  this  time,  too,  he  became  a  member  of  the  celebrated 
'^ Cambridge  Apostles"  (a  name  first  given  to  them  in  derision),  an 
'eclectic  society  of  the  choicest  and  most  liberal  intellects  in  the  Univer- 
sity, which  has  now  existed  upwards  of  fifty  years.  It  was  limited  to 
twelve  actual  members  in  residence,  undergraduates  or  Bachelors  of 
Arts,  besides  a  nimiber  of  College  tutors  and  lecturers,  who,  having 
taken  high  University  honours,  were,  by  the  rides  of  the  Society, 
4ulmitted  from  time  to  time  as  honoraiy  members.  In  its  day  it  has 
reckoned  amongst  its  actual  members  such  names  as  Alfred  Tennyson, 
Arthur  Hallam,  Monckton  Milnes,  Dean  Alford,  Charles  Buller,  Dean 
Blakesley,  Venables,  Edmund  and  Henry  Lushington,  Maitland, 
Sterling,  Maurice,  Charles  Merivale,  Trench,  and  Thompson — ^the  last 
two  elevated  to  the  Episcopacy.  Mr.  Christie,  himself  a  member, 
writing  of  the  "Cambridge  Apostles"  in  a  most  interesting  article  con- 
tributed to  Macmillan^s  Magazine  in  1864,  says  that — 

"  Some  fifteen  generations  of  yoimg  *  Apostles  *  have  passed  from 
college  into  life.  A  few  have  jgained  eminence,  several  distinction. 
The  just  pride  of  members  of  the  Society  in  the  fame  of  its  greater 
ornaments  cannot  surely  be  proscribed  by  the  most  cynical.  Within 
the  Society  itself  there  is  no  hierarchy  of  greatness.  All  are  friends. 
Those  who  have  been  contemporaries  meet  through  life  as  brothers. 
All,  old  and  young,  have  a  bond  of  sympathy  in  fellow-membership. 
All  have  a  common  joy  and  a  common  interest  in  the  memory  of  bright 
days  that  are  gone,  of  daily  rambles  and  evening  meetings,  of  times 
when  they  walked  and  talked  with  single-hearted  friends  in  scenes 
hallowed  by  many  memories  and  traditions— or  by  the  banks  of  the 
Cam,  or  in  the  lime-tree  avenues  of  Trinity,  or  within  sound  of  the 
.great  organ  of  the  great  chapel  of  King's,  or  in  the  rural  quiet  of 
Madingley  or  Grantt^hester — sometimes  perhaps 

^  Yearning  for  the  large  excitement  which 
The  coming  years  would  yield — ' 

but  all,  as  they  stood  on  the  threshold  of  life,  hopeful  and  happy, 
gladdened  by  genial  influences  which  are  never  forgotten,  and  sunned 
by  warm  friendships  of  youth  which  never  die." 

Amongst  the  "Apostles"  of  Mr.  Taylor's  time  were  included  Lord 
Derby,  Vernon  Harcourt,  Charles  Spring  Rice,  Sir  FitzJames  Stephen, 
Sir  H.  Sumner  Maine,  the  last  a  member  of  the  Council  of  India. 
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Amongst  Mr.  Taylor's  general  contemporaries  at  Cambridge  were- 
tHe  three  present  Metropolitan  police  magistrates,  Cuthbert  Ellison, 
Alexander  Knox,  and  Thomas  Barstow;  Beresford  Hope;  Baron 
Anthony  Kothschild ;  Lord  Napier ;  Crawford  of  Auchanames ;  A.  H. 
Novelli,  the  eminent  Manchester  merchant,  and  Director  of  the  London 
Consolidated  Bank;  Lord  John  Manners  and  Baillie-Cochrane,  the- 
founders  of  the  Toung  England  party ;  J.  C.  Bailey,  a  Times  thunderer, 
who  wrote  the  "  Great  Fact "  leader  which  appeared  in  that  newspaper 
the  morning  it  announced  the  doomed  abolition  of  the  Com  Laws  by 
Sir  Bobert  Peel's  Government ;  Lord  Stratheaden  ;  the  Eight  Hon.  G- 
Cavendish  Bentinck,  Judge  Advocate  General;  the  Hon.  Justice  Denman 
— all  Trinity  men,  besides  a  host  of  others  who  have  since  achieved 
distinction  at  the  Bar,  in  the  Chiurch,  and  in  Parliament. 

Those  were  the  happy  days  when  our  most  versatile  and  ever-active 
friend  sought  **  full  many  a  time  and  oft,"  relaxation  from  his  more  serious 
honour  work  in  such  opportunities  as  the  local  literature  and  drama 
could  afford  him.  Many  a  **  slashing  "  article  did  he  throw  off  in  **  less 
than  no  time  "  in  my  little  editorial  sanctmn  the  night  before  publication, 
when  I  was  hard  pressed  to  get  through  my  work  for  the  printer.  Many 
a  Shakespeare  reading  and  private  theatrical  entertainment,  extempore, 
or  at  incredibly  short  notice,  did  he  get  up.  He  was  the  life  of  his 
College,  and  at  the  head  of  the  intellectual  fun  of  Trinit}-. 

I  remember  on  one  particular  occasion,  and  shall  remember  it  all  my 
life,  when  he  got  up  a  capital  dramatic  entertainment  consisting  of 
Bombastes  Furioso  and  The  Irish  Tutor,  Novelli  and  Cavendish  Bentinck 
(both  already  mentioned  among  Taylor's  contemporaries)  played  in  both 
pieces.  Two  special  wags,  who  turned  out  eminent  lights  of  "  the  Fac- 
culty"  in  after  years,  Day  and  Wheately,  also  took  part  in  the  per- 
formance, and  Stevenson,  a  handsome  little  flaxen-headod  youth,  was 
dressed  up  for  us  by  the  best  artiste  on  the  King's  Parade,  to  act  the^ 
Doctor's  sweetheart,  and  he  played  up  to  my  O'Tool  to  perfection. 
Taylor,  as  Flail,  put  me  through  my  facings  in  what  may  be  called  the 
competitive  examination  scene  with  as  much  verve  and  confidence  as  if  he- 
had  been  on  the  boards  of  the  HajTuarket  or  Adelphi  for  twenty  years. 
I  sang  **  The  Groves  of  Blarney,"  which  being  encored,  I  gave  my  audi- 
ence Lover's  "Molly  Carew."  But  the  drollest  incident  of  the  droll 
evening  occurred  at  the  fair  scene,  when  I  was  hoisted  on  the  top  of  an 
empty  beer-barrel  (from  "Tho  Hoop"),  in  tights  and  black 
ailk  stockings,  to  dance  an  Irish  jig,  which  I  did  to  the  music 
of  my  own  fiddle,   without    any    helj)    or   interference    on  the  part 
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•of  our  little  orchestra.  It  being  my  duty  to  continue  with  *'  Sir 
Itog^r  de  Coverley"  for  the  dance  of  the  lads  and  the  lasses,  one 
of  the  performers,  a  member  of  our  Metropolitan  magisterial  bench, 
Already  mentioned,  dressed  in  a  rustic  smock  frock  and  hare-skin  cap, 
threw  the  performers  and  the  audience  into  the  most  inextinguishable 
laughter  by  kicking  the  barrel  from  under  the  Doctor  and  landing  him 
and  his  inspired  instrument  amongst  the  foot-lights.  Stage-manager 
Taylor  had  no  small  task  in  assuaging  the  storm  which  followed,  but 
he  accomplished  it  triumphantly  and  with  the  finest  tact,  conducting 
the  performance  to  the  end  without  another  hitch.  We  played  in  a  large 
stable  loft  belonging  to  Ben  Jordan,  who  was  as  famous  a  job-master 
in  his  day  as  Milton's  old  Hobson  himself,  whose  stables,  or  at  least  the 
site  of  them,  he  inherited,  although  Ben's  "  Choice  "  was  not  allowed  by 
his  customers  to  be  the  same  rule  of  the  yard  as  that  which  was  sub- 
mitted to  by  those  of  his  prototype — the  builder  of  the  old  Town  Conduit. 
We  had  a  Cambridge  University  Magazine  at  the  time,  price  two 
and  sixpence,  which  I  was  guilty,  I  believe,  of  inducing  one  of  the  chief 
University  publicists  to  bring  out,  and  Avhich  came  to  an  untimely  end 
with  the  second  or  third  number.  It  ought  to  have  been  saved  from 
such  an  imworthy  fate,  if  only  for  the  merits  of  an  exquisite  little 
romance  which  it  contained,  written  by  Mr.  Taylor.  This,  I  think, 
was  his  debut  in  periodical  literature.  It  was  entitled  ''  The  Maiden  of 
the  Rose."  The  incidents  which  it  contained  took  place  in  and  about 
the  Rose  Inn,  a  famous  and  flourishing  hostelry  of  the  very  old 
time,  standing  where  the  Rose  Crescent  is  built.  The  very  clever  story 
described,  amongst  other  stirring  scenes,  a  town  and  gown  row,  worthy 
of  a  place  in  the  pages  of  Blackwood  or  Bentley^s  Miscellany. 
Shortly  afterwards  appeared  in  the  latter  of  these  magazines  Mr. 
Taylor's  first  poetic  squib,  on  a  subject  which  was  talked  a 
good  deal  about  at  Cambridge  as  well  as  in  the  Temple  at  the 
time ;  and  everybody  deemed  it  a  good  joke  and  capitally  treated. 
The  story  told  in  this  admirable  English  ballad  of  the  old  style  is 
strictly  true  in  every  particular.  Lord  Denman,  one  of  the  Judges  of 
Assize  for  the  Norfolk  Circuit,  and  the  celebrated  Doctor  Whewell,  the 
Master  of  Trinity,  were  the  chief  characters  of  the  little  drama,  which  was 
very  interesting  while  it  lasted.  The  Master's  Lodge  at  Trinity  has  been, 
since  Henry  the  Eighth's  time,  the  home  of  the  judges  of  the  Cambridge 
Assizes.  Lord  Denman,  on  this  celebrated  occasion,  thought  that  he 
had  good  right  to  return  from  Court  to  his  lodgings  through  the  back 
•or  front  gate  of  Trinity  as  he  might  think  proper,  and  took  it  into  his 
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head  to  choose  the  former  course.  Doctor  Whewell,  the  greatest  man 
in  the  world  within  the  precincts  of  his  own  domain,  and  certainly 
anj-thing  but  the  smallest  beyond  it,  had  given  orders  that  the  judges • 
were  to  enter  by  the  front  gate ;  and  in  order  that  his  mandate  should 
not  be  misunderstood,  he  went  himself  and  saw  that  the  porter  should 
fasten  and  secure  the  back  one.  The  Lord  Chief  Justice,  however,  made- 
his  way  in  by  the  mere  force  of  will,  to  say  nothing  of  his  magnificent 
presence,  his  mighty  voice,  and  awful  authority.  Who  can  ever  forget 
any  of  the  three  who  has  ever  seen  and  heard  Lord  Denman  ?  Porters. 
Watts  and  Moonshine  were  living  entities,  and  Gfreen  was  High  Sheriff 
of  Cambridgeshire  at  the  time. 

A  DELECTABLE  BALLAD  OF  THE  JUDGE  AND  THE  MASTER. 

The  stout  Master  of  Trinitie 

A  vow  to  Grod  did  make, 
Ne  Judge,  ne  Sherifi,  through  his  back  door 

Their  way  from  Court  should  take. 

And  syne  he  had  closed  his  big,  big  book. 

And  syne  laid  down  his  pen. 
And  dour  and  grimly  was  his  look. 

As  he  called  for  his  serving  men. 

'^  Come  hither,  come  hicher  my  porter,  Watts  ! 
Come  hither.  Moonshine,  to  me  ! 
If  he  be  Judge  in  the  Justice  Hall, 
I'll  be  Judge  in  Trinitie. 

'^  And  Sheriff  Green  is  a  lordly  man 
In  his  coat  of  the  velvet  fine  ; 
But  he'll  rue  the  day  that  he  took  his  way 
Through  back  gate  of  mine. 

'^  Now  bolt  and  bar,  my  fluukies  true. 
Good  news  is  ours,  I  ween  ; 
By  the  trumpet  so  clear  the  Judge  is  near. 
And  eke  bold  Sheriff  Green.'' 

Oh  a  proud,  proud  man  was  the  Master  to  see. 

With  his  serving  men  behind. 
As  he  strode  down  the  stair  with  his  nose  in  the  air, 

Like  a  pig  that  scents  the  wind. 

And  they  have  barred  the  bigger  gate, 

And  they  have  barred  the  small. 
And  soon  they  espy  the  Sheriff's  coach, 

And  the  Sheriff  so  comely  and  tall. 
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And  the  Sheriff  straight  haa  knocked  at  the  gate, 
And  tirl^d  at  the  pin  ; 
"  Now  open,  open,  thou  proud  porter, 
And  let  my  Lord  Judge  in  !  " 

"  Nay,  Sheriff  Green,"  quoth  the  proud  porter, 
*'  For  this  thing  may  not  be  ; 
The  Judge  is  Lord  in  the  Justice  Hall, 
But  the  Master,  in  Trinitie/' 

Then  the  Master  smiled  on  Porter  Watts, 

And  gave  him  a  silver  joe  ; 
And  as  he  came  there  with  his  nose  in  the  air, 

So  back  to  the  Lodge  did  go. 

Then  outspoke  the  grave  Lord  Justice  :  *^  Ho  ! 

Sheriff  Green,  what  aileth  thee  ? 
Bid  the  trumpets  blow,  that  the  folk  may  know. 

And  the  gate  be  opened  free." 

But  a  troubled  man  was  the  Sheriff  Green, 

And  he  sweated  where  he  did  stand  ; 
And  in  silken  stock  each  knee  did  knock. 

And  the  white  wand  shook  in  his  hand. 

Then  black  grew  the  brow  of  the  Judge,  I  trow, 

And  ]iis  voice  was  stem  to  hear. 
As  he  almost  swore  at  Sheriff  Greeu, 

Who  wrung  his  hands  in  fear. 

''  Now  out,  and  alas,  my  Lord  High  Judge, 

That  I  this  day  should  see  ! 
When  I  did  knock  from  btshind  the  lock, 

The  porter  thus  answered  me  : 
'  That  thou  wert  Lord  in  the  Justice  Hall, 

But  the  Master,  in  Trinitie.* 

*'  And  the  Master  hath  bid  them  bar  the  gate 

'Gainst  Kaiser  or  >inst  King." 
**  Now  by  my  wig  ! "  quoth  the  Judge  in  wrath, 
''  Such  answer  is  not  tlie  thing. 

**  Break  down  the  gate,  and  tell  the  knave 
That  would  stop  my  way  so  free. 
That  the  wood  of  liis  skull  is  as  thick  to  the  full 
As  the  wood  of  the  gate  may  be  !  " 

That  voice  so  clear,  when  the  porter  did  hear. 

He  trembled  exceedingly ; 
Then  soon  and  straight  he  flung  open  the  gate, 

And  the  Judge  and  his  train  rode  by. 
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During  the  latter  part  of  his  academic  career,  and  whilst  he  was 
engaged  in  successful  tutorship  at  the  ITniversity,  he  kept  his  terms  at 
the  Inner  Temple  for  the  Bar,  to  which  he  was  called  by  that  Society  in 
the  year  1846.  It  was  then  he  bade  farewell  to  Cambridge  life 
altogether,  apportioning  the  proceeds  of  his  profession  (to  his  honour 
be  it  spoken)  for  some  considerable  time  to  come  towards  the  discharge 
of  liabilities  which  had  imperceptibly  crept  upon  him  since  the  time  of 
taking  his  B.A.  degree  in  1840.  That  year  he  took  the  generous 
resolution  to  live  by  his  tutorship,  and  give  up  the  allowance  made  him 
by  his  father  in  favour  of  other  children  of  the  old  home  in  Sunder- 
land, who  'had  to  be  pushed  forward  and  settled  in  life,  and  ujKm  whose 
early  training,  although  respectable,  the  same  outla}-  had  not  been 
expended. 

Coming  up  to  London  with  the  Cambridge  reputation  which  he 
had  won  for  himself,  he  soon  got  employed  as  a  leader-writer  on  the 
Morning  Chronicle  and  Dailf/  News.  I  remember  also  being  with  him 
on  a  really  very  clever  and  plucky  publication  in  those  days,  called 
Piickf  or  The  London  Chart-vari,  which  came  out  upon  the  town  with 
poetical  illustrations  of  a  comic  character,  and  a  wealth  of  pasquinade 
against  the  Tories,  in  prose  and  verse.  The  owners  and  managers, 
essaying  (the  old  story)  to  do  too  much,  and  there  not  being  a  man  of 
capital  amongst  them,  made  the  fatal  experiment  of  a  daily  issue,  in 
imitation  of  the  Paris  Cliari-variy  whilst  Punchy  then  beg^ning  its 
career,  was  creeping  upwards  as  a  modest  weekly  publication.  Palmer, 
still  alive,  I  believe,  was  our  printer,  and  the  elder  Landells,  long 
dead,  our  engraver.  Chatto,  a  most  painstaking  and  judicious  editor, 
father  of  Mr.  Chatto,  the  publisher,  kept  our  little  team  together 
for  about  six  months,  after  which  Puch  went  to  *'  the  Tomb  of  all  the 
Capulets."  Mr.  Taylor  was  very  shortly  afterwards  engaged  to  con- 
tribute to  Punchy  on  which  he  remained  ever  since  as  one  of  its  leading 
writers,  imtil,  at  the  death  of  Mr.  Shirley  Brooks,  a  few  years  back,  he 
succeeded  to  the  chief  management  and  editorship  of  the  publication. 
Whilst  he  attended  to  journalism  and  all  descriptions  of  literature  as 
his  chief  means  of  living,  he  did  not  neglect  his  profession  of  the  Bar, 
but  went  the  Northern  Circuit  regularly  for  four  years,  realising  one 
year  with  another  between  three  and  four  hundred  a  year. 

About  a  year  after  he  had  left  Cambridge  to  settle  permanently  in 
London,  his  high  University  standing  and  scholarly  reputation  caused 
him  to  be  elected  to  a  vacancy  in  one  of  the  Professorships  of  the 
University  College,  London,  that  of  English  Language  and  Literature, 
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which  had  been  caused  by  the  retirement  of  Doctor  Bobert  Gordon 
Latham,  the  last  and  ablest  editor  of  Johnson's  Dictionary.  This  chair 
3£r.  Taylor  filled  for  two  years,  with  great  credit,  till  he  resigned  it  to 
enter  the  Civil  Service  of  the  Crown,  and  was  succeeded  bj'  Professor 
David  Masson,  the  biographer  of  Milton,  and  afteiwards  Professor  of 
Hhetoric  in  the  .University  of  Edinburgh. 

It  was  during  his  journalistic  labours  as  an  editorial  writer,  and 
•chiefly  for  the  Daily  NewSy  that  he  began  to  take  a  very  earnest  interest 
in  the  great  social  question  of  sanitary  improvements,  then  coming 
rapidly  in  front  and  challenging  public  attention  in  London  and 
throughout  the  provinces. 

About  twenty  years  previously  Dr.  Southwood  Smith  had  commenced 
this  humane  and  enlightened  movement  in  favour  of  sanitary  legislation, 
which  had  for  its  result  the  Nuisances  Bemoval  Act  of  1845  and  other 
•enactments  passed  during  different  sessions  down  to  1860,  most  of  which 
were  repealed  as  inadequate.  The  Public  Baths  and  Wash-houses  Acts 
were  passed  in  1846  and  1847.  Then  came  the  Public  Health  Act  of 
1848,  imder  which  the  General  Board  of  Health  was  called  into  existence 
during  the  g^eat  eventful  year  of  continental  revolution.  In  connection 
with  this  great  national  Board,  Mr.  Taylor  entered  the  Civil  Service,  and 
a  couple  of  years  afterwards  (in  1850),  became  its  Assistant  Secretary. 
Pour  years  afterwards  the  Board  was  reconstructed.  Sir  Benjamin  Hall 
— afterwards  Lord  Uanovcr — receiving  the  appointment  of  President  at 
£2,000  a  year,  simultaneously  with  which  Mr.  Taylor  was  advanced  to 
the  position  of  Secretary',  with  a  sfilary  of  £1,000  a  year.  He  continued 
to  hold  this  high  and  responsible  position  during  Sir  Benjamin's  period 
of  office,  as  well  as  during  that  of  his  two  immediate  successors,  the  Bight 
Hon.  William  Cowper — aftei-wards  Cowper-Temple— and  the  Bight  Hon. 
Charles  Adderley.  In  1858  the  G^eral  Board  of  Health  became  incor- 
jwrated  with  an  important  division  of  the  Privy  Council  Establishment. 
In  point  of  fact,  it  was  transferred  to  the  Local  Governriient  Act  Office 
and  became  an  integral  portion  of  the  Home  Department.  With  the 
new  order  of  things  no  change  took  place  in  Mr.  Taylor's  position.  He 
was  still  retained  Secretary,  although  he  was  now  one  of  higher  rank, 
being  under  a  Secretary  of  State  instead  of  the  President  of  a  public 
Board.  Finally,  after  passing  most  honourably  the  usual  number  of 
years  in  this  capacity,  he  retired  from  the  Civil  Service  on  a  pension  of 
£650  a  year,  not  to  enjoy  his  otium  cum  dignitatem  how  dignified  soever 
his  past  and  present  position  may  be  considered,  but  to  lead  as  active 
a  life  of  intellectual  usefulness  as  ever.     He  is  still  proving  his  imtiring 
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devotion  to  his  first  and  early  love,  the  dramatic  Muse,  and  still  the 
conductor  and  leading  contributor  of  the  most  highly  organised,  the  most 
spiritual,  and  most  manly  publication,  not  of  England  alone  but  of  all 
Europe— an  organ  which  has  become  with  the  growth  of  years,  as  it  were, 
an  honoured  institution  of  oiu'  country,  keeping  our  literary  tastes  within 
legitimate  bounds,  and  whilst  enabling  us  to  enjoy  a  wholesome  laugh 
at  the  public  fools  and  to  take  the  true  dimensions  of  the  public  charla- 
tans of  the  day,  reverencing  the  sanctities  of  private  life,  even  in  dealing 
with  the  bitterest  political  opponents. 

The  shrewd  and  always  liberal  conductors  of  the  TimeSy  who, 
generally  speaking,  have  the  knack  of  filling  the  various  departments; 
of  their  newspaper  with  the  best  men,  made  an  excellent  choice  when 
they  selected  Mr.  Taylor  as  representative  of  their  art  criticism  some 
twenty  years  ago ;  a  position  which  he  still  maintains,  and  for  which  he 
was  from  the  first  most  singidarly  qualified.  Besides  rare  literary 
powers  he  brought  to  his  task  a  very  high  taste,  long  and  legitimately 
cultivated,  besides  a  thorough  technical  knowledge  of  his  subject.  He 
had  a  pencil  in  his  hand  and  drew  and  sketched  from  his  boyhood. 
After  he  had  taken  his  B.A.  degree,  and  whilst  a  resident  Fellow, 
engaged  in  tutorship  at  Cambridge,  he  devoted  the  best  portion  of  his 
leisure  hours  to  art  studies  of  a  practical  nature;  his  easel  and  his 
models  being  as  prominent  objects  in  his  college  rooms  as  his  books. 
It  was  always  with  him  a  matter  of  pride  to  be  surrounded  by  works 
of  art;  they  were  his  Lares  et  Penates;  his  first  loves ;  his  types  of  the 
beautiful.  His  chambers  in  Trinity  and  the  Inner  Temple  always 
shewed,  when  you  entered  them,  the  man  of  cultivated  taste,  who  loved 
and  enjoyed  the  pleasant  and  elevating  objects  he  had  gathered  about 
him.  His  beautiful  home  at  Wandsworth  (Lavender  Sweep),  which, 
with  its  groimds  and  gardens,  is  the  purchase  of  his  honourable  and 
successful  life,  is,  as  all  his  friends  acknowledge,  a  little  temple  of  art 
in  its  way.  Independently  of  his  intimate  knowledge  of  his  subject  of 
art  criticism,  Mr.  Taylor's  honour  and  impartiality  have  never  been 
questioned.  **  Keeping  himself  aloof  from  cliques  and  coteries,"  says 
the  writer  in  the  Illustrated  Review  already  quoted,  **  he  has  contrived 
to  preserve  his  judgement,  as  a  rule,  in  a  state  of  honest  and  dis- 
passionate equilibrium."  Whilst  John  Buskin  lives,  it  were  unjust 
to  speak  of  any  other  writer  in  his  line  as  the  faciU  princeps  of  art 
criticism  ;  but  were  he  to  be  called  away  before  our  gifted  friend  one 
knows  no  other  alive  more  worthy  to  succeed  him.  Whilst  on  the 
subject  of  art,  it  may  be  the  proper  place  to  notice  that  in  1853  he 
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brought  out,  in  two  picturesque  volumes,  published  by  Mr.  John 
Murray,  his  **Life  of  Beujamin  Robert  Haydon,"  the  unhappy  illustra- 
tion of  our  native  school  of  painting,  of  whose  genius  there  are 
many  opinions,  but  of  whose  overweening  ambition  there  has  never  been 
but  one.  In  1860  he  produced  also,  from  the  Albemarle  Street 
publishing  house,  his  **  Autobiographical  Recollections  of  the  late 
Charles  Leslie,"  the  Royal  Academician;  and  in  1865  he  completed 
for  Mr.  Murray  what  Leslie  had  only  faintly  outlined,  **The  Life  and 
Times  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  with  Notices  of  some  of  liis  Contempo- 
raries." All  three  works  stand  high  in  the  world  of  art,  as  well  as  in 
general  public  estimation. 

As  an  instance  of  the  high  respect  in  which  the  Secretary  of  the 
Board  of  Health  was  held  in  the  Civil  Service,  he  had  not  long  joined 
our  patriotic  force,  when  the  national  enthusiasm  set  it  first  on  foot,  until 
he  was  chosen  Captain  of  the  Whitehall  Corps,  in  which  he  held  his 
commission  until  he  finally  retired  from  it  five  years  afterwards. 

Mr.  Taylor  was  for  years  a  prominent  and  leading  member  of  the 
Canterbury  Theatricals,  an  amateur  society  which  rivalled  in  its  day 
the  famous  Kilkenny  Company  amongst  whom  Miss  O'Neill  played 
fiome  of  her  best  parts,  and  Tommy  Moore  met  and  married  his  Bessy, 
Amongst  the  Canterburies  were  the  two  Ponsonby's  (Spenser  and 
Frederick) ;  G.  Cavendish  Bentinck  (at  present  Rt.  Hon.  and  M.P.) ; 
TV.  BoUand,  son  of  the  late  Judge  ;  Sir  William  de  Bath,  of  the  Fusilier, 
and  Lord  M.  Bruce,  of  the  Grenadier  Guards  ;  Alfred  Mynn ;  Thomas 
Knox  Holmes,  Son  of  Old  Billy,  the  Parliamentary  whipper-in,  and 
one  of  the  most  versatile  and  agreeable  men  alive ;  Cuthbei-t  Ellison  (at 
present  on  the  Metropolitan  Bench),  and  Charles  Taylor,  and  Felix,  the 
famous  cricketers. 

From  Mr.  Taylor's  doings  on  the  stage,  where  he  has  won  not  only  the* 
reputation  of  being  one  of  the  best  private  theatricals  in  his  day,  but  of 
having  run,  in  some  instances,  professional  eminence  very  closely,  we 
naturally  digress  to  his  higher  triiunphs,  as  a  distinguished  writer  of  the 
drama  itself,  and  considering  the  space  already  occupied  with  the  details 
of  his  intellectual  and  interesting  life,  it  is  f ortimate  that,  how  numerous- 
soever  those  truimphs  have  been,  it  is  not  necessary,  in  concluding  our 
memoir  of  Mr.  Taylor's  career,  to  dwell  elaborately  upon  them. 

Mr.  Taylor  began  his  career  as  a  dramatist  with  the  Trip  to  Kissen^en-, 
his  partner  in  the  clever  little  farce  being  Mr.  A.  A,  Knox,  the  present 
Marlborough  Street  Magistrate,  then  a  student  in  the  Temple,  who  had 
also  been  previously  with  him  at  Trinity.     It  was  brought  out  at  tho 
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Lyceum  under  the  management  of  the  Keeleys,  who  gave  the  joint 
authors  £50  for  it.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wigan  played  the  chief  parts  in  it, 
and  it  attained  great  popularity.  About  this  time  he  commenced  to  write 
burlettas,  collaborating  separately  with  Albert  Smith  and  Charlee 
Kenny,  and  produced  Whiitin^ton  and  his  Cat,  Valentine  and  Orson,  The 
JSnchanted  Horse,  and  Cinderella,  The  Keeleys  were  then  in  great  force ; 
Madame  Yestris,  the  paragon  of  stage  princesses,  still  looked  and 
warbled  to  perfection.  Harley  of  the  quaint  eye  and  jerking  tread,  and 
Drinkwater  Meadows,  whom  a  judicious  critic  called  **  a  madrig^  in 
himself,"  were  in  all  their  glory ;  and  James  Bland  was  the  king  of 
burlesque.  Our  author's  first  original  drama,  To  Parents  and  Guardians^ 
was  brought  out  also  at  the  Lyceum  under  the  same  management.  It  was 
of  a  half  comic,  half  pathetic  character,  and  those  who  have  seen  it  can 
never  forget  Alfred  Wigan  in  the  character  of  Monsieur  Tourbillon,  the 
Parisian  usher,  with  his  tasselled  Hessians,  white  hat  with  mourning 
band,  long  skirted  drab  surtout,  so  threadbare  but  so  scrupulously 
brushed,  his  grey  hairs  and  his  bald  crown,  the  butt,  alas !  of  the  school, 
but  looking,  through  all  his  poverty  of  costimie,  through  all  his 
misfortimes,  the  polished  and  born  gentleman.  Next  we  had 
A  SisterU  Penance  and  New  Men  and  Old  Acres,  two  pieces  of  great 
merit  and  popularity,  in  conjunction  with  Mr.  A.  E.  Dubourg ;  another 
very  successful  one  called  Slave  Life,  in  partnership  with  Mark  Lemon, 
then  Editor  of  Punch ;  and  the  tender  and  most  charming  little  comedy 
of  Masks  and  Faces^  brought  out  with  Charles  Reade,  the  novelist,  and 
which  had  a  most  extraordinary  run,  being  played  at  two  theatres,  the 
Adelphi  and  the  Haymarket,  Madame  Celeste  appearing  as  Peg  Wof- 
fington  at  the  former,  and  Mrs.  Sterling  personating  the  heroine  of  the 
piece  at  the  latter,  whilst  Webster  (manager  of  both  theatres  at  the 
time)  played  Triplet  in  his  unrivalled  fashion  at  each  house  for  103 
nights  alternately.  Two  Loves  and  a  Life,  Hie  KingU  Rival,  and  Plot 
and  Passion  were  also  joint  productions,  and  all  three  successful — the 
last  mentioned  especially,  which  came  out  with  the  splendid  caste  of 
Emery,  who  played  Fouclio,  Bobson,  Desmaret  (head  of  the  Secret 
Police),  Alfred  Wigan,  the  secretary  of  the  Marquis  of  Cevennes,  and 
Mrs.  Sterling,  Madame  Fontanges.  Diogenes  and  his  Lantern,  an 
-exquisitely  Aristophanic  inorceau,  tickled  the  town  very  much,  all  the 
world  going  to  see  Emery  playing  in  a  tub  for  a  house  and  with  mankind 
for  his  butt.  The  Vicar  of  WaJcefield  and  Sir  Roger  d^  Coverley  brought 
out  William  •  Farren,  as  the  Vicar  and  the  Knight,  in  two  of  his 
most  charming    characters.       A    year  after  Sir  Roger    had  charmed 
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the  town  appeared  Our  Clerks,  in  which  the  incidents,  exquisitely 
droll  throughout,  were  connected  with  the  sayings  and  doings  of  a  pair 
of  scampish  young  barristers  in  the  Temple,  if  not  very  ** seedy"  and 
out  at  elbows,  certainly  at  their  wits'  ends  to  get  along,  and  a  pair 
of  clerks  in  every  Avay  worthy  of  them ;  Alfred  Wigan  appearing  as- 
one  of  the  barristers,  Keeley,  as  John  Piddicombe,  and  Mrs.  Keeley, 
as  Edward  Sharpus,  admirably  got  up  as  the  attendant  ministers  of 
the  future  Lord  Chancellor  and  Lord  Chief  Justice,  and  Meadows  aa 
Moldioott,  the  Sheriff's  Officer.  This  farce  has  always  been  considered 
one  of  our  author's  best.  Very  comic  and  replete  with  wit  and  humour 
too  was  his  comedietta.  To  Oblige  Benson,  in  which  Emery  and 
Bobson  ujsed  to  keep  the  house  in  a  roar,  and,  as  has  been  well 
observed,  **  played  into  each  other's  hands  so  hilariously  that  the  laugh 
was  kept  up  without  once  dropping,  like  a  shuttlecock  between 
two  adroitly  handled  battledores."  In  his  Blighted  Being,  which 
came  out  in  1854,  who  that  has  seen  it  can  forget  the  Byronic 
collar,the  long  pootic  black  locks,  the  rod  stripod  pants,  the  mel- 
ancholy face,  and  the  entire  get-up  of  Robson?  On  the  14th  May, 
1855,  came  out  one  of  Tom  Taylor's  most  remarkable  and 
popular  jiroductious,  Still  Waters  Run  Beep,  with  a  striking  set  of  cha- 
racters, and  Alfred  "Wigan's  John  Mildmay  the  most  striking  of  them 
all.  Then  we  had  in  quick  succession,^  Wolf  in  Sheep^s  Clothing  tm^ 
Retribution,  both  exceedingly  clever  adaptations  from  the  French  ;  Helping 
JIands,  a  domestic  drama,  in  which  we  have  a  lively  recollection  of  Mrs. 
Keeley's  Tilda,  and  Keeley's  William  Ruf  us  of  the  Shoe  Black  Brigade ; 
Victims,  an  original  three-act  comedy,  in  which  Buokstone  was  quite  at 
home  in  Jolin  Butterby ;  Going  to  the  Bad,  in  which  Mr.  Taylor  liit  off 
one  of  the  most  Robsonian  of  all  his  dismally  droll  characters  in  Peter 
Potts  for  the  most  peculiarly  comic  actor  of  his  day;  and  Our  American 
Cousin,  the  world-famous  comic  extravaganza,  brought  out  at  Laura 
Keene's  New  York  Theatre  on  the  loth  of  October,  1858,  in  whicli  Mr. 
Sothem  gained  his  imperishable  laurels  as  Dundreary ;  JVine  Points  of 
the  Law  ;  The  JTouse  a)id  the  Home  ;  Payable  on  Demand  ;  The  Fool's  Revenge  ,- 
The  Tale  of  Two  Cities,  an  acting  version  of  Charles  Dickens'  romance 
of  the  Great  Revolution ;  TJie  Overland  Route ;  Up  at  the  Hills, ;  The 
Bahes  in  tJie  Wood ;  Sense  and  Sensation,  a  morality  about  the  seven  sisters 
of  Thule,  in  which  the  characters  were  the  virtues  and  the  vices ;  Tlie 
Lesson  for  Life;  An  Unequal  Match;  and  A  Nice  Firm;  besides  several 
other  dramas  of  various  schools  and  sizes,  from  one  to  three  and 
four   acts,    too    numerous   to   particulaiiso  here,  all  of   which   camo 


158  Our  Portrait  Gallery.  [Aiigost 

out  during  the  fifties  and  sixties.  Of  his  famous  Ticket  of 
Leave  Man,  brought  out  the  27th  of  May,  1863,  there  has  never  been 
but  one  opinion ;  and  we  may  fairly  place  it  in  the  first  rank,  and 
•second  to  none  of  them,  of  the  great  realistic  dramas  of  our  age.  It  is 
fiaid  that  George  Bamwall  kept  many  a  London  apprentice  who  went  to 
see  that  sensational  drama  from  the  way  that  leads  to  the  gallows.  In 
like  manner  the  sound  morality  inculcated  in  Mr.  Taylor's  play,  and 
perceptible  through  all  his  dramatic  productions,  has  preserved  from 
despair  and  a  recurrence  to  his  former  evil  courses,  many  an  unfortunate 
just  emancipated  from  penal  servitude,  of  whom  it  might  be  said — 

''  The  world  was  all  before  them,  where  to  choose 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  their  guide  ; — " 

fiorely  tried  by  the  mefiance  and  neglec^t  of  our  modem  Pharisees,  and 
cruelly  rebuffed  by  too  many  of  those  whose  pride  would  be  insulted  if 
we  were  not  to  consider  them  enlightened  and  charitable  Christian 
lElnglish  men  and  women.  It  has  not  only  brought  balm  to  the  discon- 
solate and  given  coiu'age  to  the  outcast  to  regain  an  honest  position 
once  more,  and  at  last ;  but  there  are  authenticated  instances  where  it 
has  stirred  up  the  consciences  of  g^ty,  and  as  yet  undiscovered  culprits, 
to  restore  stolen  property. 

^Twixt  Axe  and  Crown  and  Joan  of  Are ^  which  were  brought  out,  the 
former  in  January,  and  the  latter  in  April,  1870,  deserve  to  be  set  apart 
from  all  Mr.  Taylor's  other  dramatic  works,  as  they  are  of  a  higher 
order  of  the  drama,  and  more  essentially  noble  productions.  They  are 
written  in  blank  verse,  the  choice  phrasing  and  fine  metiical  run  of 
which  have  won  the  approbation  of  our  best  critics  ;  they  rise,  and  they 
have  successfully  risen,  to  the  height  of  the  noble  scliool  of  the  historic 
drama,  consecrated  by  the  genius  of  our  own  Shakespeare,  and  illus- 
trated by  the  most  classic  French  dramatists  of  the  last  century. 

Mr.  Tom  Taylor  is  married  to  one  of  the  most  accomplished  (as  a 
musician  especially)  and  charming  women  of  our  day;  and  has  two 
•children,  a  son  and  daughter,  the  former  intended  for  the  Civil  Service, 
And  the  latter  rivalling  her  mother's  musical  talents.  He  is  in  fine 
health,  and  in  the  strongest  vigour  of  mind  and  body,  which,  with  the 
Ample  fortune  he  has  realised  by  his  honourable  and  indefatigable 
intellectual  exertions,  his  numerous  friends  sincerely  wish  he  may  long 
live  to  enjoy. 
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TWELVE    OUNCES    OF    BLOOD. 


By  ax  Old  Contributor. 


A  SUMMER  dawn  was  creeping 
over  smoke-clouded  London  and 
lending  an  unusual  beauty  to  those 
quarter  most  easily  beautified; 
old  Father  Thames  looked  laughing 
and  radiant  as  he  glided  past  the 
fiombre  wharves. 

A  few  gleams  of  this  early  light, 
fitruggling  through  the  nastinesses 
of  a  narrow  and  unwholesome  river- 
side street,  found  their  way  into  a 
small,  dose,  and  altogether  un- 
desirable bed-room.  They  fell  upon 
the  figure  of  an  old  man,  who,  sit- 
ting up  in  his  bed,  his  straggling 
white  locks  falling  dishevelled  upon 
his  face,  appeared  to  be  listening 
intently. 

Perfectly  motionless,  scarcely 
breathing,  he  sat  and  listened  to 
<fertain  faint  and  only  just  percep- 
tible sounds  which  appeared  to  come 
from  the  room  below  the  one  he 
occupied. 

Suddenly — ^yet  quite  quietly — 
he  slipped  his  bare  feet  on  to  the 
floor,  and  creeping  across  it,  es- 
sayed to  open  his  bed-room  door 
soundlessly. 

He  was  not  successful  in  this. 
The  ill-constructed  and  unoiled 
lunges  emitted  some  distressing 
noises. 

He  emerged  upon  a  small,  dark 
landing,  ujwn  which  two  other 
doors  opened.  He  looked  at  both ; 
tliey  were  shut.  Moving  with  the 
utmost  caution,  he  opened  one  door 
after  the  other,  each  a  little  way, 


and  peeped  in.  In  each  room  he 
saw  a  slumbering  form  l^'ing  upon 
a  narrow  and  unattractive  bed. 

Apparently  satisfied  so  far,  he 
then  proceeded  to  creep  down  the 
little  dark  stairs.  At  their  foot  he 
opened  a  door  and  admitted  liimself 
into  a  small  and  gloomy  shop. 

The  morning  rays  could  not  yet 
penetrate  so  low  in  the  narrow  street 
as  to  light  this  unpleasant  little 
dungeon.  Nothing  was  clearly  dis- 
cernible, but  all  the  same,  the  old 
man  knew  well  where  each  article 
lay.  This  place  had  been  his  world 
for  some  forty  years,  and  he  was 
not  likely  to  make  a  mistake  if  he 
Avere  blindfolded. 

He  proceeded  straight  to  the 
counter,  and  quickly  put  his  hand, 
unerringly,  upon  the  till.  It  was 
uidocked  !  He  opened  it,  and  one 
touch  witliin  was  enough  to  tell  him 
all. 

Of  course !  how  could  he  expect 
anj-thing  else  ?  His  ear  could  never 
have  deceived  him.  In  his  dreams 
he  had  distinctly  heard  the  lock 
picked — the  chink  of  the  money 
when  extracted  from  its  hiding  place 
had  entered  his  slumbering  ear.  And 
waking,  as  from  a  nightmare,  the 
scarce  audible  movements  under- 
neath his  room  had  told  him  that 
his  dream  was  reality. 

The  thing  was  old  to  him  now. 
He  had  expected  it  for  some  ten 
years,  and  now  it  had  come.  He 
was  insane  enough  to  kee\\  a.  t^W. 
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of  liis  precious  hoarded  bank-notes 
there— fool !  Wliy  had  he  not  obeyed 
his  many  doubts,  and  hidden  them 
in  some  more  cunning  place  ? 

But  he  did  not  pause  to  curse 
his  folly,  or  bomoan  his  loss.  Ho 
uttered  no  exdamation.  He  quietly 
shut  the  till  down,  and  then  looked 
at  the  windows  and  door.  All  was 
right  there. 

**'Tis  Jacob  then,  as  I  knew  it 
would  be  ;  well,  1*11  undo  him  yet," 
he  said  to  himself,  as  he  turned  and 
j)roceeded  with  the  same  quiet  cau- 
tion to  find  his  way  in  the  dim  light 
upstairs  again. 

He  went  straight  to  the  door  of 
one  of  the  bed-rooms  that  he  had 
before  peeped  into;  entering,  he 
with  some  difficulty  secured  the 
door  behind  him  and  looked  round 
the  room. 

It  was  a  meagre  enough  place  as 
to  its  general  aspect,  but  it  con- 
tained a  few  articles  almost  out  of 
keeping  with  it.  The  slanting  sim- 
rays  fell  upon  a  very  miserable 
dressing-table  and  revealed  some 
rather  luxurious  toilette  require- 
ments which  lay  upon  it.  The  old 
man  poked  about  among  these.  He 
then  opened  a  travelling  trunk 
which  stood  near,  and  felt  cau- 
tiously among  its  contents. 

"  Halloa,  uncle !  "  remarked  a 
wide-awake  voice  from  the  bed,  just 
as  the  old  man  had  about  finished 
his  inspection.  **What  are  you 
after?" 

He  rose  from  his  stooping  posi- 
tion, threw  back  his  grey  locks, 
and  looked  round  with  a  sudden 
rage  rising  in  his  eyes. 

**  Jacob,"  he  cried,  "you  have 
robbed  the  tiU ! " 

The  words  came  forth  like  a 
burning  and  terrible  accusation, 
but  the  only  reply  to  them  was  a 
prolonged  laugh,  hearty  enough, 
though  with  a  peculiar  snigger 
in  it. 

When  it  was  over,  the  voice 
again  came  from  the  bed. 


**  Why,  uncle,  don't  y  Ju  know  me 
yet  ?  As  if  I*d  be  such  a  fool  as 
to  rob  your  precious  till !  I  should 
expect  you  to  find  me  out  if  I  ran 
to  the  other  end  of  the  world,  and 
hang  me  with  your  own  hands. 
Besides,  it  wouldn't  be  worth  my 
while.  It's  one  of  those  street 
urchins  that  are  always  hanging 
round  the  shop,  because  they  think 
you're  a  millionaire.  I  hope  you'll 
catch  liim,  only  don't  wake  me 
again." 

And  the  speaker  tossed  himself 
over,  rolled  himself  up  in  the  bed- 
clothes, and  soon  began  to  snore,, 
leaving  the  old  man  full  opportu- 
nity to  continue  his  search  if  he 
chose. 

But  he  did  not  choose.  He  waft 
convinced  by  Jacob's  words,  and 
the  thoughts  they  gave  rise  to  in  his 
mind  that  the  money  was  not  to  be 
found  here.  So  he  turned  to  the 
door,  thinking  to  go  down  and 
examine  the  shop  again. 

But  an  idea  struck  him  as  he 
approached  the  landing.  He  stood 
irresolute  upon  it  a  moment,  and 
then,  very  quietly,  opened  the 
opposite  door  and  entered. 

''It  couldn't  be  Tim,"  he  said, 
apologetically,  in  a  whisper,  as  he 
closed  the  door  behind  him,  **  but 
I'd  best  look  round    everywhere." 

He  stepped  towards  the  bed 
first,  and  saw  there  a  slumbering 
young  man,  flushed  and  breathing 
heavily.  He  moved  about  uneasily 
from  side  to  side.  The  old  man 
watched  him  a  few  moments,  and 
was  about  to  turn  away,  and 
examine  the  room,  when  he  was 
arrested  by  a  half-waking  move- 
ment of  the  sleeper.  He  stirred  in 
a  disturbed  way,  and  then  drawing 
his  hand  up  from  under  the  clothes, 
thrust  it  out,  and,  extending  it,  let 
fall  a  handful  of  monej'  on  the 
floor. 

The  old  man  rushed  towards  the 
bed,  and  dragging  the  clothes 
away,    beheld  bank-notes,    gold,. 


1877.] 


Twelve  Ounces  of  Blood. 


161 


silver,  and  copper,  all  lying  around 
the  yontH's  limbs,  while  clutched  in 
one  hand  was  a  tool  for  lock-pick- 
ing. This  Tim  flung  after  the 
scattered  money  on  to  the  floor ; 
and  then,  probably  aroused  by  the 
cold  air  which  was  chilling  him, 
opened  his  eyes  suddenly.  He 
reviewed  the  scene  before  him  for 
a  few  seconds  ;  and  struck  by  the 
look  in  his  uncle's  face,  opened 
his  mouth  to  speak.  He  was  ex- 
tremely bewildered,  and  failed  to 
articulate  anything,  so  he  sank 
upon  the  pillow  again. 

**  And  it  is  you,"  cried  the  old 
man.  **you,  my  boy  Tim,  that 
have  robbed  me  ?  Fool !  Fool ! 
You  would  have  had  all  my  money 
— ^I  meant  you  to  be  a  gentleman, 
but  never  a  penny  shall  you  have 
now.  And  you  have  lost  it  all  for 
the  sake  of  these  few  bank-notes. 
Curse  you — to  pay  me  back  this 
way  for  all  I've  done  for  you, — kept 
you  in  idleness  and  let  you  do  as 
you  liked,  and  be  as  lazy  a  hound 
as  you  wanted  to  be — and  this  is 
my  reward." 

The  old  man  trembled  with 
passion  and  his  voice  had  risen  to 
a  scream.  All  the  while  he  was 
gathering  up  the  money  from  the 
bed  with  shaking  Angers. 

Tim,  meantime,  had  once  or  twice 
tried  to  articulate,  but  he  was 
so  confused  that  it  seemed  probable 
he  had  not  gone  to  bed  quite 
sober.  At  last  he  succeeded  in 
bring^g  out  the  words — '*  I  didn't 
do  it  1 " 

"  Didn't  do  it  ?  "  echoed  the  old 
man,  with  the  bitterest  contempt  in 
his  voice.  **  My  God !  What  lies 
will  you  tell  me?  Am  I  not  to 
believe  my  own  eyes  ?  " 

He  had  gathered  up  all  the 
money  he  could  see,  and  holding 
it  in  his  trembling  hands  he  left 
the  room,  kicking  the  door  to 
behind  him.  He  went  into  his 
own  room  and  hurriedly  threw  on 
some    clothes.    Then  he  quickly 


went  downstairs,  locking  the  door 
at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  and  putting 
the  key  in  his  pocket.  He  opened 
the  shop  door  and  emerged  into 
the  now  sunlit  street. 

Meantime  Tim  sprang  out  of 
bed,  and  tried  to  clear  his  head 
by  plunging  his  face  in  water. 
But  ne  was  not  much  better  after 
the  process  than  before  it ;  and  he 
stood  disconsolately  in  the  midst 
of  the  room,  mopping  his  wet 
hair.  Presently  lus  eye  fell  upon 
something.  A  bottle  of  particu- 
larly nice  brandy,  which  he  knew 
was  the  property  of  his  brother 
Jacob,  stood  temptingly  upon  a 
table  close  by.  For  a  moment  he 
merely  wondered  how  it  came 
there ;  the  next  he  wondered 
whether  a  little  drop  wouldn't 
make  him  feel  better.  And  the 
next  he  was  in  the  act  of 
drinking  off  a  c^ood  stiff  glass- 
ful of  brandy  and  water,  unaware 
that  an  eye  was  fixed  upon  him 
through  a  crack  in  the  door. 

Jacob,  when  his  uncle  had  safely 
locked  the  street  door,  had  leaped 
out  of  bed  and  applied  his  eye  to 
the  crack.  When  he  saw  how 
Tim  was  employed  he  returned 
to  his  bed,  sa3dng,  as  he  composed 
himself  once  more,  ^^Just  as  I 
expected." 

In  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
the  street  door  was  cautiously  im- 
locked,  and  then  the  one  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs.  A  moment  after 
Tim's  door  was  pushed  open,  and 
the  old  man  entered  the  room, 
followed  by  two  stalwart  police- 
men. 

"There  he  is!"  he  cried,  in  a 
voice  still  tremulous  with  excite- 
ment. 

Tim  was  now  lying  on  his  bed 
again,  fast  asleep,  and  breathing 
stertorously.  The  policemen  grin- 
ned as  they  approached  him. 

"  The  chap's  drunk,"  said  one. 

*'  Take  hun,"  cried  the  undo, 
furiously,  *' don't  delay. 
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"  He  must  have  been  clever  to 
pick  a  lock  in  this  Qtate/'  said  the 
other. 

"  Bah ! "  cried  the  old  man, 
"  can't  you  see  the  brandy  ?  He's 
drunk  himself  foolish  since,  to 
drown  his  wickedness." 

"Like  enough,"  said  policeman 
No.  1.  **Anyway  the  lock  s  picked." 

So  they  pulled  him  up,  and 
with  some  difficulty  made  him 
wake  sufficiently  to  walk  between 
them.  He  appeared  too  stupified 
to  realise  his  position,  and  so  was 
taken  quietly  away.  There  was  a 
good  deal  of  stumbling  on  the 
stairs,  and  some  bad  language  on 
the  part  of  the  policemen,  while 
the  old  man  stood  on  the  landing, 
and  cursed  the  ungrateful  youth  ; 
but  Tim  himself  was  dazed  and 
silent. 

Only,  when  they  .  reached  the 
street  he  shook  the  men  off  and 
tried  to  run  away.  They  raised  the 
cry  of  *  *  Stop  thief  "  and  soon  caught 
him :  while  half  the  neighbourhood 
either  came  out  of  doors  or  hung  out 
of  window  in  scant  morning  attire, 
to  see,  much  to  their  surprise,  young 
Tim  Turner  caught  by  two  police- 
men, handcuffed,  and  led  away. 
Curiosity  and  conjecture  ran  high 
and  raged  around. 

*'  Well,"  cried  one  slipshod 
matron  to  another,  across  the  nar- 
row street,  **I  ain't  surprised. 
Idleness  leads  to  wickedness: 
and  that  old  man's  been  a  fool 
to  spoil  the  young  one  so." 

The  street  soon  after  went  about 
its  ordinary  business:  for  there  was 
nothing  more  to  be  seen. 


The  next  phase  of  this  history 
need  not  be  dwelled  upon;  for  we 
get  a  sufficiently  disagreeable 
daily  dish  of  police  reports  to 
know  all  about  how  such  things 
are  managed.  The  evidence  was 
conclusive  against  him;  and  Tim 
got  sixmontiis'  hard  labour.     He 


made  several  speeches,  which  had 
no  effect  but  that  of  causing  un- 
seeml}''  laughter  in  the  court.  He 
pointed  out  that  he  was  entirely 
incapable  of  doing  anything  what- 
ever on  that  night,  in  consequence 
of  various  "  treats "  of  which  he 
had  partaken  on  the  previous 
evening.  He  made  several  similar 
observations,  but  finding  he  carried 
no  weight,  subsided  into  a  sullen 
silence,  clenching  his  hands  as 
they  lay  upon  his  knees,  with  a 
suppressed  savageness  that  was 
new  in  him. 

He  performed  his  punishment, 
and  came  out  of  prison,  looking 
healthier  than  when  he  went  in; 
but  with  a  sullenness  in  his  face 
that  took  the  place  of  a  pleasant 
joviality  which  used  to  make  him 
a  favourite. 

He  wandered  back  into  his  old 
haunts  but  he  did  not  find  any 
welcome.  Those  who  had  known 
his  uncle  as  well  as  himself 
regarded  him  in  the  light  of  a 
hopeless  ingrate  and  criminal; 
while  the  friends  who  had  been 
chosen  after  his  own  heart,  in  the 
old  jolly  days,  did  not  much  care 
to  resume  the  acquaintance  when 
they  saw  how  the  jail-bird  carried 
the  mark  of  the  prison  in  his  face. 
He  was  soon  sufficiently  conscious 
of  the  fact  that  life  was  a  different 
thing  for  him  now. 

He  succeeded  in  finding  out 
that  liis  old  uncjie  had  died  not 
many  weeks  after  his  imprison- 
ment, and  that  his  brother  Jacob, 
who,  it  appeared,  had  been  made 
the  heir,  had  shut  up  the  little 
shop,  and  was  only  to  be  seen  in 
that  dismal  neighbourhood  now 
and  then. 

He  haunted  the  street  where  tlio 
old  shop  stood  from  that  time.  lie 
lived  somehow,  by  the  doing  of 
odd  jobs,  for  he  could  get  no 
regular  work  where  he  was  known; 
and  yet  he  seemed  to  have  some 
fascination  for  the  place.  The  little 
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street  urcliins  soon  grew  accustomed 
to  see  him  skulking  in  the  dark  cor- 
ners round  the  shop  of  an  evenine, 
and  gave  up  taunting  him ;  while 
the  sage  elders  would  shake  their 
heads  and  avow  their  conviction 
that  he  was  after  no  g^d. 

Tim  was  a  brawny,  handsome 
fellow,  and  if  he  had  not  learned 
to  slouch  and  skulk  would  have 
looked  manly  enough  even  in  the 
tatiered  garments  which  were  now 
his  only  ones.  He  throve  in  some 
mysterious  way  upon  the  scant,  ir- 
regular food  he  obtained,  and  grew 
more  sturdily  muscular  than  of  old. 
Possibly  this  might  be  oifving  to  his 
general  inability  to  obtain  stimu- 
lants. He  was  continually  sober 
now,  from  grim  necessity. 

At  last,  one  evening,  as  Tim 
stood  in  a  dark  comer  opposite  the 
closed  shop,  idly,  his  hands,  from 
the  force  of  habit,  thrust  through 
holes; beyond  which  no  pocket  re- 
mained, he  gave  a  great  start,  and 
a  terrible  look  came  over  his  face. 

Stepping  daintily  down  the 
street  came  a  slight  and  dapper 
figure,  ax)parGntly  that  of  a  gentle- 
man and  a  candy. 

What  an  unusual  sight  in  this 
dirty  street ;  surely  Tim  could  have 
no  interest  in  tliis  apparition 
beyond  mere  curiosity  ? 

Yet  Tim  trembled  a  little  with 
the  sudden  excitement,  for  some- 
thing in  the  gait  of  this  gentleman 
was  familiar  to  him, 

He  felt  certain  that  the  fasti- 
diously-picked footsteps  down  the 
street  would  pause  at  the  door  of 
the  little  old  shop,  and  he  was  not 
mistaken. 

Hastily  ho  stepped  across ;  and 
just  as  the  gentleman  had  inserted 
the  key,  presented  himself  at  his 
side.  But  he  was  not  noticed  till, 
the  door  open,  the  man  turned  a 
httle  as  he  entered,  and  his  eyes 
fell  upon  Tim's  face. 

And  Tim  saw,  as  he  suspected, 


the  familiar  features  of  his  brother 
Jacob. 

Fanuliar,  yet  imf amiliar.  They 
had  chang^,  in  many  ways,  most 
conspicuously  by  that  of  ill  health. 
Jacob  had  always  been  a  weakling, 
and  was,  physically,  about  half  the 
size  of  his  brother  Tim ;  but  now 
his  face  shewed  signs  of  positive 
sickness.  The  two  men  con- 
trasted oddly  under  the  circum- 
stances; Tim,  the  jail-bird,  just' 
out  of  prison,  looked  a  mukc^ 
hero  by  the  side  of  his  brother, 
who  had  evidently  been  living  in 
luxury  while  Tim  suffere<l. 

"Jacob,"  remarked  Tim,  after 
they  had  looked  at  each  other  in 
silence  for  a  second  or  two,  "you 
are  a  devil." 

Jacob  stepped  inside  the  door,  so 
as  to  be  able  to  shut  it  quickly  if 
he  wanted  to ;  and  he  drew  himself 
up  to  the  utmost  of  his  small 
stature,  and  smiled  at  Tim. 

**  And  have  you  really  come  here 
to  tell  me  that  ?  "  was  all  his  reply. 

"  You  did  itf*^  cried  Tim,  his  in- 
dignation suddenly  rising  to  boil- 
ing point.  "I  had  time  to  think 
in  that  nice  place  you  got  me  into, 
and  I  saw  it  all.  I  know  you  did 
it  yourself,  just  to  make  the  old 
man  leave  you  aU  my  money — !  " 

"Really,"  said  Jacob,  "you 
are  getting  clever.  I  thought  my 
trick  had  been  too  simple  even  for 
you  to  find  out — and  yet  youNe 
done  it !  I  congratulate  you. 
Good  night." 

So  saying,  he  quickly  shut  and 
barred  the  door.  Tim  had  not 
had  the  wit  to  intercept  him  in 
time ;  and  so  he  was  left  outside, 
impotent;  all  his  blood  at  fever 
heat,  the  veins  swelling  on  his 
temples,  his  hands  clenched  fiercely, 
and  his  heart  heaving  tumultuously 
within  him.  He  waited  and  waited 
outside  that  door,  but  though  he 
lingered  there  all  through  the 
night  and  on  into  the  next  day,  it 
was  useless.    No  Jacob  came  out  v 
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and  at  last  Tim  came  to  the  reluc- 
tant conclusion  that  once  more 
Jacob  had  outwitted  him  and  had 
escaped  unhurt.  Tim's  mind  was 
becoming  capable,  by  his  late  ex- 
periences, of  understanding  some- 
thing of  what  imjust  suspicion  is, 
and  of  the  cruel  cowardice  which 
must  prompt  any  man  who  can 
throw  it  upon  another.  His  soul 
was  filled  with  horror  and  disgust 
at  his  brother's  deed;  but  that 
soul  was  only  a  poor,  blind,  half- 
developed  existence,  and  was 
capable  of  no  loftier  result  from 
this  horror  and  disgust  than  an 
abandonment  to  rage.  Blinded, 
absorbed  by  his  burning  desire  of 
revenue,  he  lost  the  reins  over 
himself;  and  when,  in  the  noon- 
day sun  he  left  his  lurking-place 
at  last,  and  staggered  up  the 
street  with  wild  eyes  and  burning 
head,  the  people  stood  aside  from 
him,  remarking  that  Tim  Turner 
was  either  mad  or  very  drunk 
indeed. 

He  was  neither,  according  to 
their  meaning.  He  was  both  in 
another  sense.  He  was  mad  with 
impotent  rage,  he  was  intoxicated 
by  the  surging  of  the  highly  vita- 
lised blood  that  boiled  in  his  veins. 
His  was  a  physical  frame  that,  once 
excited,  was  exceedingly  difficult 
of  control,  because  of  its  great 
vigour.  With  a  powerful  mind  to 
govern  it,  poor  Tim  might  have 
been  a  hero,  but  as  it  was,  he 
only  belonged  to  that  class  of  man- 
kind whose  bodily  powers  are  out 
of  proportion  with  their  spiritual 
^strength. 

Tim,  in  his  present  state,  had  no 
resource.  He  nad  no  home  to  go  to 
and  get  quiet  in,  no  friends  to  reason 
with  him  and  help  him  to  govern 
himself.  His  pockets  were  empiy 
and  he  was  not  in  a  condition  to 
turn  to  and  earn  even  enough  for 
a  bed ;  so  that  he  had  no  choice 
but  to  slouch  through  the  streets, 
under  the  hot  sun,  during  the  day, 


with  no  prospect  of  any  more  plea- 
sant mode  of  passing  the  night. 

He  wandered  into  Begent  Street 
and  Piccadilly,  and  looKing  at  the 
fine  ladies  and  gentlemen,  cursed 
them  from  his  soul,  because  Jacob, 
to  his  understanding,  had  become 
one  of  them.  But  soon,  feeling 
out  of  his  element,  he  slunk  back 
into  regions  where  beings  not  un- 
like himself  were  to  be  found. 

The  whole  day  there  was  no- 
thought  in  his  mind  but  of  the 
wrong  he  had  suffered,  and  of  the 
wrong-doer,  Jacob.  He  did  not- 
know  he  was  hungpry,  though  he- 
had  had  no  food  since  the  previous 
day;  he  did  not  know  he  was- 
thirsty,  until,  in  the  evening,  a 
carter  offered  him  '*  a  drink"  if  he 
would  hold  his  team  a  moment ; 
then  he  discovered  that  he  was 
parched. 

That  draught  of  ale  .had  a  sur- 
prising effect  upon  him.  His. 
brain  reeled  ;  he  no  longer  dis- 
tinguished persons  or  things. 
Jacob  was  everybody,  and  every- 
body was  Jacob;  and  he  waa 
prepared  to  fight  everybody  aa 
Jacob.  A  firebrand  when  cast 
among  inflammable  material  is  apt 
to  create  a  fire  ;  therefore  it  is  easy 
to  imagine  how,  some  half-hour 
later,  Tim  had  become  the  hero  of 
a  street  fight.  Two  adversaries 
had  been  demolished,  and  a  frantic 
crowd  of  admirers  had  laid  their 
money  on  Tim,  when  the  police 
appeared.  But  there  were  only 
two  :  and  Tim,  game  still,  though 
his  head  was  bleeding  and  ma 
nose  had  suffered,  defied  two 
policemen  contemptuously. 

Every  nerve  in  his  body  was. 
alive :  he  was  like  a  lion  at  bay. 
While  the  police  shrilly  whistled 
for  aid,  the  crowd  parted,  and 
hustled  Tim  through :  their 
favourite  should  not  end  hia 
triumph  in  a  police-court.  A 
doctor's  carriage  which  was  pass- 
ing had  been  stopped  by  the  crowd. 
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Tim,  as,  in  his  half -stupid  way, 
he  suffered  himself  to  be  hidden 
'behind  it,  looked  up  and  seeing 
the  doctor  gazing  out  of  his 
carriage  window  at  him,  was 
startled  in  recognising  a  look  of 
interest  upon  his  face  that  was 
of  a  very  different  kind  from 
that  shewn  by  his  surrounding 
admirers. 

The  crowd  was  dispersing  as 
rapidly  as  might  be,  so  the  carriage 
drove  off,  and  Tim,  being  told  to 
run  for  his  life,  for  some  mounted 
police  were  coming  down  the  next 
street,  took  to  his  heels  and  fol- 
lowed the  carriage,  much  as  a  stray 
dog  might  have  followed  it,  merely 
because  it  was  something  to  run 
after ;  partly,  perhaps,  because  the 
Doctors  face  nad  mipressed  his 
now  cooling  mind. 

Dr.  Featherstone  had  indeed 
admired  the  physique  and  pluck  of 
the  street  hero ;  but  still  he  mig^ht 
not  have  cared  to  think  of  Tim 
sleeping  that  night  in  his  wood- 
yard.  Tim  did  it  though,  and  the 
following  night,  too ;  out  on  the 
third  morning,  seeing  the  Doctor 
walking  about  in  his  uttle  garden, 
lie  came  innocently  to  the  front 
gate  and  asked  for  work. 

Dr.  Featherstone  recognised 
him,  and  was  interested.  Tim, 
looking  into  his  face,  thought  he 
was  sympathetic,  but  he  was  mis- 
taken. Dr.  Featherstone  was 
always  interested  in  everything  on 
principle,  but  he  had  scarcely  a 
grain  of  sympathy  in  his  compo- 
-sition.  He  was  a  **  clever  "  man, 
rising  into  notice  principally 
through  his  wide  and  ruthless  ex- 
periments for  the  obtaining  of 
medical  and  surgical  knowledge. 
He  drew  from  Tim  his  whole 
history ;  and  saw,  by  his  emotional 
face,  that  the  tale  was  a  true  one. 
He  heartily  despised  the  great 
stupid  fellow,  but  it  occurred  to 
3iim  that  such  a  brawny  martyr 
might  be  of  use  to  him  some  day. 


He  was  a  bachelor,  and  reigned 
supreme  in  his  little  demesne;  so 
there  was  no  one  to  object  to  his 
making  Tim  temporary  under- 
gardener,  wood-chopper,  &c.,  &c. 

Tim  had  the  makmg  of  an  ex- 
cellent servant  in  him.  He  could 
get  through  a  wonderful  amount  of 
work :  and  was  of  a  grateful,  hum- 
ble, dog-like  disposition  towards 
anyone  who  treated  him  fairly. 
He  slept  like  a  king  on  a  straw 
bed  in  the  wood-shed;  and  for  a 
while  he  contentedly  received  some 
old  clothes  and  his  food  as  wages  : 
so  he  kept  sober  perforce. 

Dr.  Featherstone  soon  found  he 
had  made  a  good  investment.  Tim 
would  do  anything ;  having  given 
his  allegiance  to  the  Doctor,  whose 
intellectual  powers  oppressed  and 
awed  him,  he  obeyed  like  a  well- 
trained  Newfoundland.  At  the 
same  time  there  was  a  sullenness 
still  upon  him,  a  manner  as  if  an 
angry  temper  and  a  desperate 
abandonment  were  only  held  in 
reserve,  which  made  the  Doctor 
think  it  wise  to  keep  him  as  far  as 
possible  without  any  money  in  his 
pockets. 

Six  months  of  Tim's  life  passed 
quietly  away  in  this  fashion.  He 
had  then  become  such  an  invalu- 
able factotum  to  the  Doctor  (who 
had  found  he  could  so  train  him  as 
to  save  himself  many  disagreeable 
portions  of  his  various  experi- 
ments) that  he  raised  him  a  step 
in  the  domestic  world,  and  Tim 
became  a  quiet,  respectable  servant, 
with  a  bedroom  and  a  suit  of  clothes 
of  his  own.  Dr.  Featherstone 
could  not  discover  that  he  had 
any  other  ambition.  A  certain 
sullen  sobriety  appeared  to  have 
come  upon  him  as  a  final 
state,  in  place  of  his  old  joviality 
and  happy  tempered  recklessness. 
And  so  the  months  passed  by  and 
gradually  added  themselves  up: 
until  the  lapse  of  a  couple  of  years 
made  Tim's  presence  in  the  Doctor's 
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queer  household  an  old  and 
recognised  fact. 

One  dreary  autimin  evenincr  the 
Doctor  cameWefrom  his  ro^ds, 
and  passing  Tim,  who  was  sweeping 
up  tiie  fallen  leaves  in  the  gai^en, 
paused. 

**Tim,"  said  he,  **I  want  to 
speak  to  you.  WiU  you  come  into 
my  study  in  a  few  minutes  ?  " 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Tim:  and  went 
on  sweeping,  as  Dr.  Featherstone 
proceeded  to  the  house. 

Tim's  didl  brain  was  not  set 
working  by  this  request.  Dr. 
Featherstone  often  had  him  in 
his  study,  to  explain  something 
which  he  wanted  done.  So  he 
quietly  completed  his  leaf-heap, 
and  put  by  his  broom  and  went 
in. 

Dr.  Featherstone  looked  at  the 
big  fellow  with  more  interest  in 
his  eyes  than  usual,  as  Tim  entered 
the  room, — Tim,  by-the-bye,  had 
given  up  slouching  now  he  had 
taken  up  a  respectable  avocation, 
althougli  he  had  not  regained  the 
expression  of  face  that  had  been 
his  before  he  had  seen  the  inside 
of  a  prison, 

**  Tim,"  said  Dr.  Featherstone, 
Anth  an  air  of  wisdom  which  he 
had  foimd  out  impressed  the  man 
greatly,  '*Tim,  lam  going  to  try 
and  explain  something  to  you, 
because  you  can  be  of  great  use  to 
me,  and  to  a  patient  of  mine,  as 
well  as  to  yourself,  if  you  are 
willing." 

Tim  placed  himself  in  an  attitude 
of  attention  and  the  Doctor  pro- 
ceeded. 

**A  gentleman  who  has  been 
under  my  care  for  some  little  time 
is  now  in  such  a  state  of  weakness 
that  medicine  is  useless.  He 
seems  to  have  no  living  blood  in 
his  veins,  no  vitality  in  his  body. 
There  is  no  life  in  him  to  be 
aroused ;  he  is  now  in  a  state  of 
syncope — ^that  is,  he  is  quite  uncon- 
scious— and  I  am  afraid  he  will 


hardly  live  even  another  day^ 
unless  I  am  enabled  to  try  a  lajst 
resource.  This  resource  is  the 
actual  introduction  into  his  veins 
of  some  blood  from  the  arm  of 
a  living  man — such  a  man  as  you, 
Tim,"  said  the  Doctor,  looking  at 
him  with  some  admiration  in  his 
cold  eyes,  "a  man  whose  blood 
has  plenty  of  life  in  it,  and* 
who  has  plenty  of  it  to  spare.  I 
think  a  little  blood-letting  might 
improve  your  health,  Tim;  you 
haven't  indulged  in  it,  I  think, 
since  that  memorable  day  on  which 
I  first  saw  you." 

The  Doctor  smiled,  but  Tim  did 
not:  he  only  looked  attention;  so 
the  Doctor  proceeded. 

"Now  it  struck  me  you  were 
the  very  man  for  the  purpose; 
twelve  ounces  of  that  red  olood  of 
yours  ought  to  give  my  patient  a 
fresh  lease  of  life.  You  shalT 
have  ten  pounds  down,  Tim,  if  you 
will  be  ready  to  go  with  me  to  his- 
house  in  a  couple  of  hours." 

**  Certainly,  sir,"  said  Tim. 

Ten  pounds !  when  had  Tim 
possessed  such  a  sum  all  at  once  ? 
Not  even  in  the  old  days  when  he 
was  his  uncle's  favourite.  But  the- 
Doctor  could  afford  to  appear  gene- 
rous, in  a  small  way,  in  the  face 
of  the  fee  which  was  held  out  to 
him  by  his  rich  patient,  who,  in 
agonised  terror  at  the  thought  of* 
approaching  death,  would  have 
bartered  his  whole  possessions  for 
the  chance  of  life. 

The  Doctor  knew  very  well  that 
a  ten-pound  note  would  be  an  event 
in  Tim's  existence,  and  would  put 
him  into  a  propitious  mood.  And 
in  this  he  calculated  well.  While 
the  Doctor  had  his  dinner  quietly,. 
Tim  went  into  the  kitchen  and 
regaled  himself  with  unwonted 
joviality,  and  about  seven  in  the 
evening,  when  the  brougham  waited 
at  the  gate  of  the  little  suburban) 
garden,  both  were  ready. 

They  drove  into  London,   antf 
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stopped  at  a  house  in  one  of  the 
more  fashionable  streets. 

Dr.  Featherstone  and  Tim  en- 
tered ;  the  Doctor  turned  into  the 
open  dining-room,  which  was 
lighted,  and  apparently  occupied 
by  several  gentlemen  who  were 
Liughing  and  talking  and  drinking 
wine.  This  seemed  a  little  odd  to 
unsophisticated  Tim,  in  the  house 
of  a  dying  man,  as  he  stood  in  the 
hall  and  listened. 

Presently,  Dr.  Featherstone  and 
these  gentlemen  came  out  of  the 
dining-room  and  went  upstairs, 
toning  down  their  demeanour  a 
little  as  they  ascended.  Dr.  Fea- 
therstone told  Tim,  as  he  passed 
him,  to  sit  down  till  he  was  sent 
for,  so  he  sat  himself  upon  a  hall 
chair,  while  the  company  of  doc- 
tors went  up  to  the  sick  man. 

In  a  very  few  minutes,  a  man- 
servant summoned  him,  and  Tiro, 
feeling  considerably  ababhed  by 
the  g^ndeur  of  the  surroundings 
and  the  oddnes&  of  his  own  posi- 
tion, followed  him  up  the  soft- 
carpeted  stairs. 

He  seemed  to  enter  into  a  subdued 
and  almost  oppressive  atmosphere. 
It  was  quiet  and  all  the  lights  were 
low,  and  when  the  servant  gently 
pushed  open  a  door  and  whispered 
Tim  to  enter  the  dim-lighted,  gor- 
geously furnished  room,  with  its 
heavy  sense  of  sickness  upon  the 
air,  he  scarce  dared  raise  his  eyes 
as  he  stopped  in. 

One  glance  he  gave,  and  seeing 
Dr.  Featherstone  beckoning,  he 
made  towards  him  without  looking 
round  any  further,  feeling  him  to 
be  a  refuge  from  all  this  strange- 
ness of  surroundings. 

In  that  one  Iook  he  had  just 
caught  that  Dr.  Featherstone  and 
the  other  doctors  were  gathered  in 
a  circle  by  the  side  of  a  heavily 
curtained  bed.  The  curtains  were 
only  partially  drawn  back,  reveal- 
ing merely  a  faint  outline  of  a 
human  form  lying  within  it  and 


just  indicated  by  a  sort  of  stiff 
ridge  under  the  white  coverings. 

rooT  Tim,  quite  overcome  by  all 
this  solemnity  of  behaviour,  stood 
himibly  at  Dr.  Featherstone's 
elbow  :  and,  at  his  bidding,  bared 
his  brawny  arm.  One  of  the 
doctors  leaned  forward  and  felt 
the  firm  biceps  with  a  kind  of 
amused  interest,  while  Dr.  Feather- 
stone tightly  tied  a  bandage  high 
up  on  the  arm. 

This  was  a  much  beloved 
experiment  of  Dr.  Featherstone's, 
one  which  he  had  often  tried  with 
animals ;  but  he  had  seldom  had 
the  opportunity  of  witnessing  its 
effect  uiK)n  a  human  subject. 
Only  one  of  the  other  doctors 
present  understood  the  operation 
besides  himself ;  this  man  now 
stepped  forward  to  place  the 
eucurbitida  ujion  Tim's  arm,  while 
Dr.  Featherstone  turned  to  the 
bed  and  uncovered  the  patient's 
thin  and  fleshless  limb. 

Tim  saw  tlie  arm,  as  Dr.  Feather- 
stone bent  over  it,  deciding  where 
to  cut  the  skin  with  the  bistoury 
he  held  in  his  hand.  That  arm 
made  Tim  uncomfortable :  he  felt 
a  sort  of  surgping  within  him,  but 
he  only  said  to  himself,  **  Poor 
chap !  what  a  pass  he's  come  to  ! " 
Ho  looked  to  see  the  sick  man's 
face,  now  that  he  felt  interested  in 
liim,  but  Ids  head  lay  heavily  back 
in  the  soft  pillows,  and  from 
where  Tim  stood,  a  little  behind 
the  heavy  bed  curtain,  was 
invisible.  He  was  afraid  even  to 
bend  his  head  to  look  round  the 
curtain,  with  the  strange  doctor 
doing  mysterious  things  to  him; 
so  he  dropped  his  eyes  to  see 
what  was  going  on.  The  doctors 
all  brought  their  wise  heads  in 
a  circle  to  watch,  and  so  Tim 
watched  too. 

The  strange  doctor  took  the 
apparatus  from  a  vessel  of  water 
in  which  it  was  immersed.  **  See," 
he  said  to  the  others  who  stood 
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round  him,    "this  is    the   grand 

frinciple  of  Boussel's  method, 
keep  the  apparatus  full  of  water, 
and  by  that  means  prevent  any 
contact  of  the  precious  highly 
vitalised  blood  with  the  air:  the 
water  drives  the  air  before  it  when 
I  let  it  escape.  Everythiufi^  depends 
on  introducing  the  blood  in  a  living 
state  from  one  body  to  the  other ; 
the  animal  fluid  must  be  in  an 
unaltered  condition.  This  trans- 
fuser  being  formed  of  natural 
caoutchouc,  the  blood  is  uninjured 
by  its  contact;  so  that  if  our 
operation  is  as  successful  as  it 
promises  to  be,  we  shall  send  the 
blood  of  this  fine  fellow  as  a  stream 
of  actual  life,  uncooled,  unmedi- 
cated  or  altered,  into  our  patient's 
veins.  This  case  looks  ukely  to 
be  as  interesting  as  that  remarkable 
one  conducted  by  Professor  Leides- 
dorf,  at  Vienna.  300  grammes  of 
blood  were  used  then,  you  will 
remember :  I  think  we  may  venture 
on  an  equal  amount.  Are  you 
ready,  Dr.  Featherstone  ?  " 

*'In  another  moment,"  said  Dr. 
Featherstone,  without  moving  from 
his  stooping  posture  over  the  bed. 
**The  veins  are  so  contracted  in 
this  case  as  to  make  the  operation 
particularly  delicate.  Are  you 
ready  ?  " 

**Yes,"  said  the  other;  and 
selecting  a  swollen  vein  in  Tim*s 
arm,  just  above  the  bend  in  the 
elbow,  he  placed  the  cupping-cup 
upon  it. 

**I  cannot imag^e,"  saidayoung 
doctor  who  was  watching  every- 
thing intently,  **how  anyone  could 
dare  to  introduce  the  blood  of 
a  sheep  into  the  veins  of  a  man.  It 
seems  to  me  inevitable  that  you 
take  upon  you  the  characteristics  of 
this  living  fluid." 

*'  Oh,  that  was  a  grand  mistake," 
said  the  other ; "  as  long  ago  as 
1666,  old  Robert  Boyle  questioned 
whether  the  blood  of  one  species 
of  animal  might   not  produce  a 


change  of  characteristics  in  the 
frame  of  another.  But  we  find 
now  that  it  only  produces  a  blind 
struggle  in  the  body  to  be  rid  of 
its  unwelcome  presence.  The  life 
must  necessarily  be  of  the  same 
order.  Bearing  that  in  mind, 
we  may  make  this  little  instrument 
one  of  the  greatest  of  life-giving 
powers.  Any  man  may  save  the 
life  of  his  brother,  or  his  wife,  by 
this  means." 

"Yes,  any  man  may  save  the 
life  of  his  brother  or  his  wife," 
said  the  young  doctor,  who  was 
evidently  of  a  speculative  turn  of 
thought;  "and  there  you  have 
indeed  a  beneficent  power;  for  you 
will  only  produce  a  closer  bond 
between  minds  and  bodies  already 
akin;  but  I  doubt  whether  any 
man  may  save  the  life  of  his  enemy. 
The  blood  of  a  man  foreign  and 
hateful  to  me  by  nature  would,  I 
imagine,  be  as  disturbing  in  my 
body  as  the  blood  of  a  sheep  or  a 
dog." 

The  operator  smiled  and  shrugged 
his  shoulders. 

"  Such  things  are  a  little  out  of 
our  ranffe,"  said  he  ;  "  if  we  are  sa- 
tisfied tnat  the  physical  state  of 
the  blood-gpiver  is  all  that  can  be 
desired,  we  do  enough." 

"  Now!  "  said  Dr.  Featherstone, 
"I  have  opened  the  vein — it  was 
surprisingly  obscure;  hand  me  the 
canula." 

The  end  of  the  strange  little  in- 
strument (as  it  seemed  to  Tim)  waa 
handed  to  him.  He  inserted  it  in 
the  vein,  and  holding  it  in  its  place, 
motioned  to  another  doctor  that 
the  patient  was  not  sufficiently  ex- 
posed to  view.  The  latter  came 
and  fastened  the  curtain  back  and 
raised  the  man's  head  upon  his 
pillow ;  meantime  the  operator,  by 
a  sharp  blow,  depressed  the  lancet 
into  the  turgpid  vein  in  Tim's  arm 
and  emptied  the  instrument  of  a 
mingling  of  blood  and  water.  Tim, 
feeling  the  prick  upon  his  arm, 
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iratched  the  whole  thing  in  much 
wonder.  The  water  emptied,  the 
•escape  canula  was  closed,  and  the 
communication  into  the  patient's 
Tein  opened,  the  operator  holding 
firmly  in  his  hand  the  balloon  which 
pomped  the  blood  and  regulated 
its  flow. 

"Now,"  said  he,  "stand  back 
a  moment,  Montagu,  and  let  me 
isee  the  patient." 

"  The  blood  has  already  pene- 
trated a  long  way  up  the  vein," 
«aid  Dr.  Montagu,  who,  having 
been  arranging  die  patient,  stood 
between  the  operator  and  the  bed. 
He  moved  back,  and  Tim  and  the 
Doctor  simultaneously  looked  at 
the  patient. 

"  The  face  is  changing  colour," 
exclaimed  the  operator,  "the  full 
.action  of  the  heart  and  lungs  has 
recommenced." 

All  leant  forward  to  observe  the 
phenomena,  and  a  second  or  two 
of  silence  fell  upon  them,  out  of 
which  they  were  inexpressibly 
startled  by  the  sound  of  Tim's  voice. 
It  seemed  more  like  a  tiger's  growl 
than  human  speech,  and  fell  upon 
their  ears  with  an  effect  such  as 
the  first  clap  of  thunder  on  a  quiet 
summer  night  produces. 

"  Out  of  the  way ! — ^let  me  get 
at  him!" 

They  all  turned  with  a  start, 
and  beheld  Tim  as  a  changed 
being.  The  veins  had  swollen 
upon  his  forehead:  his  face  was 
transformed  by  rage:  and  his 
whole  frame  appeared  to  be 
electric,  and  just  gathered  up  for 
a  spring.  He  was  wholly  uncon- 
scious of  the  doctors,  except  so  far 
as  they  were  in  his  way ;  his  eyes 
were  riveted  upon  the  ghastly  face 
which  lay  upon  the  lace-edged 
j)illow. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?"  cried  Dr. 
Eeatherstone,  testily;  "for  God's 
fiake  hold  him,  gentlemen !  He*ll 
fipod  the  whole  thing  if  he  moves 
now ! " 


In  a  second  the  doctors  (who 
had  each  a  nice  plimip  fee  in  view) 
were  round  him ;  and  before  Tim 
could  stir,  three  or  four  strong  men 
had  fastened  upon  some  part  of 
his  body.    He  was  in  chains. 

"  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  let  me 
go ! "  he  cried,  cold  drops  of 
mtense  excitement  standing  on  his 
brow.  "Dr.  Featherstone,  do  not 
let  them  hold  me !  It  is  my  hrother 
Jacohy  and  I  have  waited  all  these 
years  for  revenge !  " 

"  Tim,"  exclaimed  Dr.  Feather- 
stone,  absorbed  in  obseiTing  the 
patient,  "I'll  give  you  twenty — 
thirty — ^f  orty  pounds,  if  you'll  only 
keep  still!" 

"I  cannot !"  cried  Tim,  in  a 
voice  such  as  is  wrimg  from  those 
who  are  under  torture;  "I  must 
kiU  him !  I  will !  It  is  my  brother 
Jacob!" 

"  Well,  Tim,"  said  Dr.  Feather- 
stone,  in  a  tone  half  cynical,  half 
commanding,  "if  he  is  your 
brother,  instead  of  killing  the 
imfortunate  man,  you  are  pouring 
your  blood  into  his  veins,  ana 
saving  his  life.  Be  grateful  that 
you  are  enabled  to  perf  onQ.  such  a 
Christian  act  of  forgiveness — ^and 
for  God's  sake,  stand  still ! " 

"  Pouring  my  blood  into  his  veins 
and  saving  his  life!"  repeated  Tim, 
with  such  a  shudder  of  horror  and 
anguish  throughout  his  strong 
frame  that  it  went  hard  with  the 
doctors  to  hold  him;  "  I  would  I 
were  pouring  poison  into  his  veins 
instead.  If  curses — if  liatred  can 
turn  blood  to  poison,  then  is  it 
poison  that  you  suck  from  me." 

And  poor  Tim,  swollen  with  his 
blind  fury,  transformed  by  his 
burning  horror  at  the  deed  he  was 
doing,  growled  and  struggled  like 
a  wild  beast.  At  last  by  a  furious 
effort,  after  some  two  or  three 
minutes,  he  displaced  the  instini- 
ment. 

"Twelve  ounces  have  been 
passed,  gentlemen,"  said  the  oper- 
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ator's  calin  voice;  "the  patient 
could  not  have  borne  a  larger 
dose  in  his  extremely  weak  state. 
The  subject  had  better  be  removed, 
Dr.  Featherstone." 

"Call  the  servants,"  said  Dr. 
Peatherstone,  whoso  hand  was  on 
his  patient's  heart;  "the  heart 
beats  well,  and  the  pulse  is  grow- 
ing strong.  The  face  is  gaining: 
colour  more  rapidly  than  I  could 
have  hoped." 

There  were  men  servants  waiting 
at  the  door,  who  came  forward. 
A  moment's  delay  occurred,  while 
one  of  the  doctors  removed  the 
bandage  from  Tim's  arm,  the 
others  still  holding  him  forcibly  in 
their  midst.  Ho  simply  stood,  still 
looking  in  the  act  to  spring  when 
he  should  get  the  chance,  with  his 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  sick  man's 
face. 

Dr.  Featherstono  was  rapidly 
bandaging  the  patient's  arm,  when 
suddenly — so  suddenly  that  the 
Doctor  started  back  a  step — Jacob 
opened  his  eyes — sat  up  in  his  bed, 
and  looked  at  Tim. 

An  awful  look ! 

It  seemed  to  strike  Tim  to  stone, 
while  it  evoked  a  murmured 
exclamation  from  those  surround- 
ing him. 

The  eyes  shone  with  an  indes- 
cribable light,  as  of  one  aroused 
from  the  dead.  But  Avitli  that 
appalling  look,  another  expression, 
even  more  di'cadful,  mingled. 
For  those  shining  eyes  wore  a 
triumphant  malice  so  horrible  that 
it  could  only  appear  maniacal  to 
the  astonished  lookers-on ;  and  a 
sneering  smile,  ghastly  indeed 
upon  that  emaciated  coimtenance, 
trembled  over  the  thin  lips. 

With  an  involuntary  movement 
Dr.  Featherstono  drew  the  bed- 
curtain,  and  so  released  the  others 
from  the  spell  of  horror  that  had 
fallen  upon  them.  Hastily  they 
united  their  forces,  and  got  Tim 
out  of  the  room. 


"And  you  will  not  let  me  kill 
him  ! ''  cried  he,  looking  round 
upon  them  as  he  stood  in  the  hall, 
his  form  distended,  and  his  eyes 
glowing  like  burning  coals,  with 
the  rage  that  he  held  in  his 
breast. 

The  hall  door  was  opened,  and 
Tim  was  pushed  towards  it,  with 
threats  of  the  police.  He  placed 
his  hands  against  the  lintels  of  the  ' 
doorway  and  planting  his  feet, 
made  a  stand. 

"  I'll  tear  the  house  down  stone 
by  stone  till  I  get  at  him ! "  he 
cried,  savagely. 

Dr.  Fealherstone  came  down- 
stairs, a  bank-note  in  his  hand. 

"  Tim,"  he  said,  making  through 
the  others  and  going  close  to  him. 
Then  he  forced  the  man  to  look  at 
him,  and  by  the  superior  power 
of  his  cold  eyes,  gained  attention. 

"You  know  you  are  making  a 
fool  of  yourself,  Tim.  Now,  here 
is  a  note  for  twenty  pounds.  Will 
you  go  away  and  leave  us  in  peace 
if  I  give  you  this  ?  " 

Tim  looked  into  the  Doctor's 
face  and  saw  no  sympathy.  His 
master  stood  revealed  at  that 
moment— cold,  critical,  heartless, 
the  man  of  science  and  knowledge. 

"Why,  Tim,"  said  he,  "this 
will  set  you  up  in  life.  A  man 
like  you  is  king  of  the  world  with 
twenty  pounds  in  his  pocket.  You 
need  not  envy  that  poor  sick 
-wretch  upstairs,  whose  money  is 
useless  to  him  except  to  pay 
doctors  with.  Now  take  this  and 
go  home  quietly,  and  let  me  see 
you  looking  yourself  to-morrow 
morning." 

Without  a  word  of  answer  Tim 
took  the  money,  pocketed  it,  and 
walked  down  the  steps.  The  door 
was  immediately  closed  behind  him^ 
for  those  inside  were  only  too  glad 
to  be  rid  of  him  at  any  price. 

And  Tim,  with  a  twenty-pound 
Bank  of  England  note  in  his  pocket, 
and  rage  and  hxty  in  his  heart,. 
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walked  through  the  streets  aim- 
lessly. 

He  took  the  note  out  again  and 
ag^n  and  looked  at  it ;  that  money 
must  somehow  be  the  key  to  Jacob's 
presence.  It  was  an  added  power : 
he  must  consider  how  to  use  it  for 
his  own  great  purpose  of  revenge. 
In  the  meantime,  parched  with 
thirst,  and  having  a  lordly  feeling 
that  he  need  not  g^dge  a  few 
coppers  out  of  his  great  wealth, 
he  turned  into  the  first  public-house 
he  came  to,  with  the  idea  that  a 
deep  draught  from  a  foaming 
tankard  would  clear  his  brain. 

Dr.  Featherstone,  meantime,  was 
folly  occupied  at  the  bedside  of  his 
patient.  The  sick  man  had  aroused 
himself,  and  flung  that  demoniacal 
glance  upon  Tim,  but  then  he  had 
sunk  exhausted  upon  the  pillow. 
Soon,  however,  he  again  rallied: 
Dr.Featherstone  saw,  with  delight, 
that  a  new  vigour  had  indeed 
entered  his  veins.  The  other 
doctors  dropped  off  one  by  one, 
congratxdating  each  other  upon 
the  remarkable  success  of  the 
experiment ;  for  the  face  which  had 
worn  the  pallor  of  death  was 
faintly  coloured  now  with  the 
slowly  deepening  red  of  return- 
ing life. 

Late  in  the  evening,  Jacob  fell 
asleep,  and  Dr.  Featherstone,  feel- 
ing that  he  might  now  safely  leave 
him  until  the  morning,  summoned 
his  carriage  and  returned  home  to 
obtain  his  own  much  needed  rest. 

In  the  morning  he  inquired  be- 
fore he  set  out,  whether  Tim  had 
returned :  but  there  had  been  no 
sign  of  him. 

**  Bun  off,"  thought  the  Doctor  ; 
**  well,  perhaps  I  am  best  rid  of 
him;  he  might  prove  difficult  to 
manage  some  day.  But  I  shall 
miss  him." 

The  Doctor  did  not  give  him 
another  thought  (except  now  and 
then,  when  he  felt  the  need  of  his 
useful  factotimi),  for  Tim,  from  his 


point  of  view,  was  quite bigenough 
to  take  care  of  himself.  He  went 
on  his  roimds  without  any  quahns 
as  to  where  Tim's  unappeased 
passion  might  lead  him. 

It  was  the  middle  of  the  morn- 
ing before  he  arrived  at  the  door 
of  Jacob's  house.  The  man  who 
opened  it  to  him  wore  a  scared 
look. 

*'  Sir,"  he  said,  in  answer  to  tho 
Doctor's  inquir}',  **I  don't  know 
what's  come  to  the  master.  We 
were  pretty  well  scared  last  night, 
and  the  nurse  says  he  won't  stay 
if  it  goes  on.  We  was  all  frigh- 
tened out  of  our  beds  with  the 
master  halloing,  and  then  he  sat  up, 
cursing  and  swearing  and  would 
hardly  keep  in  bed." 

**Himiph!"  said  Dr.  Feather- 
stone,  and  quickly  went  up  to  the 
sick  room. 

**  I  am  perfectly  well  now,  doc- 
tor," cried  Jacob,  the  minute  tho 
door  opened,  ''I  am  a  new  man. 
I  never  felt  like  this  in  my  life  be-^ 
fore !  Why,  I  could  spin  like  a  top, 
I'm  so  f  ifll  of — I  don't  know  what. 
I'm  d — d  if  I  stop  in  this  bed  any 
longer.  Why,  I  got  up  and  daniced 

last  night,  and     if  those ^menr 

didn't  come  and  put  me  back  here 
again.  I  dismissed  them  all  on  the 
spot.  I  wish  you'd  get  me  my 
cheque-book,  doctor,  if  you  won't 
let  me  go  and  get  it,  and  I'll  pay 
their  wages  and  send  thorn  pack- 
ing this  very  day,  the  impudent 
dogs !" 

**  Feel  my  pulse,"  he  went  on,, 
apparently  forgetting  all  about  hiB 
request ;  **  why,  it's  beating  like  ten 
thousand  furies.  I  tell  you,  last 
night  I  could  liear  my  pulses  beat- 
ing all  over  my  body,  quite  loud^ 
and  I  felt  the  blood  rush  through 
my  veins  like  living  fire — aha !  it  is 
glorious!  I  say,  doctor,"  more 
quietly  and  fixing  an  eye  of  intense 
cunning  sidelong  on  the  Doctor's- 
face,  **  I  say,  just  tell  me,  did  you 
take   enough    blood  out    of    that 
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hulking  fellow  to  kill  him  ?    Tell 
me — ^tell  me — did  you  ? 

Dr.  Featherstone,  who  was  mak- 
ing notes  hurriedly,  was  aroused 
by  the  furious  peremptoriness  of 
this  inquiry. 

^' Oh  dear  no!  "he  said. 

'*Not!"  and  Jacob  threw  up 
his  arms  with  a  wild  gesture. 
*'  Then  bring  him  back  and  take 
more- — I  must  have  more — more- 
all  the  blood  out  of  his  body  I 
must  have.  Do,  dear  doctor, — go, 
go  and  fetch  him.  I  will  make 
your  fortune  if  you  will.  And  then 
— then  I  shall  have  my  brains,  and 
all  the  strength  of  that  brute's 
body  as  well.  Make  haste, 
Doctor  Featherstone — I  must  have 
all  his  blood!" 

"  But  I  do  not  know  where  he 
is,"  said  the  Doctor,  quietly.  He 
was  writing  a  prescription,  bending 
over  a  small  table  near  the  bed. 
In  almost  the  same  instant  that  he 
uttered  the  wor^s,  he  experienced 
a,  shock,  the  suddenness  of  which 
nearly  knocked  the  breath  out  of 
him.  Jacob,  in  a  furious  paroxysm 
of  insensate  rage,  had  leaped  from 
the  bed  right  upon  liim,  and  with 
all  his  might  endeavoured  to 
strangle  him. 

Luckily  Jacob,  though  filled 
with  a  fire  that  seemed  to  himself 
to  give  him  the  strength  of  a 
Hercules,  was  in  reality  weak 
•enough,  and  Doctor  Featherstone, 
when  he  recovered  from  his  surprise 
found  it  no  very  difficult  task  to 
disengage  the  clutching  fingers 
that  grasped  him.  The  frantic 
resistance  to  this  utterly  exhausted 
the  sick  man,  and  Dr.  Featherstone 
had  to  lift  him  bodily  into  his  bed, 
where  he  lay  with  closed  eyes  like 
one  spent. 

Just  then  the  attendant  entered 
the  room.  He  saw  the  position  at 
once. 

"  Has  he  been  at  you,  doctor  ?  " 
he  asked.  "  Why,  he  flew  at  me 
several  times  last  night,  and  he's 


more  like  a  lunatic  than  anythin^^ 
else.  If  this  goes  on — and  /thins 
it  will,  for  it  aint  delirium  like 
I'm  used  to — ^you'd  better  get 
somebody  as  understands  mad 
folk  to  nurse  him." 

"Well,  well,"  said  Dr.  Feather- 
stone,  who  was  a  little  put  out  at 
having  the  breath  startled  out  of 
his  body  and  the  second  half  of  his 
prescription  bothered  but  of  his 
brain,  **  wait  till  to-morrow,  my 
good  fellow,  and  see  how  he  gete 
on.  I  hope  he'll  be  much  better. 
Only  do  see  that  he  is  quiet  while 
I  finish  this." 

Jacob  was  quiet  enough,  for  he 
was  exhausted.  But  he  recovered 
only  to  repeat  a  similar  scene ;  and 
when  the  Doctor  had  gone,  the 
servants  openly  called  him  mad, 
which  infuriated  him  to  such  a 
degree  that  they  were  thoroughly 
frightened. 

**What,"  he  cried,  "because 
I'm  a  new  made  man,  and  my 
blood  boils  in  my  veins  so  that 
I'm  driven  to  dance  for  sheer  joy 

— ^you lethargic  fools  tJoat 

don't  know  the  meaning  of  life, 
you  think  I'm  mad  !" 

He  continually  tried  to  dress  and 
go  out,  in  search  of  pleasure ;  and 
mey  had  to  lock  him  in.  The 
Doctor,  coming  in  the  evening, 
f  oimd  the  room  locked  ;  the  patient 
singing  and  swearing  inside  ;  while 
the  attendant  sat  outside,  "just  to 
hear  if  he  did  any  harm  to  him- 
self." 

Dr.  Featherstone  did  not  wonder 
that  the  man's  patience  had  given 
way,  when  he  went  in.  It  was 
evident  that,  at  all  events  for  the 
time  being,  Jacob's  mind  had  lost 
its  balance. 

He  sent  for  the  other  doctors ; 
two  came ;  one,  the  young  doctor 
of  speculative  mind,  who  had 
observed  Tim's  sudden  rage  with 
wonder  and  interest. 

"Gentlemen,"  said  ! this  young 
man,  when  they  had  seen  Jacob, 
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"  you  have  just  put  his  brother's 
passion  into  him ;  you  have 
hade  Tim's  wish  a  trui  one,  for 
the  bloody  heated  with  a  sanguine 
man's  rage,  has  become  a  poison 
to  this  d&erently  tempered  body." 

But  the  others  smiled  and  paid 
but  little  attention,  while  Dr.  Fea- 
therstone  went  on  with  what  he  had 
been  sa3ring. 

"Well,  gentlemen,"  said  the 
young  doctor,"  you  may  laugh  at 
the  idea,  but  I  have  known  the  milk 
of  a  mother  thrown  into  violent 
excitement  poison  her  babe,  and  I 
believe  that  this  case  is  analogous." 

"But,"  said  Dr.  Featherstone, 
impatiently,  *  *  the  man  is  not  d3ring, ' ' 
which  silenced  the  younger  doctor. 

They  decided  to  obtain  an  atten- 
dant accustomed  to  the  insane,  .to 
take  charge  of  him,  which  was 
done.  But  Jac^ob's  shrieks  and 
terrible  cursings  during  the  night 
made  it  impossible  to  keep  him  in 
a  private  house.  In  a  few  weeks 
he  was  sent  to  a  private  lunatic 
asylimi,  Dr.  Featherstone  still 
hoping  he  would  recover.  But  the 
physical  frame  was  entirely  un- 
equal to  support  the  frenzied  life 
that  coursed  through  its  veins,  and 
the  Doctor  was  not  surprised  to 
receive  an  announcement  of  his 
death,  about  a  fortnight  after  his 
removal. 

The  case  was  drj'ly  marked, 
**  Successful  for  eight  weeks,"  in 
Dr.  Feathfirstone's  note  book,  and 
the  thing  was  done  with. 

A  short  time  after,  he  noticed  in 
the  daily  jx^pers  advertisements 
for  Jacob's  next  of  kin,  Jacob,  it 
appeared,  having  died  intestate,  and 
possessed  of  considerable  property. 

The  Doctor,  who  had  had  no 
news  of  Tim,  thought  it  his  duty  to 
put  in  a  brief  advertisement  which 
would  be  more  likely  to  catch  Tim's 
eye.  But  neither  advertisement 
liad  any  result,  and  Jacob's  ill- 
gotten  wealth  went  to  the  Crown. 


One  day — ^perhaps  about  a 
month  after  his  useless  advertise- 
ment— ^the  Doctor,  in  passing 
through  the  wards  of  a  hospital  at 
which  he  was  a  consulting- 
physician,  was  struck  by  the  back 
and  shoulders  of  a  patient  who- 
lay  with  his  face  to  the  wall. 
There  was  something — ^he  knew 
not  what — ^familiar  in  the  outline. 
He  hesitated — ^then  turned  back 
and  looked  at  the  face. 

It  was  Tim. 

Tim,  and  seemingly  unconscious. 
But  when  the  Doctor  touched  him,, 
the  man  opened  his  eyes  and 
recognised  him. 

"Why,  Tim,"   said  the  Doctor, 
"do  you  know  I've  been  trying- 
to  find  you  ?  " 

"Where's  Jacob?"  cried  Tim, 
feebly.     "  Oli,  doctor,  why  did  you 

five  me  that  money  ?    Didn't  you 
now  I  could  never  keep  from  the 
drink ! " 

"Well,  you  must  get  better, 
Tim,  for  Jacob  is  dead,  and  there'a 
all  your  money  for  you  at  last." 

"  Dead  !  "  cried  Tim,  starting  up 
in  bed,  and  then  falling  suddenly 
back. 

"  Has  he  escaped  me  ?  "  he  ex- 
claimed, feebly. 

*  *  Come,  Tim,  forget  all  that  now, "" 
said  the  Doctor.  J^ut  he  said  no 
more,  for  a  change  in  the  man's  face- 
shewed  that  he  was  dying,  and  in 
a  very  few  minutes  all  was  over. 

"  Well,  he  was  determined  to  be- 
after  Jacob  as  soon  as  he  could," 
said  the  Doctor,  grimly,  as  he  turned 
away.  The  doctor  of  the  ward 
stood  at  his  elbow. 

"A  pity  a  fine  fellow  like  that 
should  drink  himself  to  death,"  he 
said.  "  These  men  of  fine  physique 
so  often  lack  the  moral  character 
which  would  make  them  valuable.'* 

"True,"  said  Dr.  Featherstone, 
and  walked  on  in  a  brovm  study. 
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THE   LABOURER'S  LEISURE. 


The    extremes    of    greatest    and 
smallest  inevitably  meet ;  any  true 
-sociology,    however     extensive    a 
domain,  finds  its  reflection  in  the 
disk   of  the  individuality  of  the 
most     unimportant     person,    and 
conversely,  in  the  study  of  ordinary 
lives  rather  than    in  speculative 
theory,  are  laid  most  surely  the 
foundations  of  the  largest  know- 
ledge of  national  life  and  progress. 
Whetlier  humanity,  viewed  as  a 
genus  existent  upon   earth,  ever 
changes  its  plane,  or    from    the 
misty  dawn  of   immemorial  time 
rises   ever  into  fidler    light  and 
nobler  stature,  we  will  not  here 
inquire ;   suffice  it  that  there  are 
periods  of  progression,  and  e2)oelis 
of  particular  kinds  of  development. 
Strange  and  mysterious  as  are  the 
lives  of  men  and  the  missions  of 
heroes,  are  the  g^wths  of  nations, 
and  the  special  positions  and  attri- 
butes, €LS  shewn  to  us  by  history, 
of  the  races  that  lead  the  world. 

Disregarding  for    the    moment 
the  sj)ecial  glories  and  graces  of 
the  peoples  that  are  gone,  we  may 
«tigmatise  the  ancient  systems  of 
society   as  partial  or  imperfect — 
slave     systems,     feudal    systems, 
<jaste   systems.     Tliough  we  may 
look  back  on  patriarchal  families, 
village  communities,  well-ordered 
xind  homogeneous  households,  each 
a  hierarchy  and  kingdom  in  itself, 
with  a  kind  of   idyllic  regi'et,  yet 
we  look  to  them  no  more  for  our 
guidance  for  the  future.     We  do 
not  expect  of  them  to  evolve  any 


higher  plane  of  development ;  they 
are,    as   it  were,  er}'8tallized  and 
stationaiy  in  their  ancient  beauties 
and    deformities    alike;    we    feel 
ourselves  superior  to  the  stirless 
inidtitudes  of  those  races  that  for 
thousands  of  years    have    main- 
tained their  antique  existence  un- 
changed.    They  are  to  us  as  rust, 
while  we  would  be  bright  steel. 
It  is  not  to  the  point  if  uiey,  from 
the  depths  of  tlieir  calm, complacent 
contemplation,  should  despise  our 
lack  of  philosophy,  our  mechanical 
bias,  our  bustle  and  restlessness. 
It  is  not  to  the  point  if  we  should 
fail  and  fall  as  great  endeavourers 
have  failed  and  fallen  ages  ago ; 
we  are  boimd  to  our  puri)Oses,  we 
must  "  dree  our  weird,"  fidfil  our 
national     fortune      and    natural 
destiny.     There  is  no  hurry,  but 
we  must  go  on. 

The  great  coming  puzzle  is  that 
of  the  moralisation  and  regulation 
of  the  mighty  factor  wealth,  which, 
unless  it  be  made  to  flow  down- 
wards in  sbme  orderly  and  equitable 
manner  during  the  next  five 
himdred  years,  will  make  modem 
civilisations  not  unlike  the  old, 
superb  edifices  borne  upon  the 
shoidders  of  a  helotry; — above, 
luxury,  power,  refinement,  ampli- 
tude of  life ;  below,  bare  poverty, 
ori2)pling  large  masses  of  educated 
persons  bound  to  the  stake  in  the 
market  place  of  labour,  a  com- 
modity treated  on  the  principle  of 
supply  and  demand.  A  grimy 
crowd  taught  to  feel  the  large  x)uLse 
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of  modem  life,  pining  for  freedom 
And  expansion,  yet  bound  to  small 
exigencies,  and  toiling  only  by  the 
jside  of  the  great  enginery  of 
.steam  and  electricity  and  mechanical 
power ; — ^by  its  side  as  its  brother, 
And  not  above  it  as  its  lord ;  toiline 
to  make  ten  thousand  palaces,  and 
then  eive  the  leavings  of  its  labours 
to  we  manufacture  of  cheap 
TTorthlessness  for  itself. 

The  other  dangerous  extreme  is 
the  ]X)ssibility  of  anarchy  from  the 
incursion  of  Gothic  hordes,  not  of 
the  North,  but  of  our  own  lower 
/strata,  upon  the  painfully  built 
fabric  of  civilisation. 

We  are  midway  between  this 
JScylla  and  this  Charybdis,  and 
may  we  long  remain  so,  plying  our 
strenuous  oar  upon  a  rough  and 
healthy  sea,  not  upon  a  maelstrom. 

The  races  that  are  so  far  ad- 
vanced as  to  partake  in  the  grand 
liumanitarian  experiment  which  is 
<;alled  "Progress,"  are  eo  few  as  to 
be  countable  on  the  fingers  of  one 
hand;  by  the  side  of  potentates 
.still  ruling  with  unswerving  auto- 
cratic hand  of  iron  are  the  re- 
presentative governments  swaying 
to  the  difficult  flux  of  popular 
opinion.  Diplomats  and  personages 
in  office  may  appear  to  hold  the 
reins,  and  kings  in  these  most 
jnodem  regions  may  blandly  pre- 
-fiide  over  fountains  of  honour  that 
were  once  fountains  of  ten*or,  but 
there  is  a  new  voice  in  their  midst 
that  is  anxiously  listened  for,  if 
there  be  the  least  prospect  of  its 
being  loudly  raised ;  and  this  voice 
is  the  voice  of  the  people,  the 
Articulation  of  the  average,  crying 
out  the  greatest  common  measure 
of  the  crowd.  Instead  of  being 
AS  the  boy  that  hangs  on  the 
carriage  behind,  and  is  whipped 
off  by  the  driver  if  caught  sight 
of,  the  mass  is  accommodated  w4th 
the  box  seat  on  the  political  car, 
and  allowed  to  jog  the  elbow  of 
ihe  coachman ;  under  which  pecu- 


liar circumstances  there  is  cause 
for  thankfulness  that  he  is  able  to 
hold  the  reins  with  even  the  firm- 
ness that  he  shows. 

More  and  more,  year  by  year, 
does  every  earnest  thinker  turn 
with  anxious  eye  in  the  direction 
of  the  people,  the  people  that  is  so 
little  and  yet  so  great.  No  novel 
BUgg^tion  of  sociology  commands 
the  attention  of  our  highest  minds 
imless  it  be  generally  applicable 
over  extended  areas,  unless  it 
treats  of  human  life  in  the  mass ; 
and  the  signs  by  which  true  judg- 
ments can  be  foimed  are  to  bo 
found  best,  not  on  the  va^e 
horizon  of  metaphysical  fancy,  but 
by  careful  study  of  small  homely 
pictures.  More  than  ever  is  tho 
responsibility  great  of  the  indivi- 
dual and  the  importance  of  the  so 
long  imconsidered  unit,  for  now 
governments  are  based  upon  the 
suffrage  of  the  popular  bias,  with- 
out any  section  whatever  of  the 
crowd  being  thrust  aside  with  tho 
implication.  You  need  not  meddle; 
yours  is  not  the  responsibility; 
you  are  only  a  servant,  a  slave,  a 
chattel. 

There  is  a  great  economic  puzzle 
which  we  should  like  to  see  un- 
locked. What  are  called  **bad 
times"  are  prevailing  just  now 
after  years  of  unexampled  pros- 
perity. Merchants  say  over-pro- 
duction is  the  cause.  Before  the 
good  times  ended  we  had  stnkes 
among  the  workmen  for  higher 
wages  and  shorter  work,  and  a 
disposition  towards  idleness  deve- 
loped itself  among  the  more  highly 
paid  artisans.  This  was  much 
blamed  by  manufacturers,  but  how 
does  such  blame  consist  with  the 
merchants'  cry  of  over-production  ? 
Must  the  labourer  work  vehemently 
and  produce  an  overplus  of  com- 
modities, or  must  he  be  blamed  for 
laggping  behind  and  lazing  imtil  the 
demand  catches  up  the  supply? 
Were  a  nation  self-centred,   the 
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question  would  be  simpler;  the 
international  competition  compli- 
cates it. 

In  any  case,  and  whatever  be  the 
philosophical  upshot,  the  labourer 
hasbegun  to  act  for  himself.  During 
the  last  ten  years  he  has  claimed 
and  obtained,  in  this  country,  in 
addition  to  many  advantages  of 
larger  seeming,  a  considerable 
abbreviation  of  his  hours  of  toil. 

Without  any  doubt,  this  is  a 
most  important  act,  and  whatever 
be  its  result,  a  notable  mark  of 
that  movement  which  is  life. 

The  labourer's  leisure !  it  may 
be  thought  an  insignificant  matter, 
a  detail  of  trifling  importance.  It  is 
quite  the  reverse.  Let  us  learn  of 
a  man's  leisure,  and  it  will  require 
no  fortune-teller  to  describe  him. 
Leisure  is  life ;  for  it  is  the  door 
of  a  man's  free  work  or  free  play ; 
where  work  is  uncongenial  or 
painfid,  it  is  but  the  means  to  the 
end  of  that  emancipated  leisure- 
life  with  its  opportimities  of  what 
is  congenial. 

Says  Carlyle : — **  One  man,  in 
one  year,  as  I  have  understood  it, 
if  you  lend  him  earth,  will  feed 
himself  and  nine  others."  If  you 
lend  him  the  slave  steam  then  also, 
it  may  be  affirmed  that  he  ought 
to  be  able  to  clothe  and  shelter 
himself  and  fifty  others.  The  in- 
troduction of  our  vast  apparatus 
of  mechanical  service  has  fairly 
entitled  the  hand  worker  to  do  less 
labour  than  before  in  order  to  earn 
his  subsistence.  The  world  can  be 
filled  with  wealth  without  more 
than  a  reasonable  task  being  ex- 
acted from  the  hard  hand.  Never- 
theless, if  a  cry  for  shorter  hours  of 
labour  proceedsfrom  mereidleness, 
and  not  from  any  appreciation  of 
the  value  of  time  to  its  possessor,  it 
were  better  unheeded.  The  moral 
law  over-rides  the  physical ;  if  it 
were  best  for  us  to  be  without  the 
stimidus  of  necessity,  and  we  lived 
most  nobly  when  most  free  of  phy- 


sical exigencies,  we  should  be  evea 
now  in  an  idle  Eden. 

Given  the  suggested  possibility 
in  the  mind  of  the  labourer  of  th& 
reduction  of  the  hours  of  toil, 
it  is  obvious  that  such  reduction 
may  be  urged  from  widely  different 
motives.  One  may  be  aversion 
from  work  altogether,  another 
aversion  from  a  particular  kind  of 
work,  another  the  perception  of 
pleasures  dependent  on  leisure, 
another  an  intuition  of  the  uses, 
and  power  of  unfettered  time. 
Whichever  of  these  impulses  may 
be  at  work,  it  is  evident  that  new 
systems  of  life  are  opening  out 
among  the  bulk  of  the  community. 
From  being  machines,  fit  only  for 
machine-work  or  inert  quiescence, 
the  masses  are  given  the  liberty  of 
being  men— gentlemen  indeed,  if 
in  that  term  be  implied  the  posses- 
sion of  leisure,  the  power  of  bein^ 
"  at  large."  That  this  is  a  coveted 
attribute  of  gentility,  as  regarded 
by  classes  working  for  wages,  may 
be  argued  from  the  common  use  of 
the  expression  ^'  a  gentleman  at 
large." 

firogress,  the  great  modem  idol, 
walks  with  two-fold    face.     Con- 
currently   with    the  demand    for 
shorter  hours  of  labour  which  has 
proceeded    from    most   classes  of 
time-workers, — clerks,  warehouse- 
men,    artisans,      operatives,     la- 
bourers,  there  has  of  late  years- 
been  an  evident  tendency  towards 
careless  or    "scamped"   work,   a 
slipping  from  the  ancient  pride  of 
workmanship  into  the  regions   of 
the  slip-shod,  the  "  shoddy,"  and 
the  perfunctory.     The  omen  is  bad, 
but    granted  that  a  great  social 
development  be  working  itself  out, 
it  is  imfair  to  criticise  overmuch 
initial    stages  that  shew  all  the 
attendant  evils  of  change,  and  none 
of  its  gradual  benefits. 

A  certain  curtailment  of  the 
hours  of  labour  being  now,  as 
regards  most   trades,  an    accom- 
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-plished  fact,  we  may  consider  in  a 
few  words  some  of  its  effects.  A 
difficulty  which  we  meet  with  at 
the  outset  lies  in  the  fact  that  these 
effects  are  of  two  kinds  which  it  is 
not  easy  to  dissociate  in  the  mind — 
the  actual  and  the  probable ;  and 
it  is  possible  that  they  may  seem 
to  contradict  one  auo&er.  Transi- 
tions are  slow,  and  transition 
periods  often  shew  worse  results 
than  times  of  stagnation ;  jiist  as 
coui*t8hip  is  foimd  by  lovers  to  be 
j&  restless,  unsettled,  disappointing 
istate-  iintil  it  merges  in  the  assured 
calm  and  content  that  attends 
fortunate  matrimony. 

Leisure-time  for  working  men 
is  a  new  idea;  hence  the  time 
itfforded  for  the  study  of  the  mode 
of  employment  of  that  leisure  has 
been  too  short  to  enable  effects  to 
manifest  themselves  in  a  sufficient 
mass,  or  with  sufficient  stability 
and  distinctness,  to  measure  out 
conclusions  with  any  certainty. 

Moreover,  there  is  a  bias  in 
men's  views  which  only  time  and 
its  results  can  set  right.  We  will 
give  as  an  instance  a  petty  case 
brought  before  the  justices  a  very 
few  years  ago.  Two  apprentices 
were  charged  with  a  breach  of 
their  indentures.  Instead  of  work- 
ing thirteen  hours  a  day  as  therein 
specified,  they  had  ceased  work  at 
six.  in  the  evening  instead  of  seven, 
and  on  Saturdays  at  four.  They 
were  in  the  tailoring  trade,  and 
had  innocently  harboured  the 
opinion  that  the  Factory  Acts, 
which  applied  to  operatives  gene- 
rally at  certain  ages,  applied  also 
to  themselves.  The  custom  of  the 
trade  and  the  contracts  entered 
into  being  the  law,  the  magistrates 
rightly  enough  ruled  in  favour  of 
the  master.  But  the  Chairman  of 
the  Bench  did  not  stop  here; 
instead  of  allowing  the  lads  thp 
reasonable  right  of  trying  a 
doubtful  point  by  a  harmless 
action,  he  went  not  only    beyond 


law,  but  outside  of  charity,  for  he 
added,  '*  It  was  evident  the  defen- 
dants had  fallen  into  that  state  of 
mind  which  was  distracting  the 
whole  industry  of  the  country — 
very  little  work  and  high  pay — and 
the  sooner  they  got  rid  of  that  idea 
the  better."  So  the  lads  were 
fined,  had  to  pay  costs,  and  find 
sureties  for  their  future  good  be- 
haviour. They  were  mistaken 
and  wron^  in  subverting  a  written 
contract,  out  it  was  insulting  to 
stigmatise  them  as  idle  for  wishing 
to  sit  and  stitch  only  seventy  hours 
a  week  instead  of  seventy-eight. 
They  represented  "industry  dis- 
tracted" by  lotos-eating  because 
they  sought  to  take  to  themselves 
one  hour  out  of  thirteen  per 
diem,  and  have  only  ten  hours' 
confinement  on  Saturday !  A  judge 
free  from  bias  would  surelv  have 
been  led  rather  to  excuse  the  law 
than  to  aggravate  it. 

Again,  with  regard  to  the  imme- 
diate results  of  any  change  of  life, 
it  should  be  borne  in  mind  that 
old  habits  are  not  any  the  more 
easily  cast  aside,  or  new  ones 
formed  in  a  briefer  space  of  time, 
because  these  are  days  of  speed 
and  high  pressure.  Indeed,  were 
a  gift  of  enhanced  independence 
made  to  a  man  with  any  bad  habit, 
with  a  view  to  his  shpping  it  off 
from  him  under  his  improved  con- 
ditions, it  is  likely  that  he  would 
but  hug  it  to  him  aU  the  closer  for 
his  enmrged  power;  the  habit 
would  have  tne  more  room  to 
grow  in. 

Hence,  though  facts  are  most 
important,  yet  as  they  are  conflict- 
ing in  the  matter  before  us,  and 
at  variance  with  the  "  time  spirit " 
that  we  may  imagine  to  be  work- 
ing through  them  to  something 
better,  we  are  almost  bound  to 
mingle  something  of  the  hope  and 
glow  of  the  ideal  with  our  con- 
sideration of  the  real. 

We  may  point,  by  the  way,  to 
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a  very  difficult  but  interesting 
question.  How  far  do  the  units 
of  a  mass  realise  individually  any 
movement  that  may  be  seen  work- 
ing generally  in  the  whole,  and  is 
visible,  so  to  speak,  to  the  historic 
eye?  The  curious  possibility  of 
the  ignorance  of  the  individual  of 
the  larger  issues  in  which,  as  one 
of  a  class,  he  may  be  involved, 
offers  a  certain  bar  to  our  arg^uing 
directly  from  the  present  conduct 
of  the  individual  to  the  general 
progress  of  the  class. 

To  take  an  example :  How  did 
the  idea  spring  up  among  the 
trades-unionists — ^was  it  from  each 
individual's  reflection? — ^that  the 
clever  worker  must  not  be  allowed 
to  run  down  the  slow  one?  All 
the  time  the  tempting  bait  was 
held  out  by  the  employing  classes, 
that  in  this  freedom  of  rivalry  lay 
the  only  chance  for  the  sharp 
men  to  better  their  x)osition.  The 
ideas  that  govern  masses  do  not 
commonly  emanate  from  the  stupid 
bidk  of  them,  but  from  the  lead- 
ing few;  but  here  an  idea  was 
dominant  that  either  proceeded 
from  the  more  incapable  men,  or 
was  an  instance  of  marvellous 
power  of  self-abnegation  on  the 
part  of  the  capable  men.  There 
is  a  certain  idyllic  beauty  in  the 
idea  that  the  strong  must  not  out- 
do the  weak,  but  it  is  a  delusive 
dream;  it  is  reducing  himian 
X)ower  to  the  level  of  its  greatest 
common  measure,  which  is  its 
average  of  mediocrity.  Far  finer 
indeed,  even  as  an  ideal,  would  be 
the  doctrine  that  all  should  do  their 
best  and  utmost,  weak  and  strong 
alike,  and  that  then  if  the  weak 
needed  help,  the  strong  should 
give  to  them  from  their  strength. 
In  face  of  all  fraternal  dreams, 
beautiful  though  they  be  for  beings 
more  advanced  than  ourselves, 
it  may  be  doubted  whether  the 
liverage  man  would  not  gradually 
become  listless   and  dead-alive — 


indeed  slowly  dwindle  into  imbe* 
cility,  if  the  keen  stimulus  of  com* 
petition  and  hard-won  success, 
replacing  the  old  vivid  sense  of 
dire  necessity,  were  done  away. 
We  are  not  now  face  to  face  with 
stubborn  nature  and  the  unmis- 
takable lesson  of  the  uncaptured 
game,  or  the  untilled  soil.  The 
voice  of  necessity  calls  to  us  more 
dimly  from  a  distance.  If  some- 
thing sharp  be  not  left  to  rouse  us^ 
we  may  be  lulled  to  a  sleep  of  very 
disagreeable  waking. 

This  is  a  small  instance  of  our 
theory  that  ideas  may  govern 
classes  which  an  average  indivi- 
dual of  the  class  might  scarce  be 
conscious  of,  much  less  be  able  to 
explain  or  justify.  This  attaches 
a  difficulty  to  a  study  of  the  indivi- 
dual, for  there  is  something  in 
him,  as  one  of  his  class,  whim  is 
beyond  reason,  without  having  the 
infallibility  of  instinct.  Class- 
prejudices  belong  to  an  order  of 
ideas  that  in  their,  nobler  aspects 
become  the  chivalrous  power  which 
we  oall  esprit  de  corps. 

In  discussing  any  class  of  men 
a  difficulty  will  be  found  in  the 
fact  that  there  are  ideas  working 
in  the  minds  of  the  members  or 
any  special  class  or  race,  which 
any  person  outside  that  special 
class  or  race  cannot  easily  come  to 
ax^prehend.  A  man's  true  aims- 
and  shibboleths  may  be  very  dif- 
ferent from  those  which  the  out- 
side observer  fancies  he  has- 
discovered. 

The  general  effect  upon  the 
labouring  classes  of  the  gradual 
shortening  of  the  hours  of  labour 
is  considered,  as  a  rule,  from,  two 
very  different  points  of  view. 
Observers  of  one  class  point  to  free 
libraries,  to  Literary  and  Mecha- 
nics' InstitutioiiS,  to  science  lectures, 
to  night  schools  and  lecture  haDa, 
to  tea-parties,  and  penny  readings, 
and  say,  These  are  the  signs  of 
life,   ho2)o,   and    progress;    these 
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institutions  of  culture  are  already 
frequented  and  appreciated,  thus 
inyolving  the  certainty  of  their 
becoming  more  frequented  and 
better  appreciated,  as  a  snowball 
grows  by  rolling.  Let  opjwrtuni- 
ties  be  further  enlarged,  and  time 
be  given  to  realise  them,  and  good 
results  must  be  proportionately  in- 
creased. No  one  can  wholly  gain- 
say this  argument.  It  is  that  of 
idealism,  sympathy,  and  philan- 
thropy. For  a  man  to  become  a 
moral  being  in  any  extended  sense, 
he  must  have  a  certain  amount  of 
free  time  at  his  disposal,  in  which, 
8o  to  speak,  he  may  stretch  him- 
self. In  a  simpler  state  of  life 
than  ours,  when  man  depended  on 
agriculture  for  his  subsistence, 
nature  herself  provided  the  neces- 
sary pauses  between  work,  by 
giving  recurrent  seasons  impossible 
for  out-door  labour.  The  modem 
operative  is  protected  from  the 
weather  by  his  factory  walls, 
within  which  there  is  summer  heat 
in  winter.  In  return  for  these 
advantages,  his  work  has  been, 
until  late  years,  almost  without 
intermission.  There  was  not  made 
for  him  any  season  of  rest.  How- 
ever unhopeful  the  first  results  of 
leisure  may  appear,  it  is  hopeful 
that  it  should  be  a  thing  desired. 
The  agriculturist  in  the  enforced 
comparative  idleness  of  winter  was 
by  no  means  necessarily  led  to 
the  enlargement  of  his  faculties 
thereby.  Culture  is  not  gained  by 
a  chance  holiday;  development 
must  first  be  sought  for,  and  then 
pursued  by  systematised  elfort. 

But  without  the  chance  of  lei- 
sure, such  efforts  must  be  super- 
human to  avail.  The  ploughboy, 
up  at  dawn  and  helplessly  sleepy 
from  toil  by  the  time  he  has  finished 
his  evening  meal,  "^  has  scarcely  a 
chance  of  leamingMihe  meaning  of 
the  words  ''  a  moral  being,'^  much 
lessof  becoming  one.  Threemontha' 
idleness  in  the  midst  of  a  year  of 


such  existence  as  this  could  not  be 
jjroductive  of  much  benefit  to  him, 
imless  the  time  were  improved  to 
him  by  special  external  influences. 
The  slave  who  is  always  at  his 
master's  beck  and  call  is  retarded 
from  developing  into  a  responsible 
being  because  he  has  no  indepen- 
dence. There  are,  then,  several 
requisites  before  a  man  can  arrive 
at  any  enlightenment ;  a  reason- 
able amount  of  regular  leisure,  the 
power  of  employing  that  leisure  as 
he  thinks  fit,  and  the  desire  of  em- 
l)lo3ring  it  to  advantage.  The 
shortening  of  the  hours  of  labour 
within  certain  limits  is,  therefore, 
one  necessary  agent  in  the  growth 
of  the  people.  It  ensures  a  certain 
amount  of  power  of  independent 
action,  without  which  no  progress 
can  be  expected,  and  its  effect 
is,  so  far,  good. 

Before  we  proceed  to  the  other 
class  of  observers  of  the  effects  of 
the  shortened  hours  of  labour,  there 
is  one  point  which  we  may  briefly 
refer  to.  It  has  been  stated  that 
the  ''  each  for  himself."  system 
which  is  growing  up  alongside  of 
the  upheaval  of  the  working  classes, 
is  an  immoral  one,  and  due  to  their 
influence  and  selfish  demands.  The 
classes  of  to  day,  instead  of  being 
linked  together  by  sympathy  and 
mutual  benefit,  have,  it  is  true, 
entered  upon  a  somewhat  anti- 
human  and  go  -  to  -  market  -  f  or- 
everything  system,  in  which 
moral  relations  are  very  largely 
ignored,  and  class  and  class  are 
dissociated  from  one  another's 
affection,  being  connected  only  by 
the  slender  tie  of  commercial  self- 
interest.  If  this  be  an  effect  of 
the  change  in  the  position  of  the 
working  classes,  it  may  well  be 
questioned  whether  it  marks  a 
moral  advance,  or  a  desirable  kind 
of  progress;  and  those  may  be 
pckrdoned  who  from  this  view  use 
all  their  force  to  maintain  the 
status    quo,  and   to    prevent    any 
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furtlier  moyement  of  the  terrible 
masses.   This  change  certainly  has 
relation  to  the  working    classes, 
but  they  are  scarcely  to  be  blamed 
for  it.    The  old  systems  are  dyine 
out ;  the  paternal  or  patriarchsu 
relation  constituted  the  oeauty  and 
strength  of  the  village  community 
system,  and  the  main  strength  of 
feudalism,    albeit   in    the    latter 
deteriorated    in    form    from    the 
ancient   family    prototype.      But 
these  relations  are  faUmg  away, 
being    evidently  subject  to  some 
law,  and  proved  insufficient  to  the 
event    that    is    slowly    unfolding 
itself  into  the  future.    A  sj'stem 
in  decay  is  in  deterioration,  and 
into  the  old  oligarchical  constitu- 
tion   had    crept  much  that    was 
tmlovely,  much  of  keen-eyed  self- 
interest    assuming  the    ^ise    of 
patronage  and  charity.  The  move- 
ment of  modem  societies,  says  Sir 
Henry  Maine,  is  one  "from  status 
to  contract."    In  other  words,  a 
man  was  formerly  bom  to  his  own 
place  in  an  aristocratic  or  patriar- 
chal hierarchy  ;    now  ho  fights  for 
his  own  on  the  free  platform  of 
bargaining.    The  gain  is  the  free- 
dom of  the  individual ;  but  with 
the  old  current  down  which  flowed 
perquisites  and  patronage,  auto- 
cratic nde,  and  the  affections  of 
lord  for  slave,  has  vanished  also 
some  channel  by  which  sj-mpathy 
wont  gently  to  and  fro.  The  matter- 
of-fact  middle    classes  have  come 
up  from  the  soil  and  stand  between 
the  highest  and  the  lowest.  As  the 
old  state  produced  its  virtues,  so 
should  the  new  in  due  time  ;  and 
if  the  people,  following  their  stimu- 
lating instinct,  are  not  taking  a 
step  in  the  direction  of  a  fruitfid 
independence,  then  indeed  we  may 
look  with  dismay  over  the  crest  of 
our  Niagara,  for  there  is  being 
pushed  into  history  a  grand  ex- 
I)eriment  of  result  black-looking 
and  unknown,  and  above  all  tre- 
mendous. 


We  neither  wonder  at  the 
enthusiasm  of  those  who  see  a  new 
and  g^nd  era  of  history  now 
coming  on  like  dawn,  nor  at  the 
fears  of  those  who  see  in  the  ten- 
dency to  irreverence  for  superiors 
and  general  independence,  a  level- 
ling of  true  distinctions,  a  revolt 
against  rule,  a  state  as  bad  in  its 
way  as  that  of  autocracy  and 
servility. 

Whilst  changes  of  doubtful 
character  and  little  understood  are 
in  a  state  of  early  progress,  it 
would  be  too  much  to  expect  them 
to  produce  their  crop  of  ripened 
fruit.  So  soon,  however,  as  the 
independence  of  the  people  is 
more  fully  and  seriously  realised, 
and  the  remains  of  old  jealousies 
and  distrusts  are  put  away,  then 
the  boons  which  the  bulk  of  our 
community  have  gained  will  be 
more  fully  appreciated^  and  instead 
of  the  unsocial  severance  of  classes 
being  intensified,  we  ought  to  find 
the  moral  and  social  virtues 
springing  up  in  pleasant  natural 
ways,  and  bearing  their  due  fruit 
in  an  improved  and  improving 
social  system. 

Those  who  deny  that  any  good 
effect  is  being  produced  by  the 
abbreviation  of  the  daily  term  of 
the  labourer's  toil  are  not  usually 
idealists,  but  either  minute  realists 
or  persons  with  bias.  The  close 
observers  arg^e  that  thepercentage 
of  working  men  at  present  able  to 
make  a  good,  wholesome,  and 
reasonable  use  of  leisure,  or  dis- 
posed to  frequent  any  of  the 
avenues  of  self-improvement,  is 
exceedingly  small ;  that  those  who 
rejoice  in  the  thought  of  spare 
time  on  account  of  the  opportu- 
nities for  mental  and  moral  cul- 
ture which  it  affords  are  relatively 
very  few ;  that  on  the  other  hand  a 
large  proi>ortion  of  men  are  utterly 
demoralised  by  having  spare  hours 
at  their  disposal,  if  accompanied  by 
spare  cash.    At  the  time  of  great 
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prosperity  some  four  years  affo 
answers  to  the  question  as  to  the 
effect  upon  the  people  of  the 
shorter  hours  and  increased  pay, 
just  then  beine  realised,  were  con- 
stantly being  Drought  forward  in 
such  forms  as  we  quote : — "  They 
eat  and  drink  more,  and  create 
greater  disturbances,  furnishing 
more  cases  for  mag^trates ; "  or, 
"They  spend  all  they  earn  and 
shirk  their  debts  whenever  they 
can."  Another  answer  ran,  "The 
highest  waged  men  are  the  worst 
off;"  another,  "The  high  wages 
and  shortened  hours  tend  chiefly 
to  brutalise;"  another,  "Those 
who  are  oblig^  to  be  industrious 
and  economical  are  the  best  off." 
The  class  of  workers  in  any  factory 
or  workshop  of  whom  such  gloomy 
statements  as  the  above  were 
made,  were  always  said  to  be  "in 
the  g^eat  majority."  Another 
opinion  was  given  thus: — "The 
working  classes  are  not  in  them- 
selves more  depraved  than  before 
the  shortening  of  the  working 
hours,  but  they  have  more  oppor- 
tunities of  gratifying  their  de- 
pravities." 

These  statements  cannot  be  put 
down  altogether  to  bias;  there 
must  be  a  substratum  of  truth  in 
them.  The  stories  too  current  in 
the  inflated  times  could  not  have 
been  all  fabrications ; — that  there 
were  colliers  regularly  buying 
prime  cuts  of  beef  and  mutton  to 
support  their  fighting  dogs,  their 
wives  and  children  the  while  being 
neglected  or  ill-fed.  Champagne 
too,  picturesquely  know  as  "  Silver- 
nob,"  was,  it  is  said,  held  in  much 
esteem  by  these  flghting-dog  lords. 
These  no  doubt  were  isolated 
instances,  but  can  extremes  be 
wondered  at  in  the  case  of  men 
just  emancipated  from  a  race  of 
worse  than  slaves,  and  allowed  to 
taste  for  the  first  time  freedom  and 
power?  Before  legislation  on  the 
labour    question    began,    by    Sir 


Eobert  Peel's  Bill  of  1802,  not  only 
grown  persons  but  children  of  six 
years  old  were  given  in  the  factories 
the  more  than  Egyptian  task  of 
ninety  hours  of  toil  a  week.  The 
Act  referred  to  brought  down  this 
figure  one-ninth,  seventeen  years 
later  there  was  a  further  reduction 
of  a  tenth,  and  in  1825  of  a  twenty- 
fourth  part  from  each  reduced 
amount.  But  civilisation  and 
reason  had  not  yet  done  with  this 
terrible  abuse  that  unchecked 
would  have  worn  out  our  workers ; 
in  1833  the  limit  of  factory  work 
for  children  was  reduced  to  ten 
hours  a  day  ;  and  in  1844,  1847, 
and  1856  were  further  ameliorations 
of  these  horrors  of  the  nineteenth 
century ;  the  half-time  system  was 
instituted  for  children  under 
thirteen,  and  now  at  length  the 
workman  has  a  task  not  more 
severe  than  that  of  a  x>lc^ntation 
slave,  whose  value  as  a  property 
depends,  like  that  of  a  horse,  upon 
not  being  overwrought. 

Can  it  be  wondered  at,  in  face  of 
such  facts  as  these,  that  there  should 
still  be  thinkers  amon^the  working 
men  somewhat  passionate  under 
opposition,  or  too  severe  a  criticism? 
what  wonder  that  there  should  be 
strikes  and  mistrust?  For  these 
beneficent  changes  were  accom- 
plished in  the  teeth  of  strenuous 
agitation  and  contemptuous  oppo- 
sition, physicians  givmg  evidence 
before  the  House  of  Lords,  as  they 
did  in  1819,  that  in  their  ox)inion 
fifteen  hours'  work  a  day  was  not 
necessarily  harmful  to  a  child  of 
six  years.  Here  indeed  was  bias 
with  a  vengeance. 

Can  it  be  wondered  at,  too,  if 
the  labourer,  on  his  first  emanci- 
pation from  his  soul-crushing 
thraldom  into  a  state  where  he  is 
given  at  least  room  to  grow,  should 
at  first  grow  somewhat  awry  ?  It 
is  something  to  be  thanjrf ul  for  that 
he  is  relieved  before  he  has  grown 
stimted,  as  must  in  a  few  genera- 
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tions  have  been  the  case  had  little 
children  been  forced  to  work  for 
ninety  hours  a  week. 

There  is  thus,  when  we  examine 
our  facts,  however  disappointing 
they  may  seem  at  first  si^ht,  more 
hope  in  them  than  despair.  Eng- 
land was  engaged  in  her  violent 
struggle  to  be  rich  when  her 
workers  were  put  to  such  a  strain, 
and  she  had  not  yet  learned  so 
fully  as  now  to  put  the  slave 
Steam  into  the  lowest  class  to 
bear  the  brunt  of  the  hardest  toil. 
Historic  details  are  too  easily  for- 
gotten, and  we  are  apt  to  judge 
too  much  by  present  appearances. 
If  we  could  raise  a  few  patriarchs 
of  the  legendary  millennarian  span 
of  life,  how  useful  they  might  be 
in  reporting  on  the  comparative 
circiunstances  and  progress  of  our 
generations  of  ephemerse. 

A  dweller  among  the  Stafford- 
shire coal-pits  (the  Bev.  James 
Paxton)  drew  a  most  pathetic  pic- 
ture of  the  first  effects  of  the 
shortening  of  the  hours  of  labour : 
— "  At  first  when  the  shorter  hours 
came  into  operation  it  would  have 
been  ludicrous,  but  that  it  was 
painful,  to  see  the  many  shifts  the 
working  men  were  put  to  to  spend 
the  time  they  had  been  so  anxious 
and  resolute  to  gain.  In  the  Black 
Country  it  was  no  imcommon  sight 
to  see  groups  of  men  playmg 
marbles  at  the  comers  of  the  roads 
with  all  the  abandon  of  schoolboys. 
They  hung  about  everywhere  in 
knots  and  croups,  looking  intensely 
weary  of  their  gain  of  time." 

To  whom  does  not  this  recall  the 
picture  of  the  prisoner  immured  so 
long  in  a  dark  dimgeon  that  when 
let  out  he  prayed  to  be  sent  back, 
for  he  could  not  bear  the  li^ht  ? 

Anyone  would  naturally  oe  dis- 
posed to  expect  that,  consequent 
upon  a  definite  curtailment  of 
laborious  hours,  there  would  have 
resulted  a  greater  punctuality  in 
attendance   during   the    worldng 


time.  There  are  facts,  however, 
which  lead  us  to  quite  an  opposite 
conclusion  to  this  one,  however 
reasonable  in  seeming.  We  have 
collected  some  data  upon  this 
point,  the  figures  being  derived 
from  the  books  of  a  large  firm 
employing  labour  in  Lancashire. 
The  class  of  employment  is 
mechanical  engineering,  at  which 
high  wages  are  earned.  The  em^ 
ployhy  we  are  informed  by  the 
head  of  the  firm  who  furnishes  us 
with  the  facts,  have  had  full  time 
work  for  the  years  specified  and 
those  immediately  precedent  and 
consequent,  and  neither  short  time 
nor  overtime  to  disturb  the  regu- 
larity of  their  habits.  Very  slight 
changes  took  place  in  their  ranks 
during  the  interval  between  the 
periods  compared,  and  the  indi- 
viduals concerned  were  almost 
wholly  identical  at  the  two  dates 
specified.  The  portion  of  the 
works  to  which  the  figures  have 
reference  is  detached  from  the 
rest,  and  quite  independent.  The 
figures  are  as  follows  : — 

In  the  first  8  weeks  of  1871 
there  were  403  men  employed, 
and  in  the  corresponding  period 
of  1872,  402. 

The  full  time  for  the  men  to 
work  in  1871  was  176,514  hours; 
the  actual  time  they  made  was 
161,931  hours. 

The  full  time  for  the  men  to 
work  in  1872  was  165,624  hours; 
the  actual  time  they  made,  149,504 
hours. 

The  full  time  rate  of  work  in 
1871  was  54|^  hours  per  man  per 
week;  in  1872,  51^  hours. 

If  we  work  the  figures  out,  we 
find  that  in  1871  the  loss  of  time 
was  14,583  hours  in  eight  weeks, 
with  403  men,  and  in  1872,  16,120 
hours  in  the  same  period,  with  402 
men.  That  is  to  say,  there  was  1 ,537 
hours  more  loss  of  time  in  1872 
than  in  1 87 1 ,  the  weekly  loss  perman 
being  in  1871  four  hoursand  a  half, 
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in  1872,  five  hours.  There  was  no 
epidemic  or  any  disturbing  cause 
idiich  could  account  for  the  phe- 
nomenon. If  every  stipulated  cur- 
tailment of  working  hours  is  thus 
to  lead  to  a  voluntary  additional 
abstention  from  work  on  the  i>art 
of  our  mechanics,  in  a  geometrical 
ratio,  then  the  results  to  be  anti- 
•cipated  from  the  shortened  hours 
cannot  be  of  the  most  favourable. 

In  the  case  before  us  we  are 
invited  to  form  the  conclusion  that 
increased  dissipation  on  the  part  of 
ihe  worloBjen,  consequent  upon  the 
temptations  of  a  larger  spare  time, 
is  tne  cause  of  the  increased  ir- 
re^xdarity.  We  cannot,  however, 
qmte  accept  this  conclusion,  al- 
tiiough  we  readily  admit  the  force 
of  the  observation  made  with  re- 
ference to  the  case,  that  the  older 
men  are  those  who  most  readily 
saocumb  to  the  temptations  ac- 
companying an  enlargement  of 
leisure.  We  can  well  imderstand 
that  the  old  t3rpe  of  workman, 
brought  up  in  ignorance  and  under 
inferior  conditions,  might  not  be 
prepared  to  utilise  ane^dy  acquired 
leisure  time  in  any  enlightened 
fashion,  but  would  rather  find  in 
idleness  an  opportunity  for  mis- 
chief. The  old  t3rpe  of  working 
man  is,  however,  passing;  away  with 
the  old  systems,  and  me  statistics 
of  the  new  are  not  yet  fully  avail- 
•able.  After  all,  even  though  an 
unusual  holiday  time  should  oner  ir- 
resistible temptations  for  a  *  *  spree, ' ' 
•and  it  be  argued  that  the  old  system 
of  long  hours  led  to  no  such  result, 
we  may  reply  that  the  old  system 
was  one  of  inhuman  repression, 
and  acted  in  like  manner  to  the 
hobble  that  pickets  a  vagrant 
4Bheep;  and  that  a  more  enlightened, 
as  well  as  more  efficacious  civiliser 
could  surely  be  devised  than  un- 
natural biirdens  of  over-onerous 
daily  toil. 

With  regard  to  the  figures  above 
quoted,  we  ought  to  note  that  they 


traverse  so  small  a  statistical  area 
that  we  are  imable  to  form  (uiy 
positive j^neral  conclusions  there- 
from. We  conununicated  on  this 
subject  of  wasted  time  with  the 
manager  of  a  very  large  establish- 
ment near  London,  noteworthy  from 
presentation  by  the  employes  to 
the  heads  of  the  firm,  at  the  time 
of  the  alteration  of  the  length  of 
the  working  day,  of  a  memorial  ex- 
pressing their  gratitude  for  an 
unsolicited  concession  of  reduced 
hours  of  labour  **  as  giving  them 
more  time  for  recreation,  education, 
and  self-culture,  which  is  an  ad- 
vantage of  much  importance  to 
them."  The  reply  from  this  fa- 
voured quarter  seems  to  embody 
the  common  sense  of  the  matter, 
namely,  that  whether  hours  be 
long  or  short,  the  punctual  are  still 
punctual,  the  sluggards  are  slug- 
gards still. 

The  thoi^ht  presses  itself  on 
the  mind — ^What  a  field  for  educa- 
tion is  there  now !  Not  education 
of  mere  book  learning,  which 
taken  by  itself  and  in  a  limited 
way  rather  thins  the  mind  and 
makes  it  restless  than  gives  it 
strength.  Education  is  indubitably 
making  vast  strides,  but  how 
defective,  conventional,  unimpres- 
sive it  still  is !  The  boy  learns  his 
rules  of  arithmetic,  his  scrap  of 
history,  gets  over  his  first  diffi- 
culties of  reading  and  writing,  but 
how  much  does  ne  remember  ?  If 
he  were  taught,  in  the  rudest  and 
readiest  manner,  the  nature  of  his 
physical  being,  the  reg^ation  of 
his  senses  and  passions,  the  plain 
rudiments  of  social  science,  the 
necessary  laws  of  economics,  the 
simplest  and  grandest  truths  of 
morals,  would  he  so  readily  forget 
these  when  shewn  to  him  in  their 
immediate  relation  to  himself  and 
his  surroimdin^,  as  he  forgets  his 
catechisms,  which  are  learned  only 
by  rote  and  not  by  sense  by  those 
in  too  early  a  state  of  development 
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for  the  understanding  of  meta- 
physics? The  mutual  inter-relation 
of  work,  recreation,  sleep,  food, 
temperance,  health ;  the  ideas  of 
du^,  virtue,  courage,  and  also  of 
selndmess,  cowarmce,  vice, — are 
these  too  difiB.cult  to  be  taught,  or 
too  simple  ?  All  the  literary  forms 
of  ages  are  at  the  teacher's 
command;    he    has    parable    for 

giving  a  truth  a  livmg  contour, 
umorous  illustration  for  making 
it  interesting,  gathered  stores  of 
facts  at  hand  from  which  to  draw. 
When  will  education  find  its  pro- 
vince to  be  the  man,  and  not 
merely  his  brain  or  memory  ? 

The  working  classes  are  still  in 
the  midst  of  adverse  circumstances 
and  impropitious  surroundings. 
They  are  but  now  emerg^ing  from 
a  state  of  helpless  dependency  and 
bondage ;  they  are  scarcely  able 
yet  to  realise  fliat  they  are  respon- 
sible beings  ;  and  the  tendency  of 
the  first  realisation  of  power  is 
toward  arrogance.  The  Labourer, 
moreover,  who  durine^  the  whole 
of  his  experience  has  looked  upon 
a  political  election  solely  through 
the  fumes  of  drugged  liquors  with 
which  crafty  wire-pullers  have 
plied  him,  has  scarcely  had  reason- 
able opportunity  allowed  him  of 
realising  the  merest  rudiments  of 
responsibility.  How  confusing, 
witn  such  lights  before  him,  must 
it  be  to  try  ! 

So  with  all  branches  of  moral, 
political,  or  social  science.  The 
aim  of  ancient  society  has  been 
selfish — to  legislate  for  the  people 
for  good  uses  to  itself,  not  to  teach 
them  to  legislate  rationally  for 
their  own,  or  for  the  national  good. 
How  strong  even  at  the  present 
time  is  the  indisposition  even  to 
acquaint  the  working  classes  with 
their  responsibilities,  and  the  rea- 
diness to  do  their  work  for  them 
— ^for  a  consideration — ^may  be 
gathered  from  the  debates  of  a  few 
years  ago  on  the  Licensing  Bill. 


Among  the  weary  waste  of  con- 
flicting theories  upon  this  question,, 
one  suggestion  was  conspicuous  by 
its  absence,  viz.,  to  press  the  matter 
upon  the  notice  of  the  classes  in- 
terested, and  for  whom  it  was- 
proposed  to  legislate ;  to  take  the 
opinions  and  the  experiences  of 
tne  best  men  among  the  working 
classes,  and  to  throw  them  ux>ou 
their  own  resources,  with  the  im- 
plied responsibility  of  devising 
means  of  cleansing  themselves,  as 
a  class,  from  a  stain,  and  freeiusr 
themselves  from  degradation  ana 
danger  affecting  their  own  body. 
It  would  be  no  argument  against 
such  a  course  if  it  failed  at  first  to 
produce  any  sterling  result;  it 
would  be  an  education. 

It  is,  no  doubt,  a  great  and  try- 
ing labour  to  take  me  opinion  of 
g^eat  masses  of  men  on  any  given, 
point ;  but  here  again  the  mistake 
IS  made  of  trusting  to  agents  and 
canvassers,  instead  of  to  the  masses 
themselves,  to  do  the  work  of 
evoking  opinion.  Where  an  in- 
terest can  be  aroused — and  it  soon 
springs  forth  in  any  real  question 
or  matter  that  strikes  home — ^the 
people  would  soon  learn  to  organise 
their  own  method  of  conveying 
their  views  and  suggestions.  But 
before  they  coidd  so  far  exei-t 
themselves  they  would  require  to 
feel  certain  that  they  were  not 
taking  trouble  idly,  and  for 
nothing  ;  they  would  require  to 
know  that  their  help  was  wanted. 

There  are  many  instances  in 
legislation  where  the  question  to  be 
treated  is  out  of  the  range  of  the 
sympathies  or  experience  of  the 
members  of  the  legislative  body, 
when  that  body  belongs  to  a  special 
class  or  caste.  So  long  as  in  such 
emergencies  the  last  thing  thought 
of  is  to  call  forth  the  voice  of  the 
masses  to  whom  the  question  may 
be  a  vital  one,  it  seems  irony  to* 
expect  of  these  masses  any  moral 
responsibility.     They  are  driven. 
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thus  to  raise  their  voices  only  in 
self-assertion,  and  on  questions  of 
material  self-interest;  and  under 
such  a  system  of  things  no  moral 
effects  ought  to  be  expected  from 
any  shortening  of  the  daily  period 
of  toiL 

A  well-known  schoolmaster,  now 
Bishop  of  Exeter,  but  always  a 
working  man,  knows  well  that 
there  was  a  singular  moral  im- 
nrovement  manifested  by  his  Rugby 
Doys  on  their  entering  the  "sixth 
form,"  or  highest  class ;  and  why? 
They  were  inrested  with  certain 
responsibilities,  and  these  respon- 
sibilities elevated  and  steadied 
them  by  making  calls  upon  and 
evoking  their  manlier  faculties. 
The  working  class  has  been  at 
the  bottom  of  the  school  for  a 
long,  long  time, — the  very  "fag" 
of  flie  upper  classes.  Now  that, 
so  to  speaK,  they  are  entering  the 
sixth  form,  and  have  a  due  share 
of  responsibility  attaching  to  them, 
if  a  fair  example  be  set  them  by 
the  other  sections  of  society  they 
may  be  expected  to  develope  their 
moral  powers,  which  at  present  lie 
dormant,  since  the  organs  whereby 
they  would  act  have  been  left 
unevoked,  and  consequently  in  the 
state  which  scientists  would  desig- 
nate as  "rudimental." 

We  have  by  no  means  exhausted 
the  list  of  influences  upon  the  moral 
growth  or  decadence  of  the  people, 
the  channels  of  which  vital  move- 
ments increased  leisure  opens  so 
widely.  Let  us  suppose  that 
a  plain  working  man,  endowed 
with  some  faculty  of  reflection,  and 
possessing  a  simple  education, 
were  to  desire  to  effect  his  moral 
culture  by  the  experience  to  be 
derived  from  serious  study  of  the 
world  around  him.  Abstracting 
his  gaze  from  the  working  classes, 
he  would  find  two  huge  establish- 
ments waiting  his  consideration, 
and  apparently  fitted  to  afford  him 
instruction, — ^the  middle  class  so- 


cial system  and  the  political 
world  of  action.  What  enligh* 
tened  moral  principles  might  he 
not  expect  to  acquire  by  me  con- 
templation of  suchlofty  institutions 
as  these?  Also,  he  would  find  after 
a  time  that  he  had  before  him  twa 
gigantic  puzzles.  Among  the 
diasses  to  which  powers  and  f acul* 
ties  both  good  and  bad  had  allotted 
a  higher  rank  in  the  social  scale 
than  to  his  own,  ho  would  search 
for  standards.  He  would  behold 
prodigious  rivalries  of  wealth  and 
power ;  he  would  witness  sovereign 
fashions  and  feeble  frivolities ;  he 
would  see  ignoble  prides,  feverish 
jealousies,  and  false  ideals ;  he 
would  see  dense  materialism 
passing  itself  off  for  faith,  and 
gluttonous  selfishness  struggling 
to  assume  the  counterfeit  semblajice 
of  charity.  This  side  of  society  he 
would  probably  realise  the  soonest, 
for  human  virtues  are  more  modest 
than  human  vices,  and  instead  of 
sunning  themselves  upon  the  high- 
way, retire  remotely  and  hide  them- 
selves, often  where  least  suspected. 
He  would  see  men  and  women  of 
his  own  class  ruining  themselves 
by  a  bastard  imitative  life  of  these 
very  upper  classes,  and  formings 
imder  that  bad  influence  and 
example  no  vital  social  fabric  of 
their  own.  He  would  see  these 
wretched  copjdsts  looked  down 
upon  by  those  whose  habits  they 
aspire  to  as  **  common  people;"  he 
would  despair  in  seeing  how  readily 
the  vices  of  one  class  are  repro- 
duced in  another  ;  how  easily  the 
working  man,  following  the  selfish- 
ness of  others,  is  corruptible  by 
material  advantages,  and  becomes 
an  obstructive  to  the  progress  of 
those  beneath  himself  directly  he 
has  managed  to  reach  a  position 
ever  so  little  above  that  of  his 
fellows.  He  would  think  sadly, 
almost  hopelessly,  upon  these 
things ;  and  would  wonder 
whether,  if    the    jiopular  system. 
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^were  to  be  less  noble  than  the 
feudal,  it  was  likely  to  endure,  or 
was  worth  struggling  for.  He 
would  be  tempted  to  yield  to 
universal  scepticism,  and  his  own 
moral  nature  would  give  way 
beneath  the  want  of  faith  in  the 
moral  nature  of  others.  He 
would  wonder  whether  ever  any 
new  invention  could  possibly  be 
made  to  replace  unmoralised  or 
^demoralised  capital,  of  whose 
effects  in  its  greedy  eaffemess 
•after  its  gains  he  would  have  a 
lively  example  before  him  every 
-day  while  journeying  home  from 
work  with  his  fellows.  For  he 
would  see  the  open  doors  of  bright 
palaces,  tempting,  with  a  splendour 
beyond  all  realisable  at  home,  his 
jaded  companions  in  toil  to  enter 
and  partake  of  adulterated  '*  re- 
freshment." He  might  even  meet 
with  the  publican's  agent  in  the 
street  with  a  huge  pewter  can, 
proffering  temptation  with  a  leer, 
And  holdmg  out  a  dexterous  snare 
to  all  the  weak  among  the  passers 
by.  Said  a  correspondent  of  the 
Times  on  this  spectacle: — '*Men 
And  boys  stop  their  work,  young 
women,  gpjrls,  and,  in  fact,  passers 
by  of  all  sorts  join  the  party,  and 
stend  round  drinking.  Those  who 
-are  known  to  the  hawker  are 
isllowed  to  run  weekly  scores,  and 
so  forestall  their  wages."  Our 
thoughtful  workman,  after  such 
ecenes  as  these,  would  probably 
not  be  enthusiastically  sanguine 
vabout  the  beneficial  results  of 
shortened  hours  of  labour.  Such 
a  man  as  we  are  speaking  of 
has  been  heard  to  say  that  those 
unacquainted  with  facts  '*co\ild 
form  no  idea  what  thorough  black- 
.^ards  the  great  majority  of 
working  men  are."  These  words 
;are  not  our  own,  but  even  un- 
charitable sayings  have  oftentimes 
A  bsusis  of  truth.  Whilst  labour 
is  looked  down  upon  with  high- 
•bred     contempt,     whilst    honest 


poverty  is  deemed  a  crime,  and 
bank-notes,  howsoever  unkindly 
acquired,  a  virtue,  society  has  no 
right  to  expect  the  working  class 
to  make  any  moral  progress  what- 
ever, or  indeed  to  be  anything  but 
criminal.  That  it  is  not  so,  but 
that  starry  lights  of  hope  flash 
over  the  dark  and  lugubrious  pic- 
ture, is  owing  to  the  fact  tnat 
wherever  there  is  evil  there  is  also 
some  leaven  of  truth,  and  love,  and 
goodness. 

Our  social  vices  will  inevitably 
declare  themselves  in  their  plainest 
lineaments  and  most  vehement 
manifestation  in  the  life  of  those 
classes  who  have  been  favoured 
with  the  poorest  and  meanest  op- 
portunities of  improvement — those 
that  are  at  the  bottom  of  the  social 
ladder,  and  have  not  been  educated 
into  the  power  of  decorously  veiling 
the  realities  of  their  lives,  like  the 
well-bred  beings  above  them. 

Another  opinion  upon  the  work- 
ing men  of  the  present  day  is  as  fol- 
lows : — **  They  spend  aU  they  can, 
and  shirk  their  debts  whenever 
they  can."  This  is  just  what  ought 
to  be  expected.  The  very  mora- 
lists of  our  modem  economic  system 
permit,  nay,  enjoin  upon  every 
man  to  gain  as  much  and  give  as 
little  as  he  can, — to  buy  m  the 
cheapest  and  sell  in  the  dearest 
market.  The  servant  caricatures 
his  master.  It  may  be  said  that 
we  are  laying  too  much  stress  upon 
the  influence  of  circimistancea  in 
endeavouring  to  analyse  the  rea- 
sons for  the  retardation  of  the 
moral  progress  of  the  people.  It 
would,  however,  be  absurd  to  sup- 
pose that  the  moral  nature  of  a 
working  man  is  in  anywise  different 
from  uiat  of  human  beings  in 
general.  Let  others  be  placed  in  his 
circumstances,  and  they  would  act 
not  very  differently  from  their 
brother  in  dass.  The  greatest 
saint,  says  Wendell  Holmes,  is  he 
that  never  got  down  to  ''hard  pan." 
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We  will  now  imagine  our  reflec- 
tive working  man  endeavouring  to 
gain  good  by  the  contemplation  of 
the  political  e^stem  of  the  present 
day.  He  will  find  himself  nere  in 
face  of  a  puzzle  and  a  perplexity 
that  cannot  be  surpassed  elsewhere. 
He  will  see  statesmen  of  repute 
following  no  large  policy,  but 
living,  so  to  speaE,  from  hand  to 
moutn,  and  toiling  laboriously  in 
the  midst  of  a  legislative  labyrinth 
of  expedients,  the  hammers  and 
the  trowels  moving  busily,  and 
much  mortar  being  flung  about, 
but  few  noble  architectural  forms 
rising  into  view. 

We  have  shewn  some  of  the 
adverse  circumstances  surrounding 
the  working  classes,  and  acting  as 
a  drag  upon  their  moral  growth, — 
a  drag  that  opportunities  of 
improvement  aft'orded  by  an 
enlarged  leisure  will  scarcely  enable 
them  to  shake  off.  *  *  Circumstances 
are  not  everything,"  it  may  be 
objected,  *'the  higher  nature  has 

S)wer  to  rise  above  them." 
uestionless ;  but  circumstances 
-are  fearfully  strong:  of  rare 
nature  those  who  do  not  succumb 
to  them.  Proudhon,  the  son  of  a 
cooperin  Besan9on,  workedhis  way 
up  to  a  high  position  as  an  author  in 
Paris,  and  amid  the  gay  frivolities 
of  the  city,  lived  a  life  of  stem 
morality  as  an  intellectual  hermit. 
When  he  was  asked  to  a  banquet 
by  a  club  of  the  rich  votaries  of 
fashion,  he  replied  that  he  eat  but 
simple  food,  and  was  accustomed 
to  go  to  bed  every  night  at  nine 
o'clock.  Still,  circumstances  press 
heavily  on  mankind  generally,  and 
the  man  who  can  successfully 
battle  with  adverse  circumstances, 
and  establish  himself  in  good  in 
«pite  of  them,  gives  proof  of  a  far 
"Stronger  soul  than  the  respectably 
behaved  man  to  whom  circum- 
«tance8  have  been  more  favourable. 
It  is  too  much  to  expect  that  a 
large  proportion  of  mankind  shoxild 


not  succumb  beneath  constant  evil 
influences.  Let  their  circumstances 
be  ameliorated,  and  some  improve- 
ment in  their  conduct  must 
gradually  manifest  itself. 

The  shortening  of  the  hours  of 
labour,  although  from  a  moral 
point  of  view  but  a  small  matter 
in  face  of  the  larger  influences  to 
which  we  have  been  adverting, 
may  yet  be  reckoned  among 
improvements  in  circumstances. 
Though  some  natures,  owing  to  a 
larger  leisure,  will  be  exposed  to 
greater  temptation,  and  so  have  a 
tendency  to  deteriorate,  others  will 
acquire  opportunities  of  improve- 
ment never  before  in  their 
power. 

The  wonder  of  the  present  day 
is  that  in  certain  respects  progross 
is  imprecedentedly  rapid.  Two 
generations  ago  the  educational 
facilities  offered  to  the  humbler 
classes  were  very  slender  indeed. 
It  is  really  quite  recently  that  the 
tide  has  turned  and  the  voice  of 
public  opinion  has  uttered  its  fiat, 
that  for  the  lowest  as  well  as  the 
highest  in  the  land  nothing  is 
more  to  be  striven  for  than  eman- 
cipation from  ignorance.  There 
are  individuals  yet  alive  who  were 
brought  up  in  the  old  creed  that 
education  is  the  ruin  of  a  servant, 
persons  that  have  never  realised 
the  fact  of  the  modem  advance  of 
thought  with  regard  to  this  ques- 
tion. In  eras  gone  by  it  has  oft- 
times  taken  five  hundred  years  to 
develope  so  large  an  overthrow 
and  reconstruction  of  ideas  as  is 
now  brought  about  in  half  a  cen- 
tury. In  this  fact  there  is  cer- 
tainly great  hope  ;  but  changes  so 
rapid  are  naturally  accompanied 
by  great  disturbances  and  inver- 
sions of  their  own,  as  well  as  pro- 
ductive of  difficulties  in  forming  a 
judgment  ujwn  events  as  they  are. 
Education  is  a  machine  that  mul- 
tiplies and  sublimes  its  powers  by 
going  on.     The  chief  danger  ib 
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lest  it  should  be  turned  in  a  wrong 
direction. 

When  people  are  raised  to  a 
certain  intellectual  level,  provided 
the  opening  of  the  faculties  do  not 
lead  to  a  self-seeking  restlessness, 
they  find  themselves  in  the  midst 
of  a  multitude  of  friends  of  whose 
existence  they  were  unaware  before. 
Thinkers  have  thought  for  them, 
statesmen,  reformers,  philosophers 
have  worked  for  them,  poets  have 
sung  for  them,  and  all  are  ready 
to  meet  them  in  a  friendly  way 
at  their  own  fireside,  or  by  their 
path,  until  the  universe  expands 
for  them  and  nature  opens  out 
hidden  stores  to  which  before  they 
were  without  the  key.  Waiting 
in  the  home  of  the  poorest,  waiting 
with  their  bright  congenial  mes- 
sages until  called  upon,  may  stand 
a  circle  of  the  most  good-natured 
souls  in  the  world.  They  are 
never  tired  of  their  host,  and  when 
he  becomes  tired  of  them  they 
retire  without  a  word,  saving  their 
sweetest  whisper  of  enchantment. 
There  is  no  noisy  wrangling  possi- 
ble with  them.  These  friends  were 
entirely  out  of  the  people's  reach 
in  the  old  dark  days.  To-day  can 
be  found  a  working  collier  with  a 
piano  in  his  room,  and  a  copy  of 
Browning — his  own  purchases — 
upon  his  shelf.  May  he  not 
balance  the  man  that  finds  only 
opportimity  for  degradation  from 
his  new-found  leisure  ?  The  one 
need  of  the  working  classes  is  to 
form  a  life  of  their  own,  that  shall 
not  be  an  imitative  one,  but 
X>ossess  a  recognised  standard,  a 
genuine  and  distinct  esprit. 

With  the  best  intentions,  the 
leaders  of  the  working  classes, 
both  those  within  and  without 
their  ranks,  may  make  a  great 
mistake  about  the  employment  of 
leisure.  Feeling  in  themselves 
the  boon  that  comes  from  the 
awakening  of  the  intellect,  they 
may  be  lea  to  imagine  that  nothing 


is  wanted  for  progress  but  to  intel- 
lectualise.  Now  as  to  the  majority 
of  the  middle  classes  new  or 
imfamiliar  thought  is  for  the  most 
part  a  positive  pain  to  the  mind, 
so  to  many  an  uncxiltivated  nature, 
perhaps  to  more  than  is  supposed, 
thought  of  any  kind  is  rather  a 
strain  and  weariness  than  a  recrea- 
tion. **  Sir,"  said  a  workman  who 
formed  one  of  a  science  class  to 
his  teacher,  **the  truth  is  I  have 
come  direct  from  work,  and  feel 
more  fit  for  the  smoking-room 
than  the  class."  After  omy  ten 
hours'  work,  would  more  than  one- 
in  ten  of  the  superior  middle 
classes  be  ready  to  turn  for  re- 
creation to  intellectual  pursuits? 
Herein  may  we  find  the  secret  of 
the  comparative  want  of  success  of 
the  noble  efforts  that  have  resulted 
in  reading-rooms,  libraries.  Me- 
chanics' Institutes,  science  lectures, 
and  the  like.  Who  that  is  fond  of 
study  cannot  recall  how  often  he 
is  too  tired,  or  nervous,  or  dis- 
turbed, to  turn  to  any  serious 
reading,  but  takes  refuge  in  the 
lightest  novel  he  can  find,  content 
with  very  trash  if  it  will  but  amuso 
for  an  hour.  Now  to  a  x^artially 
developed  intellect  there  is  no  such 
harmless  idle  resort  as  this ;  with 
the  semi-educated  all  reading  is- 
heavy  reading ;  brilliant  paradoxes 
would  be  pernicious  to  a  slowly 
moving  brain;  plajrful  nonsense 
would  have  no  lig^ht  and  mo- 
mentary charm,  easily  to  be  thrown 
off ;  trash  would  be  trash,  and  bad 
in  its  effects. 

If  the  educated  classes  cannot 
find  pleasure  in  intellectual  pur- 
suits alone,  but  require  something 
more  than  art  and  philosophy,, 
poetry  and  music,  and  the  higher 
walks  of  the  mind,  to  make  their 
hours  of  leisure  hours  of  recrea- 
tion, can  the  factory  operative  be 
expected  to  find  the  oe-all  and 
end-all  of  leisure  in  a  lecture-room 
or  Mechanics'  Institute  ?  How  now 
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•do    his    fortunate  superiors  take 
ilieir  pleasure  ?    In  balls,  dinners, 
hunting,  shooting,   coursing,  bet- 
ting, polo,  croquet,  billiards,  cards, 
,and    the    indulgence     of     other 
penchanU  too  numerous  to  name, 
according  to  their  tastes.       The 
adventurous   spirits,  perhaps,  are 
not  content  with  all  these  tame 
delights  of  home,  but  seek  excite- 
ment in  facing  elephants  or  tigers, 
in  exploration,  in  speculative  en- 
terprise, in  war.    If  we  take  these 
tendencies  into  the  corresponding 
lower    plane,  what    do    we    find 
them  ?     The  legitimate    field    of 
operation    being     denied,    as    in 
hunting  and  shooting,  and  the  less 
cultured  nature  being  less  subject 
to  control,  these  pursuits  are  coun- 
terparted  in  drinking  bouts,  sprees, 
brawls,    fights,     poaching,     dog- 
fighting,    dog-racing,    pitch    and 
toss,  vacancy,  mischief. 

The  social  life  of  the  people  in 
this  country  developes  slowly. 
Perhaps  when  developed  it  may 
surpass  the  gentle  German's  beer- 
garden,  where  the  domestic  circle 
forms  itself  round  the  father's 
placid  pipe,  but  at  present  its  dis- 
position 18  imcertam.  There  is  a 
restless  element  in  British  blood 
which  requires  a  different  kind  of 
feeding  from  that  suitable  to  the 
passion-varied  calm  of  many  a 
foreign  race.  This  restless  element 
becomes  a  mighty  vigour  wlien 
well-dircted,  but  leader  after  Mr. 
Carlyle's  heart,  ready  to  take  up 
ihis  task  of  direction,  are  few. 

There  is  a  great  truth  in  the 
principle  of  homoeopathy ;  not  in 
its  pilules  being  small,  but  in  their 
being  suitable  to  their  occasion, 
accoi*ding  to  law.  And  the  law  is 
that  for  irritation  the  remedy  is 
irritation  ;  excitement  finds  its 
Telief  in  a  coimter-excitant ;  fever 
is  conquered  by  heat. 

The  state  of  restlessness  is  one 
nqt  unknown  to  the  gentleman  of 
intellect  and  cidture ;  he  gets  tired 
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of  his  room,  "  so  full  of  books, 
complaining  of  them  as  of  enemies — 

''  Whose   serried    ranks  hold   fast, 

fonooth, 
So  many  captive  hours  of  youth,  ^ 
The  hours  they  thieve  iroxa  day 

and  night 
To  make  one*8  cherished  work  come 

right, 
And  leave  it  wrong  for  all  their 

theft, 
Even  as  to-night  my  work  was  left ; 
Until  I  vowed  that  since  my  brain 
And  eyes  of  dancing  seemed  so  fain. 
My  feet  should  have  some  dancing 

too." 

In  the  mild  little  reading  or 
lecture  rooms,  ministered  after  by 
a  timid  and  undecided  curate,  well- 
meaning  and  genteel,  what  would 
be  done  with  a  workman  who 
strolled  in  in  this  kind  of  mood  ? 
He  would  be  regarded  as  most 
objectionable,  and  m  most  instances 
would  be  relegated  to  the  vast 
crowd  that  have  wandered  out  of 
the  narrow  way.  What  wonder  if 
the  institution  where  sleepy  domi- 
noes or  the  Parish  Magazine  are, 
may  be,  the  only  pabulum,  does 
not  flourish  as  hoped  ? 

There  is  an  equal  excitement  in 
the  good  or  the  harmless  as  in  the 
harmful,  if  only  the  right  pilide 
can  be  found;  and  whoever  will 
devote  himself  without  prejudice 
or  namby-pamb^ism  to  the  study 
of  exciting  interests  suitable  to  aU 
classes  of  men,  will  aid  in  the 
solution  of  a  problem  the  dis- 
covery of  which  will  lead  to  enor- 
mous practical  good.  One  thing 
to  be  learned  is  that  pursuits  to 
which  associations  may  have  given 
a  bad  name  are  not  necessarily  bad 
in  themselves.  There  is  no  doubt 
many  an  honest  workman  whose 
'* Berserk"  element  would  be  satis- 
fied b\  no  more  fearful  a  plunge 
than  into  a  game  of  skittles,  in 
some  place  whore  he  could  relieve 
himself  of  the  excitement  of  the 
game  in  a  good  healthy  noise,  and 
where  tho  betting  was  limited  to  a 
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quarter  of  a  glass  of  ale  per  game; 
oif  **Aunt  Sally"  might  &  his 
vagabond  blood  with  her  charms ;  or 
the  mock  tourney,  with  the  bag  of 
sand  hanging  from  the  bar  or  pivot 
and  ready  to  whirl  round  upon  the 
tilter  not  alertly  enough  out  of  the 
way;  or  single-stick  practised  with 
bare  arms,  and  an  understanding 
that  a  fencer's  temper  is  never  lost, 
might  equal  in  interest  for  both 
combatants  and  lookers  on  that 
which  the  rapier  had  for  centuries. 
Deplorably  low,  and  **  physical," 
and  unedif  jang  these  things  might 
seem  to  many  a  lady  district  visitor, 
bent  on  the  regeneration  of  her 
Mnd,  but  she  might  convert  her 
brother  first,  who  has  just  realised 
his  ideal  in  a  pony  he  is  going  to 
train  for  polo,  or  in  a  new  breech- 
loader destined  for  great  deeds. 

**  Why  should  the  devil  have  all 
the  good  tunes  ?  "  was  a  question 
once  asked  by  a  singer  of  psalms, 
and  his  majesty  has  been  made  to 
disgorge  in  quantity  since.  Why 
should  innocent  enjoyments  be 
tabooed  because  they  are  tainted 
with  bad  associations  or  with  pre- 
judice ?  and  why  should  men  who 
are  more  boys  than  men  be  expected 
to  comfort  themselves  like  divines 
well  stricken  in  years,  or  like  ladies 
of  more  ladylike  delicacy  than 
womanly  power  ?  Those  who  are 
interested  in  the  average  working 
man  of  this  country  and  will  take 
the  trouble  to  find  out  what  will 
really  interest  him  or  stir  him  to 
some  vigorous  excitement,  can, 
in  these  mterests,  lead  him  where 
they  will. 

Why  do  political  organisations 
lead  away  the  workman  &om  purely 
literary  associations  ?  Is  it  because 
his  mind  inclines  to  the  examina- 
tion of  general  ideas  and  vast 
schemes  of  policy?  Is  it  not 
rather  because  there  is  to  be 
found  in  local  politics  a  vivid 
controversial  excitement,  a  strong 
party  feeling?     There  might  be 


finer  excitements  than  this,  but 
the  superfluous  energy  is  better 
turned  this  way  than  into  doctrinal 
bigotries  and  theologic  squabbles. 

The  workman's  club  is  yet  the 
subject  of  so  many  disputes  that  it 
may  be  considered  to  be  in  a  great 
measure  in  abeyance.  There  are, 
it  is  true,  a  limited  number  of  such 
institutions,  of  one  kind  or  another, 
to  be  found  in  most  large  towns. 
The  Working  Men's  Club  and 
Institute  Union  claims  to  be  in  alli- 
ance with  about  four  hundred,  com- 
prising over  100,000  members. 
But  as  a  nde,  the  working  classes- 
are  miserably  provided  for  in  this 
respect.  Some  institutes  are- 
tinctured  with  a  little  too  much 
high  ecclesiastical  infusion  for  a 
body  of  men  to  feel  themselves- 
quite  free  and  at  home  there; 
others  are  inconvenient  and  uor- 
comfortable  little  places,  dark  and 
dreary,  where  there  seems  no  life, 
nothing  to  do,  and  no  object  to* 
draw  a  man's  fancy  to  them. 

When  a  proper  decision  has  been 
reached  in  this  important  matter, 
and  those  interested  have  learned 
to  steer  clear  of  the  ScyUa  of  the^ 
**  weak-tea-and-good- behaviour  " 
ideal  on  the  one  hand,  and  of  the 
Charybdis  of  the  too  roUickbig- 
"free-and-easy"  on  the  other,  a 
great  point  will  have  been  gained, 
and  we  may  expect  to  see  the- 
reduction  of  the  hours  of  labour- 
prove  itself  a  boon  in  an  infinitely 
gp:eater  sense  than  at  present,  in;, 
aiding  the  social  and  inteUednial 
intercourse  and  improvement  of 
the  people. 

After  the  pause  that  followed, 
the  Irishman's  '*  Tread  on  the  tail 
of  my  coat "  period,  and  the  relin- 
quishment of  the  Northern  rustic's 
view  of  the  duty  of  a  fair-day  as- 
expressed  in  the  colloquy,  "  Have 
you  fought?  No!  Well  then, 
get  you  fought,  and  come  home," — 
there  is  now  a  revival  in  suck, 
sports  and  pastimes  as  may  be> 
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fairly  called  manly.  Qymnastics, 
volunteering,  rifle-practice,  bi- 
cycling, cricket,  have  come  into 
Srominence,  and  must  have  re- 
eemed  many  a  man  from  that 
vacancy  which  if  nothing  else 
come  to  £11  it  ^vill  seek  refuge  in 
liquor,  quarrelling,  or  pitch  and 
toss. 

In  the  theatre  are  great  possi- 
'bilities  of  interest  and  use,  but 
the  performers  should  be  of  the 
people,  as  with  the  Mormons,  and 
should  act  in  pieces  relative  to  the 
life  of  the  place.  Here  again  the 
taint  of  immorality  is  only  inci- 
dental and  by  no  means  inherent. 
Dramatic  effect  may  be  imitated 
in  the  very  simplest  forms,  by  a 
spectacular  touch  in  a  penny  read- 
ing, nay,  a  mere  oddity  of  dress ;  it 
being  remembered  that  as  super- 
stition is  the  religion  of  the  un- 
educated, so  low  comedy,  or  very 
pronounced  and  melodramatic 
sentiment  which  the  most  rudi- 
mentary minds  can  appreciate, 
stands  for  the  nearest  approach 
that  many  can  make  towards 
literature  and  art,  poetry  and 
feeling. 

A  man  can  go  on  with  the  de- 
tails of  a  mechanical  business 
when  too  tired  to  use  his  brain  for 
thought.  There  are  in  details  of 
foods  and  economics  of  living,  in 
small  practical  questions,  matters 
of  interest  for  many  a  working 
man  as  well  as  working  woman, 
provided  they  be  brought  forward 
in  a  rude  and  homely  way.  A 
lecturer  might  amuse  a  roon^ul  of 
rustics  by  a  disquisition  upon  the 
comparative  food-values  of  a  pen- 
nyworth each  of  egg,  apple,  bread, 
cheese,  bacon,  beans,  oatmeal, 
comgrits,  ale,  coffee,  shell-flsh, 
soup,  onions,  herrings,  provided  he 
reaUy  knew  anything  of  his  sub- 
ject, and  could  throw  away  a  few 
pennyworths  of  samples  in  their 
beet  state  for  eatinp^. 

Again,  the  magic  lantern   and 


the  microscope  open  out  endless 
fields  for  ingenuity  in  the  direction 
of  interesting  topics.  If  any  use- 
ful study  is  too  small  or  vague  for 
the  uninstructed  mind,  let  it  be- 
made  large  and  real.  Cleanliness 
might  be  much  benefited  by  a  few 
painted  slides  shewing  the  flea 
gigantic ;  or  an  interesting  and  in- 
structive photograph  would  be  that 
of  a  magnified  section  of  the  skin 
of  a  man  who  washed,  and  one 
who  did  not. 

Music  has  power  over  half  a 
village,  and  dancing  is  one  of  the 
best  of  artistic  exercises ;  why  have 
our  old]  fair-days  degenerated,  as- 
the  organ-grinder  has  taken  the 
place  of  the  old  fiddler  ?  On  the^ 
other  hand,  we  have  art  schools,  and 
classes  for  freehand  drawing ;  and 
the  son  of  the  poorest  workman 
finds  delight  in  them. 

But  we  miss  the  ancient  games, 
— ^the  rude  sports  of  Old  England, 
the  laurel  earning  contests  of* 
ancient  Greece.  It  has  been  well 
said  that  recreation  is  a  religious 
duty  ;  our  wealthy  classes  are  not 
averse  from  many  a  childish  play, 
ought  our  workmen  to  be  expected 
to  be  solemn,  serious  beings,  seek- 
ing only  for  intellectual  life  ? 

The  nature  of  man  is  awakened 
by  its  interests ;  the  jwet  himself 
could  not  rise  out  of  prose  save  by 
a  glow    and    excitement    of    the 
spirit  which  heightens  his  thought. 
With  the  body  well  trained  and 
ordered,  and  the  nerves  rendered 
alert,  and  the  senses  quick,  and  the* 
perceptions  clear,  as  could  be  done- 
by  an   enlightened    and  compre- 
hensive effort,  in  a  direction  not 
imlike  that  of  Pestalozzi  in  the- 
training  of  children,  the  flower  of 
the    English     labouring    classes- 
might  be  restrained  from  drink- 
ing itself  sodden,   or    stimidated 
out  of  that  doing  nothing  which 
ends  in  stupidity.    And  with  the- 
constant    stimulus    that   is    com- 
ing into  the  very  atmosphere  of 
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modem  life,  the  mind  will  be  fully 
served,  and  will  crave  for  itself 
when  ready  to  absorb.  The  one 
thing  to  be  remembered  is  that  aU 
are  not  alike,  or  to  be  doctored 
from  one  bottle  of  pilules.  The 
education  of  the  present  day,  with 
a  little  interesting  reading  in  after 
life,  is  probably  quite  strain  enough 


for  average  mental  faculties ;  it  is 
as  much  mteUectual  work  as  our 
princes  and  nobles  of  a  few  cen- 
turies ago  could  bear ;  but  in. 
directions  other  than  that  of  the 
merely  intellectual,  there  is  much 
to  be  done  and  worked  for  before 
it  can  be  said  that  the  labourer's 
leisure  is  properly  filled. 

Kexixoale  Cook. 


EPIGEAM.— The  Shades, 


Caution  to  topen  ! — When  you  die, 
Then  broken  is  "  the  golden  bowl ! " 

What  then T...'twaa  body  that  got  ''dry  !  " 
Why,  are  you  not  "  a  thirsiy  soul  f  " 


K.  0. 
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THE  FAIRY  MYTHOLOGY  OF  IRELAND. 


By  lady  WILDR 
{Continued   from  page    83.) 


THE  EVIL  EYE. 

The  influence  of  this  mysterious 
and  malign  power  has  at  all  times 
been  as  much  dreaded  in  Lreland  as 
it  is  in  Egypt,  Greece,  or  Italy  at  the 
present  day.  Everything  young, 
Beautiful,  or  perfect  after  its  kind, 
and  which  naturally  attracts  atten- 
tion and  admiration,  is  peculiarly 
liable  to  the  fatal  blight  that  fol- 
lows the  glance  of  the  Evil  Eye. 
It  is  therefore  an  invariable  habit 
amongst  the  peasantry  never  to 
praise  anything  without  instantly 
adding,  **God  bless  it;"  for  were 
this  formula  omitted,  the  worst 
•consequences  would  befal  the  ob- 
ject praised. 

The    superstition    must    be    of 

freat  antiquity  in  Ireland,  for 
alor,  theFoniorian  giant  and  hero, 
is  spoken  of  in  an  ancient  manu- 
script as  able  to  petrify  his 
•enemies  by  a  glance ;  and  how 
he  became  possessed  of  the  power 
is  thus  narrated : — 

One  day  as  the  Druids  were 
busy  at  their  incantations,  while 
boiling  a  magical  spell  or  charm, 
young  Balor  passed  by,  and  curious 
to  see  their  work,  looked  in  at  an 
■open  window.  At  that  moment 
the  Druids  happened  to  raise  the 
lid  of  the  cauldron,  and  the  vapour, 
escaping,  passed  under  one  of 
Balor' s  eyes,  carrying  with  it  all 
the  venom  of  the  incantation. 
This  caused  his  brow  to  grow  to 
Buch  a  size  that  it  required  four 
men  to  raise  it  whenever  he  wanted 
to  exert  the  power  of  his  venomed 
glance  over  his  enemies.    He  was 


slain  at  last  in  single  combat, 
according  to  the  ancient  legend, 
at  the  great  battle  of  Ma&;h-Tura, 
(the  plain  of  the  Towers,)  fought 
between  the  Firbolgs  and  the 
Tuatha-de-Danans  for  the  posses- 
sion of  Ireland  several  centuries 
before  the  Christian  era ;  for 
before  Baler's  brow  could  be 
lifted  so  that  he  could  transfix  his 
enemy  and  strike  him  dead  with 
the  terrible  power  of  his  glance, 
his  adversary  flung  a  stone  with 
such  violence  that  it  went  right 
through  the  Evil  Eye  and  pierced 
the  skull,  and  the  mighty  magician 
fell  to  rise  no  more. 

An  interesting  account  of  this 
battle,  with  a  remarkable  con- 
firmation of  the  legends  respecting 
it  still  current  in  the  district,  is 
given  by  Sir  William  Wflde,  in  his 
work,  **  Lough  Corrib  ;  its  Shores 
and  Islands."  In  the  ancient  manu- 
script it  is  recorded  that  a  young 
hero  having  been  slain  while 
bravely  defending  his  king,  the 
Firbolg  array  erected  a  mound 
over  mm,  each  man  carrying  a 
stone,  and  the  monument  was 
henceforth  known  as  the  Cam-in^ 
en-Fkir  (the  Cairn  of  the  one  man). 
Having  examined  the  locality  with 
a  transcript  of  this  manuscript  in 
his  hand,  Sir  William  fixed  on  the 
particular  mound,  amongst  the 
many  atone  tumuli  scattered  over 
the  plain,  which  seemed  to  ag^ee 
best  with  the  description,  and  had 
it  opened  carefidly  under  his  own 
superintendence. 

A  large  flag-stone  was  first  di&- 
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covered,  laid  horizontally ;  then 
another  beneath  it,  corering  a 
small  square  chamber  formed  of 
stones,  within  which  was  a  single 
urn  of  baked  clay,  graceful  and 
delicate  in  form  and  ornamenta- 
tion, containing  incinerated  human 
bones,  the  remains,  there  can  be 
no  reason  to  doubt,  of  the  Firbolg 
youth  who  was  honoured  for  his 
loyalty  by  the  erection  over  him 
of  the  Cam-in-en-Fhir  on  the 
historic  plains  of  Mayo. 

After  Balor,  the  only  other 
ancient  instance  of  the  fatal  effects 
of  the  malific  Eye,  is  narrated 
of  St.  Silan,  who  had  a  poisonous 
hair  in  his  eye -brow  that  killed 
whoever  looked  first  on  him  in 
the  morning.  All  persons,  there- 
fore, who  from  long  sickness,  or 
sorrow,  or  the  weariness  that  comes 
with  years,  were  tired  of  life,  used 
to  try  and  come  in  the  Saint's  way, 
that  so  their  sufferings  might  be 
ended  by  a  quick  and  easy  death. 
But  another  Saint,  the  holy 
Molaise,  hearing  that  St.  Silan 
was  coming  to  visit  his  church, 
resolved  that  no  more  deaths 
should  happen  by  means  of  the 
poisonedJiair.  So  he  arose  early 
in  the  morning  before  any  one  was 
up,  and  went  forth  alone  to  meet 
St.  Silan ;  and  when  he  saw  him 
coming  along  the  path,  he  went 
boldly  up  and  plucked  out  the 
fatal  hair  from  his  eye-brow,  but 
in  so  doing  he  himself  was  struck 
by  the  venom,  and  immediately 
after  fell  down  dead. 

The  power  of  the  Evil  Eye  was 
recognised  by  the  Brehon  laws, 
and  severe  measures  were  or- 
dained against  the  users  of  the 
malign  influence.  ''If  a  person 
is  in  the  habit  of  injuring  things 
through  neglect,  or  of  will, 
whether  he  has  blessed,  or  whether 
he  has  not  blessed,  full  penalty  be 


upon  him,  or  restitution  in  kind." 
So  ran  the  ancient  law. 

The  gift  comes  by  nature  and 
is  bom  with  one,  though  it  may 
not  be  called  into  exercise  imless. 
circumstances  arise  to  excite  tha 
power.  Then  it  seems  to  act  like- 
a  spirit  of  bitter  and  malicious 
envy  that  radiates  a  poisonous 
atmosphere  which  chills  and 
blights  everjrthing  within  its  reach^ 
"Without  being  superstitious  every 
one  has  felt  that  there  is  such  a 
power  and  succumbed  to  its  influ- 
ence in  a  helpless,  passive  way,  as 
if  all  self- trust  and  self-reliant 
energy  were  utterly  paralysed  by 
its  influence. 

Suspected  persons  are  held  in. 
great  dread  by  the  peasantry,  and 
they  recognise  them  at  once  by 
certain  signs.  Men  and  women 
with  dark  lowering  eyebrows  are- 
especially  feared,  and  the  hand- 
some children  are  kept  out  of  their 
path  lest  they  might  be  overlooked 
Dy  them. 

Eed  hair  is  supposed  to  have  a 
most  malign  influence,  and  it  ha» 
even  passed  into  a  proverb : — 
**Let  not  the  eye  of  a  red-haired 
woman  rest  on  you.'* 

Many  persons  are  quite  uncon- 
scious that  their  glance  or  frown 
has  this  evil  power  until  some 
calamity  results,  and  then  they 
strive  not  to  look  at  any  one  fuU 
in  the  face,  but  to  avert  their  eyes 
when  speaking,  lest  misfortune- 
might  fall  upon  the  person  ad- 
dressed.* 

The  saving  invocation,  "  God 
bless  it !  '*  is  imiversally  used 
when  praise  is  bestowed,  to  prevent 
danger,  and  should  a  child  fall 
sick  some  one  is  immediately 
suspected  of  having  omitted  the- 
usual  phrase  out  of  malice  and  ill- 
will.  Nothing  is  more  dreaded 
by  the  peasantry  than  the  full 


*  There  is  a  strange  idea  cnxrent  in  Europe  at  the  present  time  that  one  of  ther 
milt  remarkable  potentates  new  living  has  this  fatal  gift  and  power  of  the  Evil  Eye. 


1877.] 


Tlie  Fairy  Mythology,  of  Ireland. 


195 


fixed,  direct  glance  of  one  sus- 
pected of  the  Evil  Eye,  and  should 
it  fall  upon  them,  or  on  any  of 
tideir  household,  a  terrible  fear 
and  trembling  of  heart  takes  pos- 
session of  them,  which  often  ends 
in  sickness  or  sometimes  even  in 
death. 

Some  years  ago  a  woman  living 
in  Kerry  declared  that  she  was 
** overlooked"  by  the  Evil  Eye. 
She  had  no  pleasure  in  her  life  and 
no  comfort,  and  she  wasted  away 
because  of  the  fear  that  was  on 
her,  caused  by  the  following  sin- 
g^ular  circumstance  : — Every  time 
that  she  happened  to  leave  home 
alone,  and  that  no  one  was  within 
call,  she  was  met  by  a  woman 
totally  unknown  to  her,  who,  fix- 
ing her  eyes  on  her  in  silence,  with 
a  terrible  expression,  cast  her  to 
the  ground  and  proceeded  to  beat 
and  pinch  her  till  she  was  nearly 
senseless  ;  after  which  her  tor- 
mentor disappeared. 

Having  experienced  this  treat- 
ment several  times,  the  poor  woman 
finally  abstained  altogether  from 
leaving  the  house,  unless  protected 
by  a  servant  or  companion;  and 
this  precaution  she  observed  for 
several  years,  during  which  time 
she  never  was  molested.  So  at 
last  she  began  to  believe  that  the 
spell  was  broken,  and  that  her 
strange  enemy  had  departed  for 
over. 

In  consequence  she  grew  less 
careful  about  the  usual  precaution, 
and  one  day  stepped  down  alone 
to  a  little  stream  that  ran  by  the 
house,  to  wash  some  clothes. 

Stooping  down  over  her  work, 
she  never  thought  of  any  danger, 
and  began  to  sing  as  she  used  to 
do  in  the  light-hearted  days  before 
the  spell  was  on  her,  when  sud- 
denly a  dark  shadow  fell  across 
the  water,  and  looking  up,  she 
beheld  to  her  horror  the  strange 
woman  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
little  stream,  wiui  her  terrible  eyas 


intently  fixed  on  her,  as  hard  and 
still  as  if  she  were  of  stone. 

Springing  up  wi:h  a  scream  of 
terror,  she  fiung  down  her  work, 
and  ran  towards  the  house  ;  but 
soon  she  heard  footsteps  behind 
her,  and  in  an  instant  she  was 
seized,  thrown  down  to  the  ground, 
and  her  tormentor  began  to  beat 
her  even  worse  than  before,  till  she 
lost  all  consciousness  ;  and  in  this 
state  she  was  found  by  her  hus- 
band, lying  on  her  face,  and 
speechless.  She  was  at  once  car- 
ried to  the  house,  and  all  the  care 
that  affection  and  rural  skill  could 
bestow  were  lavished  on  her,  but 
in  vain.  She  regained  sufficient 
consciousness  to  tell  them  of  the 
terrible  encounter  she  had  gone 
through,  but  died  before  the  night 
had  passed  away. 

It  was  believed  that  the  power 
of  fascination  by  the  glance,  which 
is  not  necessanly  an  evil  power 
like  the  Evil  Eye,  was  possessed 
in  a  remarkable  degree  by  learned 
and  wise  people,  especially  poets, 
so  that  they  could  make  them- 
selves loved  and  followed  by  any 
girl  they  liked,  simply  by  the 
influence  of  the  glance.  About 
the  year  1790,  a  youg  man  resided 
in  the  county  Limerick  who  had 
this  power  in  a  singular  and 
unusual  degree.  He  was  a  clever, 
witty  rhymer  in  the  Irish  lan- 
guage; and,  probably,  had  the  deep 
poet-eyes  that  characterise  warm 
and  passionate  poet-natures — eyes 
that  even  without  necromancy  have 
been  known  to  exercise  a  powerful 
magnetic  influence  over  female 
minds. 

One  day,  while  travelling  far 
from  home,  he  came  upon  a  bright, 
pleasant-looking  farm-house,  and 
feeling  weary,  he  stopped  and 
requested  a  drink  of  znilk  and 
leave  to  rest.  The  farmer's 
daughter,  a  young,  handsome 
girl,  not  Uking  to  admit  a  Strang, 
as  all  the  maids  were  chuTnm%> 


196 


The  Fairy  Mythology  of  Ireland. 


[August 


and  she  was  alone  in  the  house, 
refused  him  admittance. 

The  youn^  x^et  fixed  his  eyes 
earnestly  on  her  for  some  time  in 
silence,  then  slowly  turning  round 
left  the  house,  and  walked  towards 
a  small  g^oye  of  trees  just  opposite. 
There  he  stood  for  a  few  moments 
resting  against  a  tree,  and  facing 
the  house,  as  if  to  take  one  last 
yengeful  or  admiring  glance,  then 
went  his  way  without  once  turning 
round. 

The  young  girl  had  been  watch- 
ing him  from  the  windows,  and 
the  moment  he  moved  she  passed 
out  of  the  door  like  one  in  a  dream, 
and  followed  him  slowly,  step  by 
step,  down  the  avenue.  The  maids 
grew  alarmed,  and  called  to  her 
Father,  who  ran  out  and  shouted 
loudly  for  her  to  stop,  but  she 
never  turned  or  seemed  to  heed. 
The  yoimg  man,  however,  looked 
round,  and  seeing  the  whole  family 
in  pursuit  quickened  his  pace, 
first  glancing  fixedly  at  the  girl 
for  a  moment.  Immediately  she 
sprang  towards  him,  and  they 
were  both  almost  out  of  sight, 
when  one  of  the  maids  espied  a 
piece  of  paper  tied  to  a  branch  of 
the  tree  where  the  poet  had  rested. 

From  curiosity  she  took  it  down, 
and  the  moment  the  knot  was 
untied,  the  farmer's  daughter 
suddenly  stopped,  became  quite 
still,  and  when  her  father  came 
up  she  allowed  him  to  lead  her 
back  to  the  house  without  resis- 
tance. 

When  questioned  she  saidthak 
she  felt  herself  drawn  by  an  invisible 
force  to  follow  the  yoimg  stranger 
wherever  he  might  lead,  and  that 
she  would  have  followed  him 
through  the  world,  for  her  life 
seemed  to  be  bound  up  in  his ;  she 
had  no  will  to  resist,  and  was  con- 
scious of  nothing  else  but  his 
presence.  Suddenly,  however,  the 
spell  was  broken,  and  then  she 
heard  her  father's  voice,  and  knew 


how  strangely  she  had  acted.  At 
the  same  time  the  power  of  the 
young  man  over  her  vanished,  and 
the  impulse  to  follow  him  was  no 
longer  in  her  heart. 

The  paper,  on  being  opened,  was 
found  to  contain  five  mysterious 
words  written  in  blood,  and  in 
this  order : — 

Sator. 

Arepo. 

Tenet. 

Opera. 

Botas. 
These  letters  are  so  arranged  that 
read  in  any  way,  right  to  left,  left 
to  right,  up  or  down,  the  same 
words  are  produced ;  and  when 
written  in  blood  with  a  pen  made 
of  an  eagle's  feather,  they  form  a 
charm  which  no  woman  (it  is  said) 
can  resist ;  but  the  incredulous 
reader  can  easily  test  the  truth  of 
this  assertion  for  himself. 

These  popular  stories  are  pro- 
vokingly  incomplete,  and  one 
cannot  help  regretting  that  the 
romance  of  **  The  Poet  and  the 
Farmer's  Daughter  "  was  not 
brought  to  a  happy  termination; 
but  the  Irish  tales  are  in  general 
rather  incoherent,  more  like  re- 
membered fragments  of  ancient 
stories  than  a  complete,  well- 
organised,  dramatic  composition, 
with  lights  well  placed,  and  a 
striking  catastrophe.  The  opening 
is  usually  attractive,  with  the  excit- 
ing formula,  '*  Once  upon  a  time," 
from  which  one  always  expects  so 
much ;  and  there  is  sure  to  be  an 
old  woman,  weird  and  witch-like, 
capable  of  the  most  demoniacal 
actions,  and  a  mysterious  man  who 
promises  to  be  the  unredeemed  evil 
spirit  of  the  tale ;  but  in  the  end 
they  both  turn  out  childishly  harm- 
less, and  their  evil  actions  seldom 
fo  beyond  stealing  the  neighbours' 
utter,  or  abducting  a  pretty  girl, 
which  sins  mere  mortals  would  be 
quite  equal  to,  even  without  the 
aid  of  **  the  gods  of  the  earth  "  and 


1877.] 


Tlie  Fairy  Mythology  of  Ireland. 


197 


their  renowned  leader,  Finyarra, 
the  King  of  the  Fairies.  The  follow- 
ing tale,  however,  of  a  case  of  ab- 
duction by  fairy  power  is  well  con- 
structed. The  hero  of  the  narrative 
has  our  sympathy  and  interest,  and 
it  ends  happily,  which  is  considered 
a  great  merit  by  the  Irish,  as  they 
difdike  a  tale  to  which  they  cannot 
append,  as  an  epilogue,  the  hearty 
and  outspoken  *'  Thank  God." 

THE  STOLEN  BEIDE. 

About  the  year  1670  there  was  a 
fine  young  fellow  living  at  a  place 
called  Querin  in  the  County  Clare. 
He  was  brave  and  strong  and  rich, 
for  he  had  his  own  land  and  his 
own  house,  and  not  one  to  lord  it 
over  him.  He  was  called  the  Kern 
of  Querin.  And  many  a  time  he 
irould  go  out  alone  to  shoot  the 
wild  fowl  at  night  along  the  lonely 
atrand,  and  sometimes  cross  over 
northward  to  the  broad  east  strand, 
about  two  miles  away,  to  £nd  the 
wild  geese. 

One  cold  frosty  November  Eve  he 
was  watching  for  them,  crouched 
down  behind  the  ruins  of  an  old 
hut,  when  a  loud  splashing  noise 
attracted  his  attention.  '^  It  is  the 
wild  geese,"  he  thought, and  raising 
his  gun  waited  in  deathlike  silence 
the  approach  of  his  victims. 

But  presently  he  saw  a  dark  mass 
moving  along  the  edge  of  the 
strand.  And  he  knew  there  were 
no  wild  geose  near  him.  So  he 
watched  and  waited  till  the  black 
mass  came  closer,  and  then  he 
distinctly  perceived  four  stout  men 
carrying  a  bier  on  their  shoulders, 
on  which  lay  a  corpse  covered  with 
a  white  cloth.  For  a  few  moments 
they  laid  it  down,  apparently  to  rest 
themselves,  and  the  Kern  instantlj' 
fired  ;  on  which  the  four  men  ran 
away  Bhriekiiig,  and  the  corpse  was 
left  alone  on  the  bier.  Kern  of 
Querin  immediately  sprang  to  the 
place,  and  lifting  the  cloth  from  the 
face  of  the  corpse,  beheld  by  the 


freezing  starlight  the  form  of  a 
beautiful  youn^  girl,  apparently  not 
dead  but  in  a  deep  sleep. 

Gently  he  passed  his  hand  over 
her  face  and  raised  her  up,  when 
she  opened  her  eyes  and  looked 
around  with  wild  wonder  but  spake 
never  a  word,  though  he  tried  to 
soothe  and  encourage  her.  Then, 
thinking  it  was  dangerous  for  them 
to  remain  in  that  place,  he  raised 
her  from  the  bier,  and  taking  her 
hand  led  her  away  to  his  own 
house.  They  arrived  safely  but  in 
silence.  And  for  twelve  months  did 
she  remain  with  the  Kern,  never 
tasting  food  or  speaking  word  for 
all  that  time. 

When  the  next  November  Eve 
came  round,  he  resolved  to  visit  the 
east  strand  again,  and  watch  from 
the  same  place,  in  the  hope  of 
meeting  with  some  adventure  that 
might  throw  light  on  the  history 
of  the  beautiful  girl.  His  way  lay 
beside  the  old  ruined  fort  called 
Lio9  na  fallainge  (the  Fort  of  the 
Mantle),  and  as  he  passed,  the 
sound  of  music  and  mirth  fell  on 
his  ear.  He  stopped  to  catch  the 
words  of  the  voices,  and  had  not 
waited  long  when  he  heard  a  man 
say  in  a  low  whisper — 

**  Where  shall  we  go  to-night  to 
carry  off  a  bride  ?" 

Aid  a  second  voice  answered — 

**  Wherever  we  go  I  hope  better 
luck  will  be  ours  &an  we  had  this 
day  twelvemonths." 

'*  Yes,"  said  a  third;  "on  that 
night  we  carried  off  a  rich  prize, 
the  fair  daughter  of  O'Connor; 
but  that  clown,  the  Kern  of 
Querin,  broke  our  spell  and  took 
her  from  us.  Yet  little  pleasure 
has  he  had  of  his  bride,  for  she 
has  neither  eaten  nor  drunk  nor 
uttered  a  word  since  she  entered 
his  house." 

''And  so  she  will  remain,"  said 
a  fourth,  ''  until  he  makes  her  eat 
off  her  father's  table-cloth,  which 
covered  her  as  she  lay  ou  \JbA\A^X) 
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and  whicli  is  now  thrown  up  over 
the  top  of  her  bed." 

On  hearing  all  this  the  Kern 
rushed  home,  and  without  waiting 
even  for  the  morning,  entered  the 
young  girl's  room,  took  down  the 
table-<dothy  spread  it  on  the  table, 
laid  meat  and  drink  thereon,  and 
led  her  to  it.  "Drink,"  he  said, 
**that  speech  may  come  to  you." 
And  she  drank,  and  eat  of  the  food, 
and  then  speech  came.  And  she  told 
the  Kern  her  story — how  she  was 
to  have  been  married  to  a  young 
lord  of  her  own  country,  and  the 
wedding  guests  had  all  assembled, 
when  she  felt  herself  suddenly  ill 
and  swooned  away,  and  never  knew 
more  of  what  had  happened  to  her 
until  the  Kern  had  passed  his  hand 
over  her  face,  by  which  she  re- 
covered consciousness,  but  could 
neither  eat  nor  speak,  for  a  spell 
was  on  her  and  she  was  helpless. 

Then  the  Kern  prepared  a 
ehariot,  and  carried  home  the  young 
girl  to  her  father,  who  was  like  to 
die  for  joy  when  he  beheld  her. 
And  the  Kern  grew  mightily  in 
O'Connor's  favour,  so  that  at  last 
he  gave  him  his  fair  young  daughter 
to  wife ;  and  the  wedded  pair  lived 
together  happily  for  many  long 
years  after,  and  no  evil  befel  them, 
but  good  followed  all  the  work  of 
their  hands. 


This  story  of  Kem  of  Querin 
still  lingers  in  the  faithful,  vivid 
Iiish  memory,  and  is  often  told  by 
the  peasants  of  Clare  when  they 
gather  round  the  fire  on  the  awful 
festival  of  Samhaitiy  or  November 
Eve,  when  the  dead  walk,  and  the 
spirits  of  earth  and  air  have  power 
over  mortals,  whether  for  good  or 
evil. 

The  evil  influence  of  the  fairy 
glance  does  not  kill,  but  it  throws 
the  object  into  a  death-like  trance, 
in  which  the  real  body  is  carried 
off  to  some  fairy  mansion,  while  a 
log  of  wood,or  some  ugly,  deformed 


creature  is  left  in  its  place,  clothed 
with  the  shadow  of  the  stolen 
form.  Young  women  remarkable 
for  beauty,  young  men,  and  hand- 
some children,  are  the  chief  victims 
of  the  fairy  stroke.  The  girls  are 
wedded  to  fairy  chiefs,  and  the 
young  men  to  fairy  queens;  and 
if  the  mortal  children  do  not  turn 
out  well  they  are  sent  back,  and 
others  carried  off  in  their  place. 
It  is  sometimes  possible,  by  the 
spells  of  a  powerful  fairy-man,  to 
bring  back  a  living  being  from 
Fairy-land,  but  they  are  never 
quite  the  same  after.  They  have 
Always  a  spirit-look,  especially  if 
they  have  listened  to  the  fairy 
music.  For  the  fairy  music  is  soft, 
and  low,  and  plaintive,  with  a  fatal 
charm  for  mortal  ears. 

One  day  a  gentleman  entered  a 
cabin  in  the  county  Clare,  and  saw 
a  young  g^rl  of  about  20  seated 
by  the  fire,  chanting  a  melancholy 
song,  without  settled  words  or 
music ;  on  inquiry  he  was  told 
that  she  had  once  heard  the  fairy 
harp,  and  those  who  hear  it  lose 
all  memory  of  love  or  hate,  and 
forget  all  things,  and  never  more 
have  any  other  sound  in  their  ears 
save  the  soft  music  of  the  fairy 
harp,  and  when  the  spell  is  broken, 
they  die. 

It  is  singular  that  the  Irish 
national  airs — plaintive,  beautiful, 
and  imutterably  pathetic — should 
so  perfectly  express  the  spirit  of 
the  C6ol-Sidhe  (tlie  fairy  music), 
as  it  haunts  the  fancy  of  the 
people  and  mingles  with  all  their 
traaitions  of  the  spirit  world. 
Wild  and  capricious  as  the  fairy 
nature,  these  delicate  harmonies, 
witli  their  mystic,  mournful  rhythm, 
seem  to  touch  the  deepest  chords 
of  feeling,  or  to  fill  the  sunshine 
with  laughter,  according  to  the 
mood  of  the  players;  but,  above 
all  things,  Irish  music  is  the  utter- 
ance of  a  divine  sorrow ;  not  stormy 
or  passionate,  but  like  that  of  an 
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exiled  spirit,  yearning  and  wistful, 
vague  and  unresting;  ever  seeking 
the  unattainable,  ever  shadowed, 
as  it  were,  with  memories  of  some 
lost  gcod,  or  some  dim  foreboding 
of  a  coming  fate-demotions  that 
seem  to  find  their  truest  expression 
in  the  sweet,  sad,  lingering  wail 
of  the  pathetic  minor  in  a  genuine 
Irish  air.  There  is  a  beautiful 
phrase  in  one  of  the  ancient 
manuscripts  descriptive  of  the 
wonderful  power  of  Irish  music 
over  the  sensitive  human  organi- 
sation:— **  Wounded  men  were 
soothed  when  they  heard  it,  and 
slept ;  and  women  in  travail  forgot 
their  pains."  There  are  many 
legends  concerning  the  subtle  charm 
of  the  fairy  music  and  dance,  when 
the  mortal  under  their  influence 
seems  to  move  through  the  air  with 
''  the  naked,  fleshless  feet  of  the 
spirit,"  and  is  lulled  by  the  ecstasy 
of  the  cadence  into  forgetfulness 
of  all  things,  and  sometimes  into 
the  sleep  of  death. 

The  following  story  is  from  the 
Irish,  as  told  by  a  native  of  one  of 
the  Western  Isles,  where  the 
primitive  superstitions  have  still 
all  the  freshness  of  young  life. 

THE  FAIEY  DANCE. 

A  Legexd  of  Suaek  Islaxd. 

One  evening  late  in  November, 
which  is  the  month  when  spirits 
have  most  i>ower  over  all  tlungs, 
as  the  prettiest  girl  in  all  the 
island  was  going  to  the  well  for 
water,  her  foot  slipped  and  she  fell. 
It  was  an  unlucky  omen,  and  when 
she  got  up  and  looked  round  it 
seemed  to  her  as  if  she  were  in 
a  strange  place,  and  all  around 
her  was  changed  as  if  by  enchant- 
ment. But  at  some  distance  she 
saw  a  great  crowd  gathered  round 
a  blazing  fire,  and  she  was  drawn 
slowly  on  towards  them,  till  at 
last  she  stood  in  the  very  midst  of 
4he  people ;  but  they  kept  silence, 
looking  fixedly  at  her;  and  she 


was  afraid,  and  tried  to  turn  and 
leave  them,  but  she  could  not.  Then 
a  beautiful  youth,  like  a  prince, 
with  a  red  sash,  and  a  golden 
band  on  his  long  yellow  hair,  came 
up  and  asked  her  to  dance. 

''It  is  a  foolish  thing  of  you, 
sir,  to  ask  me  to  dance,"  she  said, 
**  when  there  is  no  music." 

Then  he  lifted  his  hand  and 
madet  a  sign  to  the  people,  and 
instantly  the  sweetest  music 
sounded  near  her  and  around 
her,  and  the  young  man  took  her 
hand,  and  they  danced  and  danced 
till  the  moon  and  the  stars  went 
down,  but  she  seemed  like  one 
floating  on  the  air,  and  she  forgot 
everything  in  the  world  except  me 
dancing,  and  the  sweet  low  music, 
and  her  beautiful  partner. 

At  last  the  dancing  ceased,  and 
her  partner  thanked  her,  and 
invited  her  to  supper  with  the 
company.  Then  she  saw  an  open- 
ing in  the  ground,  and  a  flight  of 
steps,  and  the  young  man,  who 
seemed  to  be  the  king  amongst 
them  all,  led  her  down,  followed 
by  the  whole  company.  At  the 
end  of  the  stairs  they  came  upon 
a  large  hall,  all  bright  and  beau- 
tiful with  gold  and  silver  and 
lights ;  and  the  table  was  covered 
with  everything  good  to  eat,  and 
wine  was  poured  out  in  golden 
cups  for  them  to  drink,  wlien 
she  sat  down  they  all  pressed  her 
to  eat  the  food  and  to  drink  the 
wine  ;  and  as  she  was  weary  after 
the  dancing,  she  took  the  golden 
cup  the  prince  handed  to  her,  and 
raised  it  to  her  lips  to  drink. 
Just  then,  a  man  passed  close  to 
her,  and  whispered— 

**Eat  no  food,  and  drink  no 
wine,  or  you  will  never  reach  your 
home  again." 

So  she  laid  down  the  cup,  and 
refused  to  drink.  On  this  they 
were  angry,  and  a  great  noise 
arose,  and  a  fierce,  dark  man 
stood  up,  and  said — 
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"Whoever  comes  to  us  must 
drink  with  us." 

And  he  seized  her  arm,  and  held 
the  wine  to  her  lips,  so  that  she 
almost  died  of  fright.  But  at  that 
moment  a  red-haired  man  came  up, 
and  he  took  her  by  the  hand  and 
led  her  out. 

"You  are  safe  for  this  time," 
he  said.  "Take  this  herb,  and 
hold  it  in  your  hand  till  you  reach 
home,  and  no  one  can  harm  you." 
And  he  ^ave  her  a  branch  of  a 
plant  called  the  Athair-LiMB  (the 
ground  ivy). 

This  she  took,  and  fled  away 
along  the  sward  in  the  dark  night ; 
but  all  the  time  she  heard  ^t- 
Bteps  behind  her  in  pursuit.  At 
last  she  reached  home  and  barred 
the  door,  and  went  to  bed,  when 
a  great  clamour  arose  outside,  and 
voices  were  heard  crying  to  her — 

"  The  power  we  had  over  you  is 

fone  through  the  magic  of  the 
erb;  but  wait — ^when  you  dance 
again  to  the  music  on  the  hill,  you 
will  stay  with  us  for  evermore, 
and  none  shall  hinder." 

However,  she  kept  the  magic 
branch  safely,  and  the  fairies 
never  troubled  her  more;  but  it 
was  long  and  long  before  the 
sound  of  the  fairy  music  left  her 
ears  which  she  had  danced  to  that 
November  night,  on  the  hill  side 
with  her  fairy  lover.* 

The  "Eed-haired  Man"  al- 
though  he  is  considered  very  un- 
lucky in  actual  life,  yet  generally 
acts  in  the  fairy  world  as  the 
benevolent  Beua  ex  Machinaj  that 
saves  and  helps  and  rescues  the 
unhappy  mortal,  who  himself  is 
quite  helpless  under  the  fairy 
spells. 

There  was  a  man  in  Shark 
Island  who  used  to  cross  over  to 


Boffin  t  to  buy  tobacco,  but  when 
the  weather  was  too  rough  for  the 
boat  his  iU  temper  was  as  bad  as 
the  weather,  and  he  used  to  beat 
his  wife,  and  fling  aU  the  things- 
about,  so  that  no  one  could  stand 
before  him.  One  day  a  man  came- 
to  him. 

**  What  will  you  give  me  if  I  go- 
over  to  Boffin,"  said  he,  "and 
bring  you  the  tobacco  ?  " 

"  I  will  give  you  nothing,"  said 
the  other.  "Whatever  way  you 
go  I  can  go  also." 

"Then  come  with  me  to  the 
shore,"  said  the  flrst  man,  "  and 
I'll  shew  you  how  to  get  across ; 
but  as  only  one  can  go,  you  must 
go  alone." 

And  as  they  went  down  to  the 
sea  they  saw  a  great  company  of 
horsemen  and  ladies  gallopping 
along  with  music  and  laughter. 

"  Spring  up  now  on  a  horse  and 
you  wiU  get  across,"  said  the  first 
man. 

So  the  other  sprang  up  as  he  was 
told,  and  in  an  instant  they  all 

}'umped  right  across  the  sea  and 
anded  at  Boffin.  Then  he  ran  to 
buy  the  tobacco  and  was  back 
again  in  a  minute,  and  found  all 
the  same  company  by  the  sea 
shore.  He  sprang  again  upon  a 
horse  and  they  all  jumped  right 
into  the  sea,  but  suddenly  stopped 
midway  between  the  two  islands, 
where  there  was  a  great  rock,  and 
beyond  this  they  could  not  force 
the  horses  to  move.  Then  there 
was  g^eat  disquietude  amongst 
them,  and  they  called  a  coimcil. 

"  There  is  a  mortal  amongst  us," 
they  said.  "  Let  us  drown  him." 
And  they  carried  the  man  up  to 
the  top  of  the  rock  and  cast  him. 
down;  and  when  he  rose  to  the 
surface  again  they  caught  him  by 
the  hair,  and  cried — 


*  In  Ancient  Egypt  the  ivy  was  sacred  to  Osiri^,  and  a  saf  egnard  against  evil. 

t  The  correct  names  for  these  islands  are  Innis-Erk  (the  Island  of  St.  Erk),  andi 
Innis-bo-finn  (the  Island  of  the  White  Cow). 
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'*  Drown  him !  Drown  him  !  We 
have  the  power  over  life  and 
death ;  he  must  be  drowned." 

And  they  were  going  to  cast 
him  down  a  second  time,  when  a 
red-haired  man  pleaded  for  him, 
and  carried  him  off  with  a  strong 
hand  safe  to  shore. 

"Now,"  said  he,  *'you  are  safe, 
hut  mind,  the  spirits  are  watching 
you,  and  if  ever  again  you  beat 
your  poor  good  wife,  and  knock 
about  the  things  at  home  just  to 
torment  her  out  of  her  life,  you 
will  die  upon  that  rock  as  sure  as 
fate."  And  he  vanished.  So  from 
that  time  forth  the  man  was  as 
meek  as  a  mouse,  for  he  was  afraid ; 
and  whenever  he  went  by  the  rock 
in  his  boat  he  always  stopped  a 
xoinute,  and  said  a  little  prayer  for 
Us  wife,  with  a  **  God  bless  her." 
And  this  kept  away  the  evil,  and 
ik&j  both  lived  together  happily 
ever  after  to  a  great  old  age. 

This  is  but  a  rude  tale.  Yet  the 
moral  is  good,  and  the  threat  of 
retributive  justice  shews  a  laudable 
spirit  of  indignation  on  the  part 
of  the  fairy  race  against  the 
tjrranny  of  man  over  the  weaket 
vessel. 

An  ethical  purpose  is  not  often 
to  be  detected  in  the  Irish  legends ; 
but  the  following  tale  combines 
an  inner  meaning  with  the  inci- 
dents, in  a  profound  and  re- 
markable manner.  The  idea  that 
underlies  the  story  is  very  subtle 
and  tragic;  Calderon  or  Goethe 
might  have  founded  a  drama  on 
it ;  and  Browning's  genius  would 
find  a  fitting  subject  in  this  con- 
trast between  the  pride  of  the 
audacious,  self-reliant  sceptic  in 
the  hour  of  his  triumph,  and  the 
moral  agony  that  precedes  his 
punishment  and  death. 

THE  PRIEST'S  SOUL. 
In  former  days  there  were  great 
schools  in  Ireland  where  every  sort 
of    learning  was   taught   tc    the 


people,  and  even  the  poorest  had. 
more  knowledge  at  that  time  than 
many  a  gentleman  has  now.  But 
as  to  the  priests,  their  learnings 
was  above  all,  so  that  the  fame- 
of  Ireland  went  over  the  whole 
world,  and  many  kings  from 
foreign  lands  used  to  send  th^ 
sons  all  the  way  to  Ireland  to  be- 
brought  up  in  the  Irish  schools. 

Now,  at  this  time  there  was  a. 
little  boy  learning  at  one  of  theuL 
who  was  a  wonder  to  every  one  for 
his  cleverness.      His  parents  were 
only  labouring    people,    and    of 
course  very  poor;  but  young  as> 
he  was,  and  poor  as  he  was,  no 
king's  or  lord's   son    coidd  come 
up  to  him  in  learning.    Even  the 
masters  were  put  to  shame ;  for 
when  they  were  trying  to  teach 
him  he  would  tell  them  somethings 
they  never  heard  of  before,  and 
shew  them  their  ignorance.     One 
of  his  great  triumphs  was  in  argu- 
ment ;  and  he  would  go  on.  till  he 
proved  to  you  that  black  was  white,, 
and  then  when  you  gave  in,  for  no 
one  could  beat  him  in  talk,  he 
would  turn  round  and  shew  you 
that  white  was  black,   or  may  be 
that  there  was  no  colour  at  ail  in 
the  world.    When  he  grew  up  his- 
poor  father  and  mother  were  so 
proud  of  him  that  they  resolved  to- 
make  him  a  priest,  which  they  did 
at  last,  though  they  nearly  starved 
themselves    to    get    the     money. 
Well,  such  anotiier  learned  man 
was  not  in  Ireland,  and  he  was  as 
great  in  argument  as  ever,  so  that 
no  one  could  stand  before  him. 
Even  the  Bishops  tried  to  talk  to* 
him,  but  he  shewed  them  at  once 
they  knew  nothing  at  all. 

Now  there  were  no  school- 
masters in  those  times,  but  it  was- 
the  priests  taught  the  people ;  and 
as  this  man  was  the  cleverest  in 
Ireland  all  the  foreign  kings  sent 
their  sons  to  him  as  long  as  he 
had  house-room  to  give  them.  So- 
he  grew  very  proud,  and  be^-asL  W 
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forget  how  low  lie  had  been,  and 
worst  of  all,  even  to  forget  God, 
who  had  made  him  what  he  was. 
And  the  pride  of  arguing  got  hold 
of  him,  80  that  from  one  thing  to 
another  he  went  on  to  prove  that 
there  was  no  Purgatory,  and  then 
no  Hell,  and  then  no  Heaven,  and 
then  no  God ;  and  at  last  that  men 
had  no  souls,  but  were  no  more 
than  a  dog  or  a  cow,  and  when 
they  died  there   was  an  end   of 
them.     **  Who  ever  saw  a  soul  ?  " 
he  would  say.     **  If  you  can  shew 
me  one,  I  will  believe."    No  one 
•could  make  any  answer  to  this ; 
and  at  last  they  all  came  to  believe 
that  as  there  was  no  other  world, 
*every  one  might    do  what    they 
liked  in  this  ;   the   priest  setting 
the  example,  for  ho  took  a  beau- 
tiful young  giil  to  wife.     But  as 
no  priest  or  bishop  in  the  whole 
land  could  be  got  to  marry  them, 
he  was  obliged  to  read  the  service 
over  for  himself.     It  was  a  great 
iscandal,  yet  no  one  dared  to  say  a 
word,  for  all  the  kings'  sons  were 
on    his    side,    and    would    have 
slaughtered  any  one  who  tried  to 
prevent    his    wicked     goings-on. 
Poor  boys!   they  all  believed  in 
him,  and  thought  every  word  he 
said  was  the  truth.     In  this  way 
his  notions  began  to  spread  about, 
and  the  whole  world  was  going  to 
i;he  bad,  when  one  night  an  angel 
came  down  from  Heaven,  and  told 
the  priest  he  had  but  twenty-four 
hours    to    live.       He    began     to 
tremble,    and  asked  for    a    little 
more  time. 

But  the  angel  was  stiff,  and  told 
him  i/hat  could  not  be. 

**  What  do  you  want  time  for, 
you  sinner  ?  "  he  asked. 

*'  Oh,  sir,  have  pity  on  my  poor 
•soul !  "  urged  the  priest. 

"  Oh,  ho !  You  have  a  soul, 
then,"  said  the  angel.  *'  Pray, 
how  did  you  find  that  out  ?  " 

'*It  has  been  fluttering  in  me 
v^ver since  you  appeared,"  answered 


the  priest.     *'  What  a  fool  I  was 
not  to  think  of  it  before." 

<'  A  fool  indeed,"  said  the  angel. 
''What  good  was  all  your  learning, 
when  it  could  not  tell  you  that  you 
had  a  soul  ?  " 

**  Ah,  my  lord,"  said  the  priest, 
"  if  I  am  to  die,  tell  me  how  soon 
I  may  be  in  Heaven  ?  " 

**  Never,"  replied  the  angel. 
"You  denied  there'was  a  Heaven." 

"Then,  my  lord,  may  I  go  to 
Purjfatory  ?  " 

"You  denied  Purgatory  also; 
you  must  go  straight  to  Hell,"  said 
the  angel. 

*'  But,  my  lord,  I  denied  Hell 
also,"  answered  the  priest,  "so 
you  can't  send  me  there  either." 

The  angel  was  a  little  puzzled. 

"Well,"  said  he,  "PU  tell  you 
what  I  can  do  for  you.  You  may 
either  live  now  on  earth  for  100 
years  enjoying  every  pleasure,  and 
then  be  cast  into  Hell  for  ever  ;  or 
you  may  die  in  twenty-four  hours 
in  the  most  horrible  torments,  and 
pass  through  Purgatory,  there  to 
remain  till  the  Day  of  Judgment, 
if  only  you  can  find  some  one 
person  that  believes,  and  through 
his  belief  mercy  will  be  vouchsafed 
to  you  and  your  soul  will  be 
saved." 

The  priest  did  not  take  five 
minutes  to  make  up  his  mind. 

* '  I  will  have  death  in  the  twenty- 
four  hours,"  he  said;  "  so  that  my 
soul  may  be  saved  at  last." 

On  this  the  angel  gave  him  di- 
rections as  to  what  he  was  to  do, 
and  left  him. 

Then,  immediately,  the  priest 
entered  the  large  room  where  all 
his  scholars  and  the  kings'  sons 
were  seated,  and  called  out  to 
them — 

"Now,  tell  me  the  truth,  and 
let  none  fear  to  contradict  me. 
Tell  me  what  is  your  belief.  Have 
men  soids  ?  " 

"Master,"  they  answered,  "once 
we  believed  that  men  had  souls ; 
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but,  thanks  to  your  teaching,  "we 
believe  so  no  longer.  There  is  no 
Hell,  and  no  Heaven,  and  no  God. 
This  is  our  belief,  for  it  is  thus 
you  taught  us." 

Then  the  priest  grew  pale  with 
fear  and  he  cried  out — ''Listen !  I 
taught  you  a  lie.  There  is  a  God, 
and  man  has  an  immortal  soul.  I 
believe  now  all  I  denied  before." 

But  the  shouts  of  laughter  that 
rose  up  drowned  the  priest's  voice, 
for  they  thought  he  was  only  try- 
ing them  for  argument. 

''Prove  it,  Master,"  they  cried, 
**  prove  it.  Who  has  ever  seen 
God?  Who  has  ever  seen  the 
soul?" 

And  the  room  was  stirred  with 
their  laughter. 

The  priest  stood  up  to  answer 
them,  but  no  word  could  he  utter ; 
all  his  eloquence,  all  his  powers  of 
argument  had  gone  from  him,  and 
he  could  do  nothing  but  wring  his 
hands  and  cry  out— 

"  There  is  a  God !  there  is  a 
God!  Lord  have  mercy  on  my 
soul!" 

And  they  all  began  to  mock  him, 
and  repeat  his  own  words  that  he 
had  taught  them — 

"  Shew  him  to  us ;  shew  us  your 
God." 

And  he  fled  from  them  groaning 
with  agony,  for  he  saw  that  none 
believed,  and  how  then  could  his 
soul  be  saved  ? 

But  he  thought  next  of  his  wife. 

"  She  will  believe,"  he  said  to 
himself.  "Women  never  give  up 
God." 

And  he  went  to  her;  but  she 
told  him  that  she  believed  only 
what  he  taught  her,  and  that  a 
good  wife  should  believe  in  her 
husband  first,  and  before  and 
above  all  things  in  heaven  or 
earth. 

Then  despair  came  on  him,  and 
he  rushed  from  the  house  and  began 
to  ask  everyone  he  met  if  they 
believed.     But  the  same  answer 


came  from  on  e  and  all —  *  *  We  be- 
lieve only  what  you  have  taught 
UB,"  for  his  doctrines  had  spread  far 
and  wide  through  the  county. 

Then  he  grew  half  mad  with 
fear,  for  tiie  hours  were  passing. 
And  he  flung  himself  down  on  the 
ground  in  a  lonesome  spot,  and 
wept  and  g^aned  in  terror,  for 
the  tune  was  coming  fast  when  he 
must  die. 

Just  then  a  little  child  came  bjr. 

*'Gk)d  save  you  kindly,"  said 
the  child  to  him. 

The  priest  started  up.  *'  Child, 
do  you  believe  in  God  ? "  he 
asked. 

"  I  have  come  from  a  far  country 
to  learn  about  Him,"  said  the 
child.  "Will  your  honour  direct 
me  to  the  best  school  that  they 
have  in  these  parts?" 

"The  best  school  and  the  best 
teacher  is  close  by,"  n^aid  the  priest, 
and  he  named  himself. 

"  Oh,  not  to  that  man,"  answered 
the  child,  "  for  I  am  told  he  denies 
God,  and  Heaven,  and  Hell,  and 
oven  that  man  has  a  soul,  because 
we  can't  see  it ;  but  I  would  soon 
put  him  down." 

The  priest  looked  at  him  earn- 
estly. 

"  How  ?  "  he  inquired. 

"Why,"  said  the  child,  "I 
would  ask  him  if  he  believed  he 
had  life  to  shew  me  his  life." 

"  But  he  could  not  do  that,  my 
child,"  said  the  priest.  "Life  can- 
not be  seen ;  we  have  it,  but  it  is 
invisible." 

"Then  if  we  have  life,  though 
wc  cannot  see  it,  we  may  also  have 
a  soul,  though  it  is  invisible," 
answered  the  child. 

When  the  priest  heard  him 
speak  these  words  he  fell  down 
on  his  knees  before  him,  weeping 
for  joy,  for  now  he  knew  his  soiu 
was  safe  ;  he  had  met  at  last  one 
that  believed.  And  he  told  the 
child  his  whole  story :  all  his 
wickedness,  and  pride,  and  blaa- 
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phemy  against  the  great  Gk)d; 
and  how  the  angel  had  come  to 
him  and  told  him  of  the  only  way 
in  which  he  could  be  sayed, 
through  the  faith  and  prayers  of 
some  one  that  believed. 

**Now  then,"  he  said  to  the 
child,  *'  take  this  penknife  and 
strike  it  into  my  breast,  and  go  on 
stabbing  the  flesh  until  you  see  the 
paleness  of  death  on  my  face. 
Then  watch — for  a  living  thing 
will  soar  up  from  my  body  as  I 
die,  and  you  will  then  know  that 
iry  soul  has  ascended  to  the  pre- 
sence of  God.  And  when  you  see 
this  thing,  make  haste  and  run  to 
my  school  and  call  on  all  my 
scholars  to  come  and  see  that  the 
soul  of  their  master  has  left  the 
body,  and  that  all  he  taught  them 
was  a  lie,  for  that  there  is  a  Gk)d 
who  punishes  sin,  and  a  Heaven 
and  a  Hell,  and  that  man  has  an 
immortal  soul,  destined  for  etemsil 
happiness  or  misery." 

**  I  will  pray,"  said  the  child, 
''to  have  courage  to  do  this 
work." 

And  he  kneeled  down  and 
prayed.  Then  when  he  rose  up  he 
took  the  penknife  and  struclc  it 
into  the  priest's  heart,  and  struck 
and  struck  again  till  all  the  flesh 
was  lacerated  ;  but  still  the  priest 
lived  though  the  agony  was 
horrible,  for  he  could  not  £e  until 
the  twenty -four  hours  had  expired. 
At  last  the  agony  seemed  to 
cease,  and  the  stillness  of  death 
settled  on  his  face.  Then  the 
child,  who  was  watching,  saw  a 
beautiful  living  creature,  with  four 
snow  white  wings,  moimt  from  the 
dead  man's  body  into  the  air  and 
go  fluttering  round  his  head. 

So  ho  ran  to  bring  the  scholars ; 
and  when  they  saw  it  they  all  knew 
it  was  the  soul  of  their  master,  and 
they  watched   with  wonder    and 


awe  until  it  passed  from  sight  into 
the  clouds. 

^ind  this  was  the  first  butterfly 
that  was  ever  seen  in  Ireland ;  and 
now  all  men  know  that  the  butter- 
flies are  the  souls  of  the  dead 
waiting  for  the  moment  when  they- 
may  enter  Purgatory,  and  so  pass 
through  torture  to  purification  and 
peace. 

But  the  schools  of  Ireland  were- 
quite  deserted  after  that  time,  for 
people  said,  What  is  the  use  of 
going  so  far  to  learn  when  tho 
wisest  man  in  all  Ireland  did  not 
know  if  he  had  a  soul  till  he  was 
near  losing  it ;  and  was  only  saved 
at  last  through  the  simple  belief 
of  a  little  child? 


The  allusion  in  this  clever  tale- 
to  the  ancient  Irish  schools  is  based 
on  historical  fact.  From  th& 
seventh  to  the  tenth  century  Ire- 
land was  the  centre  of  learning. 
The  g^eat  Alfred  of  England  was 
a  student  at  one  of  the  famous 
Irish  seminaries,  along  with  other 
royal  and  noble  youths,  and  there 
formed  a  .life-long  friendship 
with  the  learned  Adamnan,  wha 
often  afterwards  was  a  welcome 
guest  at  the  Court  of  King 
Alfred.  Other  eminent  Irishmen 
are  known  to  history  as  the- 
teachers  and  evangelisers  of  Eu- 
rope. Alcuin,  the  Irish  monk,, 
became  the  friend  and  secretary 
of  Charlemagne,  and  founded,  at 
Aix-la-Chapelle,  the  first  Grammar 
School  in  the  Imperial  dominions. 
And  the  celebrated  Clemens  and 
Albinus,  two  Irishmen  of  distin- 
guished ability  and  learning,  aided 
the  Emperor  not  only  in  educating 
the  people,  but  also  to  found  a 
school  for  the  nobles  within  his 
own  palace. 

{To  he  conimtted,) 
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THE  OCCULT  AND  ITS  PROFESSORS.' 


The  obscure  and  dangerous  subject 
which  has  received  the  inappro- 
priate name  of  Spiritualism  is  one 
that  is  approached  by  cautious 
thinkers  with  confessed  reluctance. 
According  to  the  positive  state- 
ments of  its  most  zealous  advocates 
the  inquiry  is  surrounded  with  a 
«loud  of  doubt.  But  the  assertion 
of  its  most  hostile  assailants,  that 
the  whole  case  is  one  of  imposture 
and  delusion,  even  if  it  were  proved, 
neither  diminishes  the  gravity  of 
the  inquiry  nor  sheds  much  liffht 
on  some  of  its  most  remarkable 
features.  We  have  now  before  us 
two  books  which  profess  to  discuss 
the  subject  with  something  ap- 
proaching scientific  im2)artiality. 
They  represent  extreme  views, 
taken  from  diametrically  opposite 
stand  points.  One  is  the  work,  or 
at  least  bears  the  name  of  a 
man  who  proclaims  himself  to  be 
"  the  exponent  of  a  cause  counting 
its  adherents  by  millions  in  both 
the  old  world  and  the  new."  He 
describes  himself  *'  as  the  servant 
■of  a  power  outside  of,  and  uncom- 
prehended  by,  myself."  Of.  all 
forms  and  phases  of  the  o6cult 
influences  in  question,  Mr.  Home 
regards  himself  as  a  witness  or  an 
exemplar.  Dr.  Carpenter,  on  the 
contrary,  rich  in  such  knowledge 
of  the  compound  structure  of  man 
as  can  be  acquired  by  the  anato- 
mist, and,  to  a  certain  extent,  by 


the  physiologist,  has  never  wit- 
nessed any  abnormal  phenomena 
for  which  he  thinks  the  explana- 
tion of  either  self-delusion  or 
imposture  insufficient.  Each  writer, 
moreover,  shares  the  grave  literary 
defect  of  offering  to  lie  public  his 
own  particular  views  in  the  guise, 
and  in  the  place,  of  veritable 
statements  of  fact.  In  a  book 
which,  as  tending  to  throw  the 
gravest  doubts  on  the  honesty  of 
almost  all  advocates  of  Spiritua- 
lism, demanded  the  most  careful 
and  exact  statements,  Mr.  Home 

gives  the  testimony  of  Mr. , 

Mr.   ,  Mr.   A ,   Mrs. 

H ,  **  the  medium  who  bears 

a  principal  part  in  the  ensuing 
history,"  and  the  like.  He  refers 
to  **the  various  cases  I  might  lay 
before  the  reader,"  but  adds  in  a 
note  **they  are  omitted  on  account 
of  their  tragic  nature."  While 
insisting  on  the  importance  of  test 
and  proof  with  regard  to  the  state- 
mente  of  other  writers,  he  omits  to 
give,  in  any  case,  the  slightest  clue 
by  which  the  reader  may  verify  or 
control  his  own  assertions.  In  a 
book  of  such  high  pretensions, 
and  which  has  called  forth  such 
very  natural  condemnations  from 
Mr.  Home's  former  friends, 
this  vagueness  of  statement  abso- 
lutely courts  contempt.  On  the 
other  hand.  Dr.  Carpenter  has 
shewn  himself  to  be  equally  unre- 


*  Mei^merism.  Spiritnaliinn,  &c.,  Historically  and  Scientifically  Oonndered.    Bjr 
W.  B.  Carpenter,  C.B.,  M.D.,  F.B.S.,  dco.   London  :  Longmans.    1877. 
lights  and  Shadows  of  Spiritnalism.     By  D.  D.  Home.    London :  Virtue.    1877. 
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liable,  as  far  as  regards  giving  any 
proof  of  that  patient  and  impartial 
control    of    the     authenticity    of 
statements  which  the  public  has 
the  right  to  expect  of   a   serious 
writer.       Before   the  simple   and 
plaintive  statement  of  Mrs.  Jencken 
(formerly  Catherine  Fox),  in  the 
Athenaum  of  9th  June,   1877,  he 
can  only  plead  that  his  re-assertion 
of  a  long    exploded  scandal  was 
taken  from  a  source  which  can  not 
be   regarded    as    one  on    which 
a  man   of    science    should    have 
relied  for  his  cardinal  facts.     And 
instead  of  that  complete  apology 
which  the    case    demanded,     and 
in    consideration  of  the    graceful 
rendering  of  which  the  error  might 
have  been,  although  not  retrieved, 
pardoned,  he  attempts  to  retreat 
by  giving  imaginary  explanations 
of  sounds  which  he  did  not  hear, 
which  those  who  have  heard  them 
know  to  be  entirely  absurd. 

As  matter  of  scientific  analysis, 
therefore,  it  is  not  to  be  expected 
that  the  perusal  of  either  of  the 
polemical  works  we  have  named 
will  repay  any  great  expenditure 
of  time.  But  there  is  a  method  by 
which,  vague  and  shadowy  as  are 
their  arguments,  each  of  these  books 
may  be  made  use  of  as  a  valuable 
contribution  to  the  real  investiga- 
tion of  the  subject.  This  method 
is  the  comparative  method.  If  we 
find  certain  admissions,  of  great 
comprehensiveness,  common  to  the 
arguments  of  two  such  unhesitating 
opponents,  we  can  hardly  err  in 
accepting  them  as  true,  or  at  the 
least  in  examining  them  with  a 
favourable  disposition  so  to  accept 
them.  It  will  be  seen  that  such 
common  admissions  do  exist,  and 
that  they  are  such  as  to  cover  no 
small  part  of  the  whole  field  of 
inquiry. 

The  first  176  pages  of  Mr. 
Home's  volume  may  be  described 
as  a  rhapsodical  abstract  of  Mr. 
Howitt's  volmninous  compilation, 


the  "History  of  the  Supernatural.'^ 
The  motive  of  each  is  the  same. 
It  is  the  idea  that  in  all  human 
history  the  men  and  women  whose 
names    are   recorded    as   moving 
actors  were  more  or  less  unconscious 
puppets  of  disembodied,  invisible 
spirits;    and    that    those    whose 
names  shine  the  brightest  in  the 
roll  are  those  who  were  most  fully 
aware  of  their  relationship  to  thes» 
controlling  powers.    But  while  Mr. 
Howitt,  though  quoting  very  often 
at  second  or  third  hand,  affords  in 
his  notes  indications  by  means  of 
which    the    reader  can  seek  the 
authorities  relied  on,  and  see  how 
much  is  history  and  how  much  is 
Mr.   Hewitt's    explanation  of  its 
course,  Mr.  Home  carefully  avoids, 
in    this    as    in    all    the    rest    of 
his  book,  every  hint  which  could 
lead  to  the  verification  or  the  cor- 
rection of  any  of  his  statements.  All 
must  be  taken  as  he  chooses  to 
g^ve  it.      It  is  very  difficult    to 
imderstand  to  what  class  of  readers 
this  portion  of  the  work  is  ad- 
dressed.     Wholly    ignorant    and 
uncultivated  persons,   who  never 
read  any  other  book,  may  perhaps 
accept  it  as  true  on  the  ground 
that  it  is  in  print.     Persons  who 
have    studied    Mr.    Howitt    with 
delight,    and  who   agree    in    toto 
with  him  or  with  Mr.  Home,  may 
take  pleasure  in  refreshing  their 
minds  by  a  summary  of  the  case- 
made  out  according  to  their  views. 
But  to  no  other  class  of  persons 
can  writing  of  the  kind  be  accept- 
able.    To    none,    as    far    as    we- 
can  see,  can  it  be  usefid.     It  is  so 
much  printed  matter  added  to  the 
contents  of   the    book,    the    solo 
effect  of  which  is  to  demonstrate 
how  totally  incapable  the  author 
must  be  of  forming  any  clear  idea 
of   either  evidence  or  arirument. 
When  assertion  is  made  to  stand 
for  both,  reason  is  entirely  left  out 
of  sight. 
At  the  same  time  this  rambling 
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monologue  has    the    merit    of  a 
central  idea.     Mr.  Howitt  and  Mr. 
Home  have  a  theory  of  history ; 
and  however  vag^e,  imsupported, 
and  exaggerated  that  theory  may 
be,  there  is  no  denying  that  it  is 
one  on  which  (if  it  were  reduced 
within  the  limits  of  sanity)  it  is 
possible     to    co-ordinate,    and  to 
some  extent  to  explain,  the  facts. 
Certain  groups  of  the  most  salient 
of  these  facts  are  also  cited  by  Dr. 
Carpenter.  We  may  thus  be  justi- 
fied in  admitting  that  the  abnormal 
circumstances  which  historic  docu- 
ments testify  as  having  occurred  at 
the  tomb   of  the  Abbe  Paris,  to 
take  one  group,  did  so  occur.     So 
far    as    these   facts   are  attested, 
they     are     only     conceivable     as 
grouped  round  the  central  idea  of 
the  special  and  imusual  exercise  of 
some   hidden  force,    or    invisible 
power.     When  we  are  told  by  Dr. 
Carpenter  that  they  are  only  delu- 
sions due  to  the  developments  of 
the  **  dominant  idea" — that  they 
never   really    did,    because    they 
never  could,  occur,  and  that  none 
of    the    witnesses     are    reliable 
because  the  facts  they  narrate  are 
unusual  and  not  at  all  in  harmony 
with  Dr.  Carpenter's  opinions,  or 
even  with  his  personal  experience, 
— ^we  are  forced  to  repeat  the  words 
of  a  man  of  real  and  high  eminence, 
the  late  Professor  de  Morgen: — 
**  The  Spiritualists,  beyond  a  doubt, 
are  in  the  path  that  has  led  to  all 
advancement  in  physical  science; 
their  opponents  are  the  represen- 
tatives of  those  who  have  striven 
against  progress."     ''The  deluded 
spirit-rappers    are  on    the    right 
track ;  they  have  the  spirit  and  the 
method  of  the  grand  times  when 
those  paths  were  cut  through  the 
uncleared  forest  in  which  it  is  now 
the  daily  routine  to  walk.     What 
was  that  spirit  ?     It  was  the  spirit 
of  universal  examination,  wholly 
unchecked  by  fear  of  being  detected 
in  the  investigation  of  nonsense." 


Not  that  these  pithy  words  can  be- 
applied  to  va^e  writings  such  as 
that  of  Mr.  Home ;  but  that  under 
any  circumstances,  the  mere  i)re- 
sentation  of  a  conceivable  h^i)o- 
thesis  is  a  great  advance  as  com- 
pared to  the  helpless  reference  of 
any  obscure  phenomena  to  the 
spirit  of  lies. 

As  an  illustration  of  the  feeble- 
ness of    the   argimient     of     Dr. 
Carpenter  we  may  refer  to  a  case^ 
of  imdoubted  delusion,  which  has- 
often  been  re-produced  in  seasons- 
of  epidemic  disease.     It  seems  to* 
be  almost  an  inseparable  accompa- 
niment of    such    disease.      Even 
in     the     mildest    form,    that    of 
the    outbreak     of    a    ^ght    dis- 
temper in  a  public  school,  it  has- 
not  failed  to  make  its  appearanco 
within  our  own  knowledge,  and  no 
doubt  within  that  of  most  school 
boys.     It  is  the  idea  that  the  evil  is- 
the  result  of  poison,  or  of  the  sur- 
reptitious administration  of  drugs 
whether  with   good   or  with  eviL 
intent.     In  the  case  of  plague,  it 
has  usually  been  the  Jews,  or  som& 
class  of   heretics,  who  have   poi- 
soned the  wells.     In  the  school,  it 
was  the  housekeeper,  who  wanted, 
to  give  the  boys  a  good  dose  to- 
send  them  home  in  right  order  for 
the  holidays.     In  all  these  cases,, 
the    attribution  is   pure,   immiti- 
gated    delusion.     But    it    is    not 
what     Dr.     Carpenter's     theory 
requires — delusion  without  a  basis 
or  origin.     It  is  hasty  and  imper- 
fect reasoning,  but  it  is  based  on 
facts.  The  facts  are  ill  collated,  but 
they  exist.     The  first  of  them  is 
the  presence  of  the  evil,  and  that 
in  an  intense  degree  that  makes 
men    wild     with     panic.       The 
second  is  the  absolute  ignorance  of 
the  public  as  to  the  cause  of  the 
evil.     The  third  is  the  partial  and. 
imperfect    knowledge    that    such 
and    such    drugs     cause    similar- 
phenomena,  and  that  acquaintance- 
with  the  powers  of  such  drugs  i& 
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possessed  by  certain  men — doctors, 
Jews,  sorcerers,  or  what  not. 
And  then  comes  the  erroneous 
inference  that  these  men  have  so 
acted  in  the  case  in  question,  and 
that  here  is  a  solution  of  the 
mystery.  It  is  a  barbarous,  panic- 
stricken  reasoning ;  but  it  explains 
ihe  dominant  idea — the  origination 
of  which,  in  the  view  taken  by 
Dr.  Carpenter,  is  entirely  im- 
explained. 

In  fact,  if  we  accept  Dr.  Carpen- 
ter's view,  and  come  at  once  to 
its  logical  sequence,  not  only  shall 
we  be  obliged  to  admit  that  reli- 
gion, in  any  systematic  form,  is 
untrue,  but  we  must  further  hold 
it  to  be  inexplicable.  The  domi- 
nance of  the  religious  idea  is  a  phe- 
nomenon of  universal  occurrence, 
for  which  no  cause  can,  on  this 
theory,  be  assigned.  For  by  reli- 
gion, apart  from  any  etymological 
quibble  on  the  word,  is  implied 
tiie  acceptance  of  those  dominant 
ideas  which  are  described  in  the 
work  before  us  as  delusions.  The 
central  idea  of  what  may  be  called 
natural,  or  truly  catholic  religion, 
is  the  immortality  of  the  soul.  To 
this,  in  case  of  the  chief  forms  of 
national  or  tribal  religions,  has 
been  added  the  belief  in  supreme 
invisible  power,  and  in  the  occur- 
rence of  communications  made  by 
that  i>ower  to  man.  Such  is  the 
meaning  of  the  word  Kevelation. 
It  can  not  be  too  distinctly  stated 
that  the  central  idea  of  modem 
Spiritualism  is  the  central  idea  of 
all  revealed  religion.  It  is  the 
belief  in  the  possibility,  and  in  the 
fact,  of  direct  communication  be- 
tween man  and  the  invisible  world. 
There  may  be  a  difference  of  ex- 
traordinary width  between  belief 
in  the  communications  said  to  be 
made  to  Mr.  Home  to  Mr.  Eddy, 
or  to  Kardec,  and  those  claimed 
for  Xavier,  for  Swedenbore,  or  for 
Joan  of  Arc;  to  say  noming  of 
more    august    names    of    earlier 


date.  But  the  difference  is  one  of 
degree,  not  of  kind.  The  question 
is  one  of  evidence.  We  may  be- 
lieve in  the  supernatural  claims  of 
the  Apostle  of  the  Indies  and  of 
Japan,  and  refuse  those  of  Ema- 
nuel Swedenborg ;  but  no  one  who 
admits  the  truth  of  the  first  can 
deny  the  possibility  of  the  second. 
All  that  he  can  say  is  that  he  is 
convinced  by  the  evidence  in  one 
case,  and  not  by  that  in  the  other. 
In  that  case  the  question  is  treated 
on  its  true  plane,  as  matter  of 
evidence  and  of  proof.  But  if 
it  be  not  only  a  mockery  and 
a  delusion  to  hold  that  an  an^el 
or  spirit  has  spoken  to  or  Dy 
Mr.  Home,  or  St.  Francis  Xavier, 
but  if,  further,  such  a  com- 
munication be  out  of  the  cate- 
gory of  possibility,  the  religions  of 
the  world  are  built  on  sand.  Dr. 
Carpenter's  theory  would  sweep 
every  form  of  temple,  of  church, 
and  of  tomb  from  the  face  of  the 
earth.  It  would  destroy  the  ulti- 
mate sanction  of  all  human  creed. 
It  would  inscribe  on  the  first  pages 
of  the  education  of  mankind,  **Let 
us  eat  and  drink — ^for  to-morrow 
we  die."  Hojie  and  fear  of  what 
follows  death  are  alike  without 
ground  if  no  voice  from  the  invisi- 
ble world  has  ever  whispered  to 
man — **  We  shall  not  all  sleep,  but 
we  shall  all  bo  changed." 

It  is  remarkable,  however,  to 
find  to  how  great  an  extent  two 
men  who  regard  the  same  subject 
from  opposite  poles  are  in  accord 
as  to  facta.  In  the  first  place,  it 
is  the  belief  both  of  Mr.  Home 
and  of  Dr.  Carpenter  that  the 
pljiase  of  real  or  imaginary  rela- 
tionship to  the  invisible  world 
which  has  attained  such  propor- 
tions since  1848,  is  identical  in  its 
intimate  nature  with  former  waves 
of  the  same  influence,  which  have 
been  variously  designated  as  Reve- 
lation, necromancy,  sorcery',  witch- 
craft,  and  the  like.      All  these^ 
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according    to    one    author,     are 
normal  aevelopments  of  a  natural, 
though  obscure  relationship;    ac- 
cording to    the   other,    they    are 
epidemic   and  unexplained    delu- 
sions. Dropping  the  special  opinion 
held  by  each  writer  of  the  intimate 
character  of  some  of  the  pheno- 
mena,   both    agree    as    to    their 
general  identity.     This  is  one  step 
in  advance.     A  second  groimd  of 
accordance  is  to  be  found  in  the 
admission  of  the  unreliability,  and 
of  the  absence  of  any  certain  test 
as  to  the  origin  and  nature,  of  the 
communications  made,  on  the  as- 
sumption that  such  origin  is  alto- 
gether   external     to    the    human 
persons  affected  by,  or  aiding  to 
produce,    them.        Thirdly,     both 
writers   agree   as  to  the  extreme 
pei-il  of  the  practice,   under  any 
but  the  most  scrupulously  guarded 
conditions,  of  seeking  intercourse 
with  the  invisible  world.     And,  as 
regards  both  the  liability  to  delu- 
sion  and   the     danger  to  mental 
health,  both  writers  agree  that  a 
prodigious     mass     of     imposture 
accompanies,    veils,    and   confuses 
such  of  the  phenomena  as  are  of  a 
nature  to  demand  the  attention  of 
a  competently  educated  and  com- 
petently endowed  experimenter. 

We  have  said  that  a  cardinal 
point  on  which  the  admissions  of 
Mr.  Home  confirm  the  statements 
of  Dr.  Carpenter  is  the  unre- 
hability  of  the  communications 
received,  or  thought  to  be  received, 
through  mediums.  The  question 
of  reliability  is  ordinarily  con- 
founded with  that  of  reality.  No 
two  things  are  more  distinct. 
Thus,  if  it  be  possible  that  an 
invisible  being  can  make  a  com- 
munication, say  to  Mr.  Home,  that 
communication  may  be  either  true 
or  false  in  its  puri>ort.  Its  origin 
is  unknown.     No  rational  means 


has  been  suggested  of  testing  it. 
This  has  been  the  case  as  long  as 
any  records  of  similar  beliefs  can 
be  traced.  In  the  Pentateuch, 
where  the  rules  for  testing  the 
truth  of  a  claim  to  the  prophetic 
power  are  laid  down,  the  possi- 
bility of  deceit,  even  imder  these 
tests,  is  admitted  by  the  final  in- 
junction, that,  whatever  sign  the 
prophet  gave,  he  was  to  be  put  to 
death  if  he  counselled  alteration 
in  the  observance  of  the  Law. 
The  Church  of  Rome,  which 
attaches  a  literal  truth  to  a  well- 
known  passage  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment,* has  always  admitted  that 
the  same  difficulty  which  is  illus- 
trated by  thef  vision  of  Micaiah, 
the  Son  of  Lnla,  and  by  the 
counsels  of  Paul,  J  has  been  ever 
present  to  her  clergy.  Claiming 
to  exert  supernatural  power,  the 
Bomish  Episcopate  has  never  pro- 
fessed to  possess  a  test  for  the 
discernment  of  spirits.  A  funda- 
mental doubt  thus  imderlies  any 
commimication,  even  if  admitted 
to  be  distinctly  supernatural.  The 
idea  that  the  commencement  of 
a  seance  by  prayer  could  be  any 
security  as  to  the  character  of 
what  followed — wliich  has  been 
very  unwarrantably  entertained, 
no  doubt  by  very  good  people — is 
exposed  as  a  ghastly  delusion  by 
Mr.  Home  (p.  208)  in  a  sad  story 
of  family  ruin  and  final  insanity. 
**  Every  teaching  obtained  through 
a  medium,"  says  this  writer, 
**  should  be  tried  by  the  most 
searching  tests,  and  rejected  or 
accepted  as  it  bears  the  refining 
fires  of  common  sense  and  reason. 
It  is  difficult  to  see  how  communi- 
cations requiring  such  guarded 
reception  can  be  regamed  as 
"teachings;"  or  why  the  direct 
light  of  common  sense  and  reason 
should  not  be  simply  and  intelli- 
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fently  regarded,  not  as  a  "  test," 
ut    as    a   normal  and  sufiGlcient 
guide. 

A  total  want  of  discrimination 
as  to  what  is,  and  what  is  not, 
evidence,  as  to  the  origin  of  a 
communication  from  an  invisible 
source,  is  betrayed  by  an  expres- 
sion of  Mr.  Home.  **  A  spirit,  on 
manifesting,"  he  says  (p.  192), 
may  *^  give  to  Mary  Smith,  his 
mother,  overwhelming  proofs  of 
identity."  These  proofs,  however, 
come  to  the  single  fact  (if  it  be  a 
fact)  that  something  is  uttered 
which  Mary  Smith  oelieves  was 
known  to  no  one  but  her  son,  or 
her  son  and  herself.  That  might 
be  all  very  well  if  a  visible  mes- 
senger brought  the  letter.  But 
the  very  basis  of  the  Spiritualist 
view  is  that  the  invisible  visitors 
can  read  the  thoughts  of  those 
whom  they  address.  To  the  degree 
of  knowledge  which,  in  such  a 
case,  they  must  possess,  we  have 
no  means  of  assigning  a  limit. 
Mary  Smith,  then,  may  think  it 
is  her  son  who  sends  the  message, 
but  proof  of  identity  she  has  none. 
With  regard  to  the  various 
methods  of  communication,  as  des- 
cribed by  Spiritualists,  Mr.  Home 
treats  them  with  the  gravest  doubt. 
**  The  more  I  have  seen,"  he  says 
(p.  205),  '*of  the  persons  known  as 
tipping  mediums,  the  more  unable 
I  have  been  to  trace  the  movement 
of  the  Table  and  the  messages 
communicated  through  these  move- 
ments to  any  other  source  than  the 
so-called  mediums  themselves." 
This  is  an  echo  of  the  opinion  of 
Faraday.  '*  I  have  never  yet," 
Mr.  Home  says  with  regard  to 
another  form  of  inquiry  (p.  223), 
**m©t  with  a  case  of  magnetic 
clairvoyance  wliere  the  subject  did 
not  reflect  directly  or  indirectly  the 
ideas  of  the  magnetiser."  Again, 
as  to  another  mode  of  manifesta- 
tion. **  In  the  early  stages  of  my 
own    career,"    Mr.    Home    says 


(p.  206^,  "  I  was  a  writing  medium. 
Little  oy  little  I  began  to  reason, 
respecting  the  messages  given, 
through  me.  I  found  them 
thoroughly  tinged  with  my  own. 
bias  of  thought,  and  I  at  once 
ceased  seeking  for  such  communi* 
cations.  Since  then  I  have  only 
written  medially  when  my  hand 
has  moved  altogether  automatic 
cally,  and  my  attention  was  so 
completely  diverted  that  I  could 
not  catch  the  faintest  inkling  of 
what  was  written."  But  even  in 
the  latter  case,  or  in  that  of  a  me- 
dium, mentioned  by  Mr.  Owen — 
whose  hand  wrote  rapidly  in  reply 
to  mental  questions,  spelling  tho 
words  backwards,  and  while  the 
eyes  were  closed,  and  there  was 
every  appearance  that  the  writer 
was  in  a  deep  sleep, — what  reason 
is  there  to  anticipate  that  the  mes* 
sage,  come  whence  it  might,  was 
true  ?  The  coincidence  of  this  weird 
mode  of  writing  with  the  old  su- 
perstition about  reading  the  Lord's 
trayer  backwards,  is  one  of  those 
fantastic  phases  of  the  new  faith 
which  has  hardly  received  due 
notice. 

"With  regard  to  the  danger  at- 
tendant on  the  piu'suit  of  Spiritua- 
lism, the  remarks  of  Mr.  Home 
are  not  the  less  significant  from 
their  brevity.  He  gives  two  chap- 
ters headed  **  Delusions,"  and  one 
with  the  yet  graver  title  **  Mania." 
Speaking  *'  of  those  who,  them- 
selves deluded,  delude  others" — a 
class  in  which  he  means  to  include 
the  great  mass  of  those  who  are 
not  denounced  as  unmitigated  im- 
postors— he  says  that  it  is  not  to 
be  doubted  that  they  **  are  at  times 
sincere  in  their  wild  doings  and 
impracticable  theories.  So  are 
those  sincere  who,  being  yet  more 
advanced  in  their  idiosyncrasies, 
and  having  them  less  under  con- 
trol, are  entitled  dangerous  mad- 
men, and  restrained  in  asylimis. 
Yet  the  insanity,  partially  swayed 
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by  reason,  of  the  one,  is,  in  reality, 
mucli  more  dangerous  than  the 
raging  madness,  into  which  no 
suspicion  of  reason  enters,  of  the 
other."  It  should  be  observed 
that  Mr.  Home  gives  no  test  by 
which  to  ensure  that  any  follower 
of  the  pursuit  of  which  he  writes 
is  altogether  free  from  the  taint 
he  deplores — or  is,  at  all  events, 
safe  from  its  contagion.  He  says : 
"  I  am  not  aware  that  in  England, 
or  on  the  Continent  of  Europe, 
any  instances  of  suicide  have  been 
plainly  traceable  to  Spiritualism. 
Even  in  America  the  number  of 
victims  has  not  been  large.  But 
the  subject  is  a  dangerous  one  for 
those  mentally  affected."  "Deli- 
rious breedings,  exaggerated  in  a 
particular  direction  at  the  expense 
of  all  other  attributes,  imtil  the 
balance  of  the  mind  had  been  over- 
thrown, and  the  sufferer  was,  for 
every  action  committed  imder  the 
influence  of  that  deliriimi,  prac- 
tically irresponsible,  were  the 
tempters  that  hurried  victims  to 
their  sad  and  untimely  graves." 

Di\  Cai'penter  so  fully  professes 
that  his  '*  whole  aim  is  to  discover, 
on  the  generally  accepted  prin- 
ciples of  testimony,  what  are  facts, 
and  to  discriminate  between  facts 
and  the  inferences  dra^wTi  from 
them,  "that  it  is  only  fair  at  once  to 
admit  that  such  a  purpose  may  have 
been  dominant  in  his  mind.  But  a 
httle  further  on  is  a  passage  which 
shews  how  far  he  has  allowed, 
(falling  into  the  danger  against 
which  he  has  warned  others,) 
the  expectant  state  of  liis  mind  to 
control  his  logic.  **  I  shall  en- 
deavour to  prove  to  you,"  he  says, 
"  that  the  only  secure  basis  for  our 
belief  on  any  subject  is  the  confir- 
mation afforded  to  external  testi- 
mony by  our  sense  of  the  inherent 
probability  of  the  fact  testified  to." 
That  is  to  say,  in  other  words,  the 
only  secure  basis  for  belief  is  pre- 
judiice.     It  is  not — ^it  ought  to  be 


unnecessary  to  point  out — our  sense 
of  inherent  probability  that  ought  to 
be  regarded  as  in  any  way  decisive. 
Such  a  sense  varies  -with  the  varied 
idiosjmcrasy  of  each  of  us.  The 
basis  for  belief  is  testimony.  Of 
course  a  thorough  investigation  of 
that  testimony,  not  only  as  to  its 
direct  purport,  but  as  to  the  cha- 
racter of  the  witnesses,  and  the 
opportunities  of  observation  en- 
joyed, is  indispensable.  But  that 
IS  a  very  different  thing  from  sub- 
mitting their  evidence  to  the 
decision  of  what  any  one  may 
choose  to  regard  as  **  inherent 
probability ! "  Few  things  can  have 
less  inherent  probability  than  the 
statement  made  by  Dr.  Carpenter 
that  "  an  illiterate  factory  girl, 
who  had  an  excellent  voice  and  ear, 
but  whose  musical  powers  had 
received  scarcely  any  cultivation," 
when  what  is  called  hypnotised 
by  Mr.  Braid,  imitated  with  pre- 
cision a  long  and  elaborate  chroma- 
tic exercise  extemporised  before 
her  by  Jenny  Lind,  **  though 
unable  in  her  waking  state  to 
attempt  anything  of  the  sort.** 
This  marvel  Dr.  Carpenter  accepta 
as  reported  to  him  on  trustwortny 
authority.  To  many  persons  it 
will  seem  to  possess  far  more  *'  inhe- 
rent improbability"  than  many  of 
the  statements  which  Dr.  Carpenter 
so  utterly  discredits. 

In  fact.  Dr.  Carpenter's  lectures 
are  liable  to  very  much  the  same 
objections  as  the  larger  volume 
issued  by  Mr.  Home.  While 
speaking  much  of  delusion,  neither 
writer  tells  us  definitely  and  intel- 
ligibly what  is  the  aim  of  his 
book.  Neither  makes  any  attempt 
at  precise  and  logical  statement  of 
theory.  Neither  presents  his  autho- 
rities in  such  a  form  as  to  allow  of 
ready  reference  and  verification. 
Dr.  Carpenter's  volume  is  dis- 
credited fundamentally  by  the  in- 
sertion, as  a  conclusive  arg^ument, 
of  an  exploded  calumny  against 
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Catherine  Fox,  now  Mrs.  Jencken. 
Nor  does  the  letter  of  Dr.  Carpenter 
to  the  Athenmimy  called  forth  by 
Mrs.  Jencken' s  protest,  explain 
why  an  error  of  twenty  years 
in  date,  in  the  text,  is  accom- 
panied by  a  careful  removal  of 
date  from  a  document  printed  in 
the  appendix  as  justificatory,  with- 
out any  acknowledgment  that  it 
has  been  taken  second-hand.  In  the 
same  way,  we  are  told  something 
disparaging  on  the  authority  of  **  a 
near  relative  of  Miss  Martineau," 
without  any  reference  to  the  exact 
statement  bearing  on  the  subject 
by  which,  in  her  Autobiography, 
that  lady  deliberately  gave,  as  it 
was  from  her  tomb,  the  most  solemn 
testimony  in  her  power  to  what 
she  was  convinced  was  true. 

Covering,  to  some  extent,  the 
same  ground  over  which  Mr. 
Home  travels,  Dr.  Carpenter 
admits  the  existence  of  a  nimiber 
of  phenomena  di  splaying  abnonnal 
action  in  human  beings.  He  by 
no  means  presents,  however,  a 
comprehensive  view  of  this  part  of 
his  theory,  nor  does  he  adequately 
refer  to  the  large  group  of  similar 
disturbances  wnich  are  presented 
by  various  kinds  of  mental  dis- 
order, and  notably  during  the 
access  of  delirium  tremens.  But 
when  the  reader  looks  for  an 
account  of  any  of  the  crucial 
phenomena  as  to  which  we  have 
distinct  testimony  from  men  in 
every  way  above  suspicion  as 
witnesses.  Dr.  Carpenter  only  teUs 
us  *'  of  the  *  higher  phenomena  * 
of  Spiritualism  I  have  left  myself 
no  time  to  speak."  Mr.  Crookes 
has  stated  ''That  certain  i)hysical 
phenomena,  such  as  the  movement 
of  material  substances,  and  the 
production  of  soimds  resembling 
electric  discharges,  occur  under 
circimistances  in  which  they  can 
not  be  explained  by  any  physical 
law  at  present  known,  is  a  fact  of 
which  I  am  as  certain  as  I  am  of 


the  most  elementary  fact  in 
chemistry."  It  is  no  reply  to  a 
statement  of  this  nature  from  a 
man  of  the  scientific  eminence  of 
Mr.  Crookes  to  cite  a  false  story  as 
to  Mrs.  Jencken,  and  to  proffer 
foolish  "  explanations  "  of  pheno- 
mena which  the  writer  rather 
prides  himself  on  never  having 
witnessed. 

But  while  Dr.  Carpenter  so  fully 
sympathises  with  Mr.  Home  in 
the  exposure  of  much  of  the  im- 
posture that  has  gathered  round 
phenomena  which  man}-  intelligent 
and  cultivated  men  hold  to  be  in- 
explicable on  physical  grounds, 
he  does  not  tell  us  to  what  extent 
his  incredulity  actually  goes.  He 
concludes  his  lecture  thus: — ''What 
kind  of  spirits  they  are  which  thus 
take  possession  of  credulous  and 
excitaole  minds  I  hojie  that  I  have 
now  made  sufficiently  plain.  They 
are  Dominant  Ideas."  He  urges 
"  that  the  testimony  of  a  thorough 
cool-headed  sceptic,  who  asserts 
that  nothing  extraordinary  has 
really  occurred,  should  bo  accepted 
as  more  trustworthy  than  that  of 
any  number  of  believers,  who  have, 
as  it  were,  created  the  sensorial 
result  by  their  anticipation  of  it." 
This  means,  if  it  means  anjrthing, 
that  phenomena  attributed  to 
spiritual  agency  are  in  all  cases 
delusions — whether  impostures  or 
self-deceptions  matters  little  to  the 
argument.  But  as  all  religions 
held  by  man  are  based  on  ac- 
counts of  phenomena  of  this  nature, 
all  religions,  on  this  view,  must  be 
equally  false.  It  is  of  course 
competent  to  a  scientific  man  to 
take  up  such  a  thesis.  But  if  so, 
he  should  do  it  plainly  and  dis- 
tinctly. And  if  he  wishes  to  make 
any  exception  to  so  sweeping  a 
condemnation  of  the  bases  of 
himian  credence,  he  can  only  do  so 
by  laying  down  some  criterion  to 
distinguish  the  true  from  the 
false  revelation  or  communication 
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from  the  spiritual  world — if  he 
admits  the  existence  of  a  spiritual 
world.  But  this  is  the  very  aim 
of  those  men  whom  Dr.  Carpenter 
describes  as,  "like  Mr.  A.  R. 
Wallace,  ready  to  accept  with- 
out question  the  slenderest  evi- 
dence of  the  greatest  marvels." 
To  us  the  reference  of  a  powerful, 
long  continued,  and  almost  univer- 
sal influence,  which  has  made 
society  what  it  is,  to  the  effect  of 
"dominant ideas,"  without  explain- 
ing why  such  ideas  ever  became 
dominant,  is  a  signal  instance  of 
the  "  acceptance  on  the  slenderest 
evidence "  of  a  marvel  greater 
than  any  discussed  in  the  volume 
before  us. 


n. 

The  subject  of  the  origin  of 
animal  motion  has  never  yet  been 
fully  analysed.  We  know  many 
facts  relating  to  the  inquiry,  but 
they  are  not  as  yet  duly  co-ordi- 
nated. Dr.  Joule  has  calculated 
i^Q  d3mamic  equivalent  of  heat. 
Chemists  have  ascertained  the 
amount  of  heat  produced  by  the 
oxydation  of  carbon,  of  hydrogen, 
and  of  other  substances  that  enter 
into  the  animal  economy.  Physio- 
logists have  made  tables  of  the 
diet  of  soldiers,  sailors,  and  other 
classes  of  men,  and  have  pointed 
outthemiuimimi  quantities  of  flesh- 
forming  and  of  force-producing  food 
which  must  be  daily  supplied  to  the 
average  healthy  man.  From  all 
these  facts  it  has  been  deduced 
that  the  dynamic  application  of 
that  heat  which  warms  and  moves 
the  living  animal  is  effected  with 
an  economy  which  incomparably 
exceeds  that  of  the  best  constructed 
steam  engines.  Thus  far  the  animal 
has  been  investigated  as  a  locomo- 
tive machine.  There  remain  several 
important  elements  in  the  case 
which  require  fuller  elucidation. 

The  animal  machine  differs  from 


the  best  machines  made  by  man  in 
the  fact  that  its  motion,  as  a  whole, 
is  necessarily  intermittent.  It  is 
true  that  there  is  an  internal 
motion,  that  of  circulation  and 
respiration,  which  never  pauses, 
although  it  may  be  earned  on 
at  different  rates,  at  different  times. 
But  with  regard  to  the  employ- 
ment of  the  machine  as  a  whole, 
whether  for  locomotive  purposes, 
for  labour,  or  for  that  special  duty  to 
which  the  artificial  machine  affords 
no  counterpart,  namely,  thought; 
while  a  large  amount  of  work  may 
be  done  intermittently,  the  attempt 
to  perform  a  comparatively  small 
portion  of  that  work  without  inter- 
mission would  result  in  the  destrue* 
tion  of  the  machine.  If  we  take  the 
life  of  a  horse  at  18  years,  perhaps 
four  of  those  years  may  be  spent  in 
actual  exertion.  If  we  constructed 
a  steam  engine  that  would  work  for 
four  years  without  repair,  we  miffht 
drive  it  straight  on  for  that  time 
with  advantage.  But  let  us  try  to 
drive  the  horse  for  24  hours  with- 
out repose  and  we  shall  break  him 
down — a  little  more  and  we  shall 
kill  him.  The  need  of  that  inter- 
mittent state  of  repose  which  we 
call  sleep,  is  one  of  those  peculiar 
features  in  the  animal,  regarded 
as  a  motive  machine,  which  we 
have  to  investigate. 

Another  special  feature  of  the 
animal  is  the  consumption  of  its 
motive  power  by  intellectual  work. 
This  is  most  apparent  in  man ;  and 
among  mankind  in  the  civilised 
and  cultivated  members  of  the 
race.  We  may  take  the  instance 
of  a  literary  man.  If  in  good 
health,  and  up  to  his  work,  an 
author  may  sit  down  at  nine  or 
ten  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and 
write  with  comfort  for  four  hours, 
at  the  rate  of  1,000  words  an  hour, 
original  composition.  This  is  good 
work.  It  produces  a  certain  degree 
of  exhaustion.  At  the  end  of  it 
the  writer  will  reqjoitft  \>oVii  iwA 
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and  rest.    If  he  has  been  undis- 
turbed,  the    temperature    of    the 
body  will  have  fallen  (unless  the 
room  or  the  weather  be  oppres- 
sively hot)  so  much  that  friction  or 
sharp  exercise  is  necessary  to  re- 
store the  activity  of  the  circulation. 
There  has  been  a  sluggishness  of 
all  the  mechanical  movements  of 
the  body,  except  that  of  the  hand ; 
a  diminution  of  respiratory  and 
circulating    energy;  and    at    the 
same     time      a     very      sensible 
fatigue   has    been    incurred.      K 
those  four  hours  had  been  spent 
in  muscular  exercise — say  driving 
for  a  certain  distance  and  walking 
back — there  would  also  have  been 
fatigue     experienced,    but    of    a 
different  nature.     The  first  is  a 
fatigue  of  the  brain;  the  second 
seems  to  be  localised  in  the  limbs. 
If  we  regard  two  men  as  pursuing 
the  same  course,  each  for  a  week, 
one  writing  steadily  (we  are  not 
speaking     of     mere    mechanical 
writing,   but    of    work   requiring 
original  thought)  for  four  hours, 
the     other    spending     the     same 
amount  of  time  in  the  open  air, 
the  former  will  have  more  need  than 
the  latter  of  rest  and  of  change. 
Every   day  of    the  outdoor  work 
will  make  the     last-named  man 
more  ready  and    even  more  im- 
patient for  his  ride,  his  walk,  or- 
his   drive   on  the  following   day. 
Each  day  of  the  intellectual  work 
will  make  the  writer  more  desirous, 
or  at  least  more  in  need,  of  a  little 
interval  of  repose. 

These  two  conditions,  of  the 
need  of  intermittent  rest,  and  of 
the  exhaustive  character  of  intel- 
lectual work  requiring  very  little 
muscular  action,  cannot  be  ex- 
plained on  purely  mechanical 
grounds.  But  they  must  be  ex- 
plained by  any  theory  that  rightly 
accounts  for  the  origin  of  the 
automatic  power  of  animals. 
A  very  natural  explanation  results 
from  the  theory  hereafter  indicated. 


Another  peculiarity  of  the  ani- 
mal machine  is  the  extraordinary 
exertion  of  which,  under  pecidiar 
circumstances,  it  is  capable.  The 
ordinary  explanation  is  that  not 
only  the  food  of  the  day  is  applied 
to  force-producing  purposes  on  such 
occasions,  but  that  a  draught  is 
also  made  on  the  tissue  of  the  body, 
and  that  waste  equal  to  the  amount 
of  exertion  is  induced.  But  this  is 
hardly  the  case  in  the  most  imusual 
exertions  of  power.  Such  occur  in 
cases  of  mania  or  of  nervous  dis- 
turbance, in  which  one  man  may 
appear  endowed  with  the  strength 
of  three  or  four,  and  in  which  he 
can  exert  force,  or  endure  -violence, 
which  would  be  impossible  under 
ordinary  circumstances.  Pheno- 
mena of  this  kind,  which  are  well 
known  to  occur,  must  also  be 
explained  by  any  tenable  theory  of 
the  origin  of  animal  motion. 

The  motive  force  of  animals  is 
capable  of  a  more  exact  definition 
than  has  as  yet  been  attempted. 
It  must  be  divided  into  three  cate- 
gories. It  is  (1)  either  plastic,  as 
evinced  in  the  growth  of  the  animal 
from  the  moment  of  its  origin,  and 
in  the  never-ending  process  of 
internal  absorption,  secretion,  cir- 
culation, and  respiration ;  (2),  loco- 
motive, as  in  swimming,  walking, 
flying,  and  the  like ;  or  (3),  intel- 
lectual. It  is  possible  that  it  would 
be  proper  to  add  a  fourth  class  of 
movements  to  comprehend  speech, 
laughter,  music,  and  the  exercise 
of  the  instincts  and  passions,  but  it 
is  sufficient  for  the  present  to  cover 
these  under  the  third  head.  Motion 
in  one  or  other  of  these  forms  is  an 
inseparable  accompaniment  of  ani- 
mal life.  It  commences  at  the 
moment  when  physiology  tells  us 
that  individual  existence  com- 
mences— at  that  moment  which  is 
equivalent  to  that  of  contact  of  the 
pollen  grain  with  the  ovum  in  a 
phanerogamous  plant.  It  continues 
till  the  moment  of  death,  which 
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phenomenon  is  consentaneous  with 
"the  cessation  of  automatic  motion. 
Thus  the  aggregate  duration  of 
the  exercise  of  the  motive  power  of 
the  animal  kingdom  on  the  surface 
of  the  earth  is  equivalent  to  the 
*ggre^te  duration  of  thd  lives  of 
all  animals  that  have  ever  lived. 
Comparatively  regarded,  this  is  an 
exact  measurement  of  duration,  and 
the  fact  that  we  have  no  absolute  or 
positive  measure  of  the  same  does 
not  concern  us  at  present. 

For  the  next  inquiry  is  whether 
we  can  (also  by  comparison)  indi- 
cate the  measure  of  energy,  as  we 
have  indicated  that  of  duration. 
The  reply  must  be  in  the  affirma- 
tive; with  the  qualification  that  it 
is  the  minimum,  and  by  no  means 
th^  maximum  energy  which  can  be 
thus  measured ;  or  at  least  that 
there  is  a  considerable  amount  of 
mechanical  work  actually  done  to 
which  we  can  only  very  vaguely 
refer. 

We  have  seen  that  the  food  con- 
sumed by  an  animal  in  a  given 
time,  reduced  to  its  chemical  ele- 
ments, and  then  represented  in 
the  equivalents  of  heat  due  to  its 
ox3'disation,  has  been  regarded  as 
the  measure  of  the  heat  which  the 
animal  can  employ  in  motion, 
internal  or  external,  within  that 
time.  Let  us  for  the  moment 
accept  this  doctrine  of  chemical 
and  thennal  equivalents.  In  that 
case,  all  animal  motion,  including 
the  growth,  or  plastic  motion, 
from  the  germ,  would  be  the 
equivalent  of  tlie  food  oxydised  in 
the  animal  system  during  the 
whole  term  of  life.  This  oxydisa- 
tion  of  the  elements  of  food  is  a 
chemical  process  which  to  some 
extent  we  can  weigh,  count,  and 
measure.  But  before  this  commonly 
understood  process  takes  place, 
an  opposite  and  preparatory  pro- 
•cess  must  have  occurred.  Before 
the  food  can  be  oxydised  it 
must  be  assimilated.     Before  the 


carbon  unites  with  oxygen  in 
tho  lungs  it  must  have  been  taken 
into  the  blood.  To  prepare  for 
the  action  of  inorganic  chemistry 
in  respiration,  there  must  have 
been  tiie  previous  action  of  what 
for  want  of  better  terms,  has  been 
called  organic  chemistry,  in  diges- 
tion and  assimilation.  It  is  a 
maxim  in  mechanics  that  action 
and  reaction  are  equal.  The  like 
is  the  case  in  chemistry.  If  a 
certain  force  is  liberated  by  a  given 
decomposition,  an  equal  force  must 
have  been  exerted  to  produce  the 
antecedent  composition.  If  the 
extraction  of  an  ounce  of  carbon 
from  the  blood  liberates  14,000 
equivalents  of  heat,  the  same 
number  of  equivalents  of  heat 
must  have  been  consumed,  or 
rather  impounded,  in  the  process 
of  absorbing  that  ounce  of  carbon 
into  the  blood.  AU  the  mechani- 
cal power  that  is  produced  by 
the  respiratory  process,  and  that  is 
considered  as  available  for  motive 
power  for  the  animal,  is  but  the 
equivalent  of  a  power  previously 
exerted  in  what  we  have  called 
the  plastic  automatic  motion.  We 
measure  the  power  as  it  escapes — 
but  whence  does  it  come  in  the 
first  instance  ? 

There  can  be  but  one  reply  to 
that  question.  The  force,  what- 
ever it  be,  that  superinduces  the 
action  of  organic,  instead  of  that 
of  inorganic,  chemistry,  is  the  true 
motive  power  of  animal  life.  It 
is  that  force  which  makes  its 
appearance  at  the  moment  when 
that  internal  plastic  movement 
commences,  and  which  disappears 
only  at  the  moment  of  death.  The 
name  by  which  we  call  it  does  not 
matter  to  the  truth  of  this  state- 
ment. It  has  been  called  the  vital 
force,  the  pneuma  or  pneumatic 
force,  the  spirit,  the  soul,  or  the 
psychic  force.  If  we  use  the 
cumbrous  term,  bio-dynamic, 
it  is   only  with  the  view  of    dia- 
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tinguislimg  between  fact  and 
theory  by  avoiding  the  use  of  any 
term  to  which  a  conventional 
sense  may  attach.  That  the  force, 
whatever  it  be,  by  virtue  of  which 
an  eggy  kept  at  a  certain  tempera- 
ture, developes  into  a  bird,  is  the 
source  of  all  the  motion  of  that 
bird,  and  that  the  aggregate  of 
such  forces,  in  the  case  of  the 
whole  animal  kingdom,  is  the 
orig^  of  all  animal  motion,  is  a 
truth  which  merely  needs  plain 
and  exact  statement  to  be  admitted 
as  undeniable.     This  force,  ever 

S resent  in  the  animal  mechanism, 
iffers  in  its  laws  from  every  other 
known  force.  We  omit,  from  the 
limits  imposed  on  the  present 
paper,  the  question  of  vegetable 
and  of  compound  animal  me,  and 
speak  of  the  higher  animals  alone, 
and  notably  of  man,  as  exemplars 
of  the  force  of  which  we  speak. 
To  talk  of  a  violation  of  the  laws 
of  Nature  is  little  other  than  to 
employ  a  contradiction  of  terms. 
The  law  of  gravity  is  not  violated 
by  the  exercise  of  the  vital  force ; 
but  the  influence  of  gravity  is  to  a 
certain  extent  overcome  by  the 
force  which  enables  the  animal  to 
move  when  gravity  solicits  its 
repose.  The  laws  of  chemistry, 
again,  as  we  have  seen,  are 
modified  in  their  activity  by  a 
controlling  power.  The  electric  force 
bears  a  very  close  affinity  to  the 
bio-dynamic  force.  It  can  be  so 
controlled  as  to  perform  some  of 
the  functions  of  the  animal 
machine.  In  some  instances — as 
in  the  case  of  the  torpedo  and  the 
gymnotus — electricity  is  produced 
in  quantity  and  in  high  tension 
within  the  animal  structure.  In 
many  cases  the  hairy  clothing  of 
animals  is  highly  electric.  In  all 
cases  some  electric  action  may 
probably  be  detected  as  an  accom- 
paniment of  the  phenomena  of  life. 
But  the  functions  of  thought  and 
of  sensation  cannot,  so  far  as  we 


are  aware,  be  fulfilled  by  the 
action  of  the  electric  fluid.  Man 
may  be  called  an  electro-magnetie 
machine,  but  it  is  one  of  powera 
far  other  than  those  which  can  be 
actuated  by  frictional,  voltaic,  or 
induced  electricity. 

Two  main  differences  exist  be- 
tween the  phenomena  of  the  vital 
force  and  tnose  of  the  other  forces 
of  nature,  so  far  as  they  have 
been  studied  by  man.  The  physi- 
cal, chemical,  and  electric  forces 
are  resultants,  and  are  generally 
to  be  traced  to  their  origin,  to  the 
sources  from  which,  imder  usual 
conditions,  they  are  regularly 
developed.  The  vital  force  is 
formative,  producing  or  control- 
ling that  association  of  chemical 
elements  which  the  action  of 
uncontrolled  chemical  laws  tends  to 
disperse,  and  derived,  in  the  first 
instance,  from  a  source  unknown 
to  science.  Again,  the  action  of 
the  other  natural  forces  is  exact, 
measurable,  predicable.  The  gra- 
vity of  equal  masses  of  homoge- 
neous matter  is  equal ;  the  elective 
attractions  of  chemistry  follow  a 
well-known  order  of  preference. 
The  action  of  the  vital  force,  on 
the  contrary,  is  never  exactly 
predicable.  In  no  two  organisms, 
however  similar,  are  its  develop- 
ments identical.  The  law  of  the 
physical  force  is  uniformity ;  that 
of  the  vital  force  depends  to  a  con- 
siderable extent  on  idiosjiicrasy. 

By  the  word  force  is  expressed 
the  action  of  power.  Power  and 
force  are  as  cause  and  effect.  The 
latter  is  a  function  of  the  fonner. 
The  bio-dynamic  force,  which  is 
the  assignable  mechanical  cause 
of  all  animal  motion,  is  the 
exertion  of  a  co-related  power. 
This  power,  therefore,  is  able  to 
produce,  and  does  produce,  the 
phenomena  of  motion,  of  assimi- 
lation, of  growth,  of  feeling,  of 
thought^  and  of  will.  The  power, 
or  group  of  powers,  that  thus  act 
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is  what  is  meant  by  the  word 
spirit.  It  has  been  bo  considered 
in  a  very  primitive  stage  of 
thought ;  and  science  declares  that 
however  little  we  know  of  the 
intimate  nature  of  spirit,  we  can 
not  refuse  to  acknowledge  the 
positive  exertion  of  such  a  power 
or  CToup  of  powers. 

The  question  will  then  arise,  is 
it  possible  to  detect  or  observe  the 
action  of  this  power  otherwise 
than  as  it  is  displayed  in  the 
ordinary  motions  of  animal  species, 
including,  in  the  term  motion,  the 
mental  as  well  as  the  physical 
phenomena  of  life  ?  As  a  scientific 
mquiry,  the  question  is  one  of 
cardinal  importance. 

The  general  consent  of  mankind 
is  to  the  effect  that  such  observa- 
tions, although  comparatively  rare, 
have  been  made.  It  is  not  pos- 
sible, perhaps,  to  attach  much 
weight  to  this  consent ;  but,  at  all 
events,  it  throws  the  onus  of  proof 
on  those  who  assert  that  the  ordi- 
nary and  instinctive  conviction  of 
the  mass  of  the  himian  race  is 
only  a  wild  and  unfounded  delu- 
sion. 

History  is  full  of  asserted  in- 
stances of  such  observations.  It 
18  possible  that  all  these  instances 
have  been  incorrectly  reported ; 
hut  again  the  onus  of  proof  lies  on 
those  who  dispute  the  records  both 
in  mass  and  in  detail. 

All  religions  are  based  on  the 
assumption  of  the  fact  of  such 
observations.  It  is  open  to  the 
sceptic  to  declare  that  all  religions 
are  false ;  but  the  onus  cast  on  the 
objector  will  be  seen  to  accumulate 
to  all  but  intolerable  proportions. 

Living,  and  recently  living, 
men  of  science,  of  letters,  and 
of  the  liighest    order   of    intelli- 

fence  have  declared  that  they 
ave  personally  witnessed  pheno- 
mena attributable  only  to  the  action 
of  a  power  such  as  that  which 
forms    the    subject    of     our  in- 


quiry, apart  from  the  frame  of  any 
animal,     or     influencing     animal 
forms  apparently  from  without,  and 
certainly    in    an    abnormal    way.. 
Among  these  men  we  may  refer 
to     natural     philosophers.     Lord 
Brougham  and  Sir  David  Brew- 
ster ;      eminent      chemists,      Mr* 
Crookes,  F.R.8.,    and   Dr.  Hare, 
Emeritus  Professor  of  Chemistry 
in  the  University  of  Philadelphia  ^ 
naturalists,   Mr.   A.   R.   Wallace,. 
F.B.S. ;  mathematician,  Professor 
de   Morgen;  diplomatist,  B.  Dale 
Owen;  lawyers,  Judge  Edmonds, 
President  of  the  Senate  of  New 
York,  and  Serjeant  Cox;  besides 
peers,  literary  men,  clergymen,  and. 
many  others  of  the  educated  classes 
of  society,  in  various  countries  of 
the  Old  and  New  World.    Apart 
from  details,  and  apart  from  at- 
tempts at  explanation  or  at  theory,, 
the  observation  of  facts  indicating 
the  action  of  what  we  have  defined, 
as  spiritual  power  apart  from,  or 
abnormally  manifested  with  regard 
to,  the  animal  mechanism,  is  testi- 
fied to   by  a  numerous    body  of 
witnesses.     In  the  words  of  Pro- 
fessor    Challis,     the    Plimiierian 
Professor  of  Astronomy  at  Cam- 
bridge, as  quoted  by  Mr.  Wallace, 
*'  the  testimony  has  been  so  abun- 
dant and  consentaneous  that  either 
the  facts  must  be  admitted  to  be 
such  as  reported,  or  the  possibility 
of  certifying  facts  by  human  testi- 
mony must  be  given  up." 

The  opposition  which  has  been 
raised  by  some  men  of  scientific- 
standing  and  literary  ability  has 
differed  in  this  respect  from  the 
testimony  in  favour  of  such  obser- 
vations. The  objections  of  such 
men  as  Professor  Huxley,  Professor 
Tyndall,  Dr.  Carpenter,  and  even 
the  illustrious  Faraday,  have  not 
been  founded,  like  those  of  Mr. 
Crookes  and  Dr.  Hare,  on  obser- 
vations, but  on-  the  absence  of 
observations.  In  the  case  of  Fara- 
day a  certain  experiment  was  made 
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with  a  negative  result.     But  ad- 
mitting this  to  be  the  case,  it  is  no 
reply  to  the  positive    results    of 
observations  by  Mr.  Crookes  and 
Mr.    Wallace,    when    the    inter- 
ference detected  by  Faraday  was 
guarded  against  by  adequate  pre- 
cautions.     The  witnesses  to   the 
occurrence  of  phenomena  have  for 
the  most  part  been  men  convinced, 
-against  tiieir  own   prepossessions 
4tnd  wishes,  by  the  facts  which  they 
did  their  best  to  test  and  to  verify. 
The  opponents  of  their  testimony 
have  been  men   who  remained  in 
the  state  of  doubt,  or  even  of  con- 
temptuous hostility,  from  which  the 
others  had  been  converted,  chiefly 
because  they  declined  to  investi- 
gate what  they  pronounced  to  be 
absurd  or  impossible.   The  contest 
between  these  two  groups  of  men  is 
like  one  between  a  dog  and  a  flsh. 
But  however  strong  may  be  the 
reason  for  concluding  that  distinct 
light  may  hereafter  be  shed  on  this 
important  subject  by  the  patient 
and    sure     process     of     scientific 
investigation,    no    hope    of    that 
kind    can    be    held     to     justify 
any  persons  but  specially    quali- 
fied     experts      in     encountering 
the  profitless  danger  of  the  Spi- 
ritualistic stance.     Since  the  atten- 
tion  of  American    inquirers    was 
first  excited  by  the  occurrences  at 
Rochester,  science  has  made  marked 
and  rapid  progress,  amongst  other 
things,  in  the  analysis  of  poisons,  of 
^ncosthetics,    and     of    explosives. 
The   advance  of  civilisation  owes 
much  to  the  men  who  have  devoted 
great  labour,  not  unattended  with 
personal  danger,  to  each  of  these 
subjects.  It  has  been  with  a  know- 
ledge  of    the   danger    that    they 
incurred  that  great  chemists  have 
made   experiments   on  their  own 
persons.       But    what    would    be 
thought  of  a  craze  that  should  set 
hundreds  of  people  to  work  at  the 
analysis  of  poisons,  or  the  manufac- 
ture of  explosives,  in  the  midst  of 


the  domestic  circle?  If  common 
sense  did  not  arrest  such  mischie- 
vous activity,  the  same  sort  of 
legislative  interference  that  has 
recently  been  applied  to  the  sale  of 
poisons  would  have  to  be  invoked. 
The  ordinary  seance  is  no  less  mis- 
chievous than  would  be  the  amateur 
laboratory,  no  less  certain  to  pro- 
duce no  satisfactory  result,  no  less 
likely  to  lead  to  disaster. 

Every  study,  if  pursued  in- 
tensely, alone,  and  without  the 
relief  of  some  very  different  kind 
of  occupation,  produces  a  mis- 
chievous effect  on  the  mind  of  the 
student.  The  medical  man  who 
devotes  a  lifetime  to  the  study  and 
cure  of  madness  too  often  afforda 
a  proof  of  this  remark.  Exclusive 
anatomical  study,  more  especially 
with  reference  to  morbid  anatomy, 
if  not  counteracted  by  broader 
views,  has  an  admitted  tendency 
to  dispose  the  student  to  materia- 
listic, which  we  have  shewn  to  be 
unscientific,  opinions.  The  effect 
of  religious  study  is  but  too  well 
known.  Such  phenomena  as  the 
establishment  of  the  Spanish  In- 
quisition, the  acts  of  Philip  of 
Spain,  of  Mary,  and  even  of 
Elizabeth,  of  England  ;  as  the  ac- 
ceptance by  any  human  being  of 
the  frightful  inventions  of  Calvin ; 
as  the  reception,  or  even  as  the 
discussion,  of  such  a  dogma  as 
that  of  Infallibility,  if  regarded 
otherwise  than  as  results  of  the 
disturbing  influence  of  exclusive 
theological  contemplation  on  the 
mind,  are  more  humiliating  to  our 
race,  than  the  sharper,  but  less 
systematised,  evils  of  mania  or  of 
idiocy.  To  whatever  branch  of 
thought  we  turn,  we  shall  find 
a  special  weakness  or  evil  de- 
veloped by  its  too  intense  and 
exclusive  pursuit.  And  it  is  not 
too  much  to  say  that  the  evil 
is  usually  developed  in  the 
very  opposite  direction  to  that 
in  which  its  approach   might  be 
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anticipated.     The  wise  and  help- 
ful physician  would  be  thought 
the  last  person  to  suffer  from  the 
mental  disturbance  which  he  had 
devoted  his  life  to  ameliorate ;  in- 
stead of  being  more  frequently  a 
victim  than  any  other  person  of  his 
education  and  habits.     The  anato- 
mist would  be  thought,  by  those 
who    had    no   experience  of    the 
influence  of  his  study,  the  last  man 
who    would  attribute  vitality    to 
matter.     The  theologian  would  be 
regarded,  apart  from  experience, 
as  likely  to  be  the  most  merciful, 
the  most  just,  the  most  truthful, 
the  most  upright,  the  most  calm, 
and  the  least   crooked    of    men. 
lien  of  science  in  general  would 
be  thought  to  live  in  an  atmosphere 
too  pure  to  nourish  envy,  hatred, 
and   mutual   imcharitableness ;  or 
to   speak    with    louder    tones    of 
authority  the    less  patiently  they 
had  investigated  a  subject. 

But  of  all  pursuits  those  which 
exert  the  most  manifestly  delete- 
rious effects  on  the  mind,  so  that 
there  be  not  a  vcr}'  wholesome 
discipline  exerted,  are  those  of  the 
occult  studies,  or  qiiasi-sciences. 
Alchemy  has  now  veiy  generally 
been  extinguislied  as  a  pursuit  by 
the  brighter  lustre  of  its  child, 
analytic  chomistr}-.  But  astrology 
and  the  various  forms  of  fortune- 
telling,  necromancy,  and  other 
attempts  to  penetrate  the  future  or 
the  unseen,  exert  a  fascination  on 
the  mind  of  which  those  persons 
who  have  never  to  any  extent  ex- 
perienced it  can  form  no  idea. 
The  influence  of  such  studies  is 
first  that  of  curiosity.  Soon 
it  becomes  absorbing.  Then, 
unless  a  counter  dieck  be 
applied,  it  exerts  a  positively 
disturbing  effect  on  the  mind. 
For  the  real  test  of  perfect  sanity 
is  not  the  susceptibility  of  the 
mind  to  impresssions,  whatever  be 
their  nature  or  their  force,  but  the 
retention   of    the    calm,   judicial 


authority    of     reason,     and    l^e 
subordination  of  impulse  to  dis* 
cretion.     And  in  this  respect  the 
mischievous  character  of  Spiritua- 
lism has  been  illustrated  in  the 
persons  of  some  of  its  most  illus- 
trious students.     Men  like  Judge 
Edmonds  or  Dr.  Hare,  who  have 
long   resisted    any  belief    in  the 
truth    of    certain    asserted    phe- 
nomena,   and    who,    after    long, 
patient,  and  honest  investigation, 
have  at  length  accepted  them  as 
genuine,  have  too  often  followed 
that  change  of  opinion  by  a  plunge 
into    another   condition    of  mind. 
Convinced,    whether     rightly    or 
wrongly,  that  they  have  been  re- 
cipients of   communications  from 
invisible  powers,  they  have  rushed 
to  the  sequence  that  these  com- 
mimications     were    of     necessity 
truthful    and    reliable.       For    a 
man  to  be  convinced  that  he  can 
receive  commimications  of  an  ex- 
traordinary kind  is  one  thing ;  to 
act  upon  them  is  another.      The 
first  is  not  inconsistent  with  sanity. 
The  second  is  the  abandonment  of 
that  self-control  which  is  the  very 
central    element  of    a   sane    and 
healthy  state  of  mind. 

It  is  difficult  to  say  which  is  the 
more  truly  unphilosophical ;  for 
the  ordinary  man  to  rush  at  the 
work  of  the  expert,  or  for  the 
expert  to  refuse  investigation  of 
asserted  phenomena  of  grave  im- 
portance on  the  ground — taken  up 
a  prior f — that  they  >wtt«^  be  delusive. 
To  call  a  thing  a  delusion — if  it 
applies  to  more  than  a  single  indivi- 
dual— without  shewing  how  the 
delusion  arises,  is  to  talk,  but  not 
to  reason.  The  hard  measure 
which  has  been  dealt  out  to  one  or 
two  eminent  men  who  have  had 
the  courage  of  their  opinions,  has 
no  doubt  led  to  a  much  greater 
extension  of  the  dangerous  desire 
of  unscientific  persons  to  "see for 
themselves  "  than  would  have  been 
the  case  if  the  scientific  men  of  thia 
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country  as  a  body  had  remembered 
that  the  questions  raised  were, 
after  all,  questions  of  fact;  and 
that  it  was  by  investic^tion,  and 
not  by  assertions  of  theur  improba- 
bility, that  they  must  ultimately 
receive  a  full  solution. 

The  conditions  of  conclusive 
inquiry  are  indeed  so  stringent 
as  to  be  rarely  found.  Some  of 
the  younger  men  who  have  lately 
approached  the  subject  have  taken 
the  wise  ground  that  it  is  only 
spontaneously  produced  pheno- 
mena which  are  worthy  of  the 
investigation  of  science.  If  Mr. 
Home's  book  has  any  positive 
meaning,  it  is  to  the  same  effect. 
He  says,  with  great  propriety, 
that  daylifi^ht  is  not  to  be  excluded 
during  an  mvestigation  of  a  serious 
nature.  Darkness  is  unnecessary ; 
and  is  the  veil  and  the  inviter  of 
imposture.  To  this  it  may  be 
added  that,  in  order  to  make  sure 
of  the  spontaneous  character  of 
the  phenomena,  they  must  occur 
in  persons  well  known  to  the  scien- 
tific man  that  makes  the  inquiry ; 
and  who  should  be  resident,  it  may 
be  added,  under  his  own  roof. 
The  avoidance  of  all  possible 
sources  of  error  will  so  narrow 
the  conditions  of  useful  inquiry, 
that  it  is  hardly  to  be  feared  that 
the  time  of  competent  investiga- 
tors will  be  imduly  devoted  to  the 
investigation. 

For  these,  amongst  other  reasons, 
we  hold  it  to  be  equally  an  offence 
against  the  laws  that  should  regu- 
late the  healthy  and  conscientious 
mind,  to  ' '  seek  to  wizards  that  peep 
and  mutter,"  and  to  refuse  to  give 
any  heed  to  the  careful  statements 
of  competent  witnesses,  on  the  sole 
ground  of  their  inherent  improba- 
bility. Anatomy  can  tell  us  but 
little  of  the  intimate  nature  of  man. 
The  post  mortem  anatomist  who  seeks 
to  find  a  physical  basis  of  mind, 
may  be  compared  to  the  chemist 
who  should  examine  a  gun  when 


the  shot  had  been  discharged,  iiL 
order  to  ascertain  the  compositioik 
of  gimpowder.  The  physiologist 
who  confines  his  study  to  anato- 
mical discoveries  omits  that  which 
is  at  once  the  most  difficult  and 
the  most  important  object  of  his 
science.  It  is,  we  venture  humbly 
to  think,  a  great  and  positive  step 
in  our  knowledge  of  the  nature 
which  we  share,  to  determine^ 
on  scientific  grounds,  that  distinct 
plastic,  motive,  and  sentient  pro- 
cesses are  originated,  in  the  animal 
organism,  by  the  power  which  we^ 
c^  Spirit,  and  that  this  invisible 
agent  or  power  has  a  measurable 
dynamic  activity.  It  will  be  a 
further  step  of  primary  importance 
if  we  can  ascertain,  beyond  a  doubt, 
that  plastic,  motive  or  intellectual 
effects  are  produced  externally  to 
the  animal  organisation — whether 
they  be  shewn  by  the  abnormal 
action  of  that  mechanism,  or 
whether  they  be  produced  with- 
out any  apparent  connection  with 
any  living  individual,  as  in  the 
case  of  sounds  heard,  or  move- 
ments seen,  by  several  witnesses 
at  the  same  moment.  In  such 
cases  as  that  cited  by  Dr.  Carpenter, 
of  a  man  who  had  not  for  many 
years  ventured  to  lift  a  weight 
of  twenty  pounds,  but  who,  under 
a  certain  influence,  took  up  a 
weight  of  28lb.  with  his  little 
finder  and  swimg  it  round  his  head 
with  apparent  ease  ;  in  that  of  the 
imitation  of  Jenny  Lind,  before 
cited  from  the  same  author ;  and 
in  the  famous  cases  of  the  cures 
at  the  tomb  of  the  Abbe  Parisy 
we  have  examples  of  motive, 
sentient,  and  plastic  force  abnor- 
mally exerted  on  the  human  orga- 
nisation. However  humble,  and 
however  apparently  capricious 
may  be  the  occurrences  which 
offer  themselves  to  examination 
under  either  category  of  pheno- 
mena— whether  they  be  the 
harassing      knocks       that      first 
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liaunted  the  Fox  family,  the 
Wesley  family,  and  many  others, 
or  the  ascent  of  Mr.  Owen's 
marble  table  to  the  ceiling  of 
liis  drawing-room  in  Naples — 
the  scientihc  import  of  such 
phenomena,  if  once  thoroughly 
established,  it  is  impossible  to 
exaggerate.  And  if  we  take  the 
case  of  the  higher  phenomena  of 
pure  intelligence,  such  as  the  com- 
munication to  an  educated  scientific 
man,  alone  in  a  room,  of  a  definite 
statement  entirely  beyond  the 
range  of  his  studies,  the  accuracy 
or  falsehood  of  which  could  not 
at  the  time  be  ascertained,  but  the 
truth  of  which  was  subsequently 
proved,  the  effect  of  such  an  addi- 
tion to  our  store  of  observed  facts 
is  not  easy  to  anticipate. 

It  would  be  as  idle  as  it  is 
premature  to  talk  of  direct  teach- 
mg  being  attained  from  a  source 
which  is  beyond  our  means  of 
identifying.  To  make  man  a  pup- 
pet may  well  be  thought  to  have 
been  the  great  aim  of  the  ancient 
oracles.  Whether  we  regard  them 
as  real,  or  as  effected  by  trickery, 
the  object   aimed  at    appears  to 


have  been  the  same.  To  seek  for 
the  attainment  of  truth  otherwise 
than  by  the  methods  by  pursuit  of 
which  definite  human  Imowledge 
may  be  obtained  and  improved,  is 
to  waste  time  and  to  court  deception. 
But  the  detection  of  absolutely  cer- 
tain indications,  whatever  be  their 
nature,  of  the  independent  action 
of  the  power  which  we  call  Spirit, 
apart  from  any  animal  organisa- 
tion, would  be  a  stride  in  the 
advance  of  man  in  the  knowledge 
of  truth  of  which  it  would  be 
wild  to  attempt  to  calculate 
the  importance.  This  is  the 
problem  which  such  men  as  Mr. 
Crookes,  Mr.  Wallace,  Serjeant 
Cox,  Professor  Barrett,  and  others, 
now  regard  as  offered  to  the  patient 
investigation  of  science.  Neither 
the  roguery  of  cheats,  the  folly  of 
the  credulous,  nor  the  folly  of  the 
incredulous,  affords  a  solution  of 
this  problem.  Science  may,  and 
perhaps  must,  wait  long  for  that 
solution  ;  but  as  to  the  importance 
of  attaining  it  there  .can  be  but 
one  opinion  amongst  cultivated 
men. 

Fr^vncis  R.  Condee,  C.E. 
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THE  MAIDEN   10, 

WHO   WAS  IN   LOVE   AND   KNEW   IT   NOT. 


Look  on  lo,  the  mystical  Mesnad, 

How  iu  wilds  all  remote  she  doth  roam, 

With  a  ferventer  face  than  Love's  Queen  had, 
When  she  rose  from  the  sun-litten  foam. 

Is  it  bee  from  the  meadows  hath  stung  her, 

Her  eyes  are  so  wild  and  so  weird, 
Or  knows  she  some  ]ieart-pang  of  hunger, 

Some  sorrow  that  will  not  be  cheered? 

The  bloom  of  her  cheek  burnetii  redder 
Than  the  summer-loved  face  of  a  rose, 

And  the  winds  that  blow  cool  to  bestead  her, 
Carry  wine  and  no  balm  to  her  woes. 

What  was  it  stole  over  her  vision. 

In  lier  lone  maiden  chamber  at  night? 

Was  it  dream  of  some  advent  Flysian, — 
Why  fluttered  her  heart  in  affright  ? 

"0  damsel,  O  greatly  desired," 

Thus  a  murmurous  voice  broke  her  rest, 

''Do  the  suns  that  thy  lips'  blossom  dye  red 

Bring  no  warmth  of  love's  heart  to  thy  breast  ?  '* 

So  ran  the  vague  words  whose  enticement 

Beset  her  like  wandering  gleams. 
While  she  pondered  whatever  such  device  meant — 

What  is  it,—  a  whisper  of  dreams  ? 
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The  Bhaffcs  through  the  loneliness  stealing 

Sowed  subtly  her  bosom  with  flame  ; 
Of  her  wound  no  pale  star  brought  revealing, 

Or  told  whence  the  magio  barbs  came. 


Now  lest  this  swift  passion  might  burn  a 
New  torture  she  never  could  still, 

She  flees  toward  svreet  fountains  of  Lerna, 
For  the  draughts  of  Cerchneia*s  cool  rill. 


The  poor  maid  in  her  uttermost  frenzy 

Fears  to  traverse  the  well-wonted  way, 

So,  lest  one  among  journeying  men  see, 
Through  loneliest  wilds  doth  she  stray. 

On,  past  the  bright  founts,  the  gold-pushing. 
And  toward  the  far  shore  of  the  sea. 

With  tremulous  limbs  is  she  rushing, 
And  purpose  of  nought  save  to  flee. 

Over  peaks  marking  out  a  clear  rib-line 

On  the  beautiful  body  of  earth 
lo  wends,  where  from  spurs  of  the  Bybline 

Flows  the  Nile,  washing  wealth  over  dearth. 

Missing  way  thro'  her  trembling  commotion, 
To  retrograde  windings  she's  banned. 

Till  she  hears,  as  she  drawd  nigh  the  ocean, 
The  waves  whip  the  verge  of  the  land. 

Weary-limbed  the  fierce  flood  none  can  stem  o'er, 

So  she  mazily  still  seeks  to  fly, 
Like  a  dove  in  a  fluttering  tremor, 

When  the  hawk  blots  the  blue  of  the  sky. 

Woe,  woe  to  the  pitiless  panic. 

To  the  throbbings  of  fever  and  fear, 

Unsoothed  by  the  airs  oceanic, 
Believed  by  no  loosening  tear. 
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Ah,  sweet  were  the  woodland  recesseB, 

Sweet  the  meads  in  her  child -hearted  time  ; 

When  than  garland  nought  heavier  presses  ; — 
Of  no  care  sing  the  birds  in  springes  prime. 


But  now  is  it  summer  comes  burning. 
So  strange  is  the  wearisome  air  ? 

What  is  it,  this  marvellous  yearning, 

That  the  child-days  of  spring  did  not  share  ? 


How  strong  is  the  eager  uew-comer, 
Of  passionate  breaths  and  desires  ! 

What  is  he,  this  stranger  of  summer, 
This  monarch  of  mystical  fires  ? 

He  Cometh,  behold  him  pursuing  ! 

Might  she  love  what  she  flees  from  afeared  ? 
Uttered  now  are  divine  words  uf  wooing, 

As  her  wind-floating  tresses  are  neared. 

Her  limbs  is  it  weariness  weighs  on, 

Or  doth  magic  arise  from  the  earth  ? 

Her  heart's  note  finds  its  own  diapason, 
And  music  unknown  comes  to  birth. 

In  silence  all  breathless  she  yields  her  ; — 
The  wild  waves  kiss  madly  the  sand  ; 

Sorrow  ends,  for  what  is  that  sliields  her  ? 
Tis  a  god's  unalarming  strong  hand. 

Where,  bruised  by  the  road  and  forlorn,  her 
Sweet  limbs  had  paused  toil-overweighed. 

In  a  blossom-clad  rock's  inmost  comer. 
Here  now  are  her  wanderings  stayed. 

Wide,  waste  were  the  plains  that  she  travelled. 
Lone,  long  were  her  tracks  o'er  the  fell, 

With  the  web  of  her  dreams  yet  enravelled. 
For  Love*8  riddle  Love  only  could  tell. 
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Cold  hills  the  moons  set  silver  rims  on. 

Making  weird  that  wild  journey  alone  ; 
Now  are  touched  with  soft  blushes  of  crimson. 

And  the  phantoms  of  fright  are  all  flown. 


As  his  presence  draws  wooingly  nigher. 

And  the  lord  of  her  dreams  is  made  clear. 

Beneath  greetings  of  lip  and  of  eye  her 
True  heart  gathers  nothing  of  fear. 

Low  bends  she  her  drooped  body,  graceful 
As  wind-wearied  crest  of  a  flame, 

For  to  hide  her  bluehed  brows  and  her  face  full 
Of  fluttering,  exquisite  shame. 

The  love-minstrels  of  air,  when  they  see  an 

Eternal  completion  is  won. 
Raise  thence  into  song  a  new  paean ; 

Of  new  heaven  the  glad  birth  is  begun. 

All  the  birds  of  Olympus  are  joyous. 

Singing  low  are  the  lips  of  the  flowers  ; 

0  ye  winds,  come  amongst  us  to  toy  us. 
Flit,  ye  bees,  message  bearers  of  ours  ! 

Every  life  is  in  ardour  beseeching 
Love's  law  over  all  may  descend. 

For  of  gods,  birds,  and  blossoms  doth  each  in 
Love  find  the  beginning  and  end. 


\^ 
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"  FIKST  NIGHTS  "  AT  THE  PLAY. 


The  most  popular  play  must  have 
its  run,  and  come  to  an  end  at 
length.  The  time  will  sooner  or 
later  arrive  when  not  even  the 
most  judicious  "  papering "  wiU 
fill  the  seats  satisfactoruj,  and 
present  to  the  eyes  of  the  player 
that  most  comforting  of  spectacles, 
a  full  house. 

Certain  unmistakable  signs  in 
the  theatrical  horizon  enable  the 
play-goer  of  experience  to  discern 
with  moderate  certainty  the 
approaching  decease  of  an  old 
play,  and  to  calculate  the  probable 
birth  of  a  new  one.  In  due  time 
he  will  eagerly  scan  the  dramatic 
column  of  his  morning  paper  for 
the  announcement. 

Its  title  and  author's  name 
furnish  him  with  ample  matter  for 
surmise  and  discussion  during  the 
week  or  ten  days  that  intervene 
between  the  promise  and  its 
fulfilment. 

The  cast  of  the  characters  next 
appears,  and  the  extension  or 
curtailment  of  the  old  company, 
with  the  promise  of  a  favourite 
player  in  a  new  rdle  of  importance, 
keep  eager  expectants  on  the 
tiptoe  of  excitement.  About  this 
time,  too,  certain  mysterious 
rumours  will  frequently  arise  anent 
the  extraordinary  merits  of  the 
coming  play  in  some  entirely  origi- 
nal direction.  Report  is  busy  with 
enigmatic  whispers  that  a  **  set 
piece "  or  mechanical  effect  is  in 
preparation  which  is  to  be  the 
town  talk  of  the  season.     Or  the 


leading  man  has  a  sensation  scene,, 
that  will,  in  vidgar  parlance, "  fetch 
the  house."  No  one  knows  of 
these  dubious  whisperings  either 
whence  they  come,  or  whither  they 
go.  But  whether  they  emanate,  as- 
some  say,  from  shrewd  managerial 
touts,  or  are  conceived  in  the  fan- 
ciful brain  of  an  enthusiast,  they 
work  their  end  well,  for  a  few 
nights  at  any  rate. 

In  all  countries  where  the  theatre 
is  regarded  as  an  institution,  you 
will  invariably  find  a  certain  nimi- 
ber  of  regular  play-goers  who 
make  a  point  of  being  present  in 
the  j)it,  boxes,  or  stalls  at  the  first 
performance  of  every  new  play. 
To  such  an  extent  was  this  custom 
carried  among  a  clique  of  enthu- 
siasts in  Fans  that  if  one  of  their 
number  were  absent,  even  for  a 
single  night,  his  friends  said  of 
him,  not  '*he  is  out  of  town,"  or 
**  he  is  ill,"  but  simply  "  t7  est  mort " 
— *'heisdead." 

We  do  not  say  that  in  the  Bri- 
tish Metropolis,  but  some  of  us  are 
almost  as  regular  in  our  attendance. 

On  occasions  of  importance  I 
have  betaken  myself  to  the  pit  door 
as  early  as  five,  four,  or  even  three 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  but  go  at 
what  time  I  would  I  invariably 
found  myself  forestalled  by  some 
half-a-dozen  habilues,  who  guarded 
the  blissful  entrance  with  all  the 
exclusive  jealousy  of  Brahmin 
priests,  and  almost  resented  as  an  in- 
trusion the  approach  of  a  new- 
comer.    Some  of  these  had  scarcely 
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missed  a  first  night  for  eight  or 
ten  years,  and  one  little  round- 
faced  man,  who  had  earned  the 
9ohriquet  of  "  camp-stool,"  from 
a  habit  of  carrying  one  to  sit  on 
during  the  long  waits,  had  recol- 
lections of  famous  first  nights  that 
dated  back  some  thirty  or  forty 
years. 

As  the  half  hours  creep  along 
the  crowd  swells ;  by  six  o'clock  we 
are  wedged  into  a  pretty  dense 
mass,  and  with  a  temperature  up 
to  eighty  degrees  the  stifling  atmo- 
sphere draws  forth  sarcastic  re- 
marks on  the  delightful  airiness  of 
E^lish  apparel. 

Imperceptibly,  as  the  last  thirty 
minutes  wear  on,  the  press  grows 
greater,  the  rear  struggling  for  a 
better  position,  the  van  as  reso- 
lutely resisting  their  attempts.  A 
false  alarm,  caused  by  a  smart 
rap  on  the  door  panels,  produces 
a  panic,  and  gives  reason  to  those 
immediately  round  the  entrance  to 
bless  the  stoutness  of  its  structure. 
But  there  go  the  bolts  at  length ! 
Back  fly  the  doors  with  a  shrill 
creak,  and  if  you  are  in  with  the 
first  half  dozen  you  may  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  retreating  coat  tails 
of  the  janitor  as  he  flies  before  the 
rush  of  the  eager  crowd. 

In  they  pour,  pell  mell ;  often 
hatless,  sometimes  half  coatless, 
squeezing,  struggling,  and  jostling ; 
the  squeals  of  women  mingling 
with  the  ejaculations  of  men  ;  but 
all  are  safely  landed  at  last,  good 
humoured  and  breathless. 

Inside,  we  heave  a  big  sigh  of 
relief,  and  then  turn  to  the  busi- 
ness of  securing  a  good  place 
somewhere  within  the  first  three 
rows,  which  is  accompUshod  with 
no  small  difficulty.  The  centre, 
indeed  the  greater  part  of  the 
front  row  is  invariably  appropri- 
ated by  the  regular  habitues. 
From  a  critical  stand  point  the 
third  row  affords  the  best  and 
most  comprehensive  view  of  the 


stage;  but  number  one  being  about 
the  centre  of  the  house  presents  a 
sweeping  survey  of  the  stalls  and 
boxes,  whose  occupants,  on  a 
premiere  of  importance,  are  only 
second  in  interest  to  the  play 
itself. 

One  bitter  cold  night  in  Decem- 
ber, after  standing  round  the  outer 
door  for  an  hour  and  a  half,  we 
rushed  in  at  6.30  to  find  the  first 
three  rows  of  seats,  the  best  places 
in  the  house,  already  occupied. 
Great  was  the  indignation  when  it 
was  discovered  that  the  occupants, 
instead  of  waiting  outside  and 
paying  in  the  ordinary  manner, 
had  been  smuggled  in  beforehand 
and  placed  in  a  conspicuous  posi- 
tion to  assist  by  indiscriminate 
applause  what  was  believed  to  be 
a  weak  play.  Nothing  more  or 
less  than  a  party  of  paid  claqueurs. 
Now,  the  system  of  "papering"  a 
thin  house  or  a  risky  play  is  one 
known  and  recognised,  and  when 
done  judiciously,  hurts  no  one  but 
the  manager.  But  such  a  glaring 
breach  of  tact  and  decency  as  this 
was  too  barefaced,  and  a  smart 
altercation  with  an  official  resulted 
in  the  ignominious  ejection  of  the 
intruders.  Another  half  hour  with 
the  house  in  semi-darkness  has 
yet  to  elapse  before  the  dismal 
musicians  file  in  and  the  curtain 

foes  up  on  the  preliminary  farce, 
his,  however,  is  anything  but  a 
duU  time,  for  a  considerable  por- 
tion of  those  who  frequent  the 
modem  pit,  more  especially  those 
whom  a  sound  classical  or  legiti- 
mate performance  draws  together, 
exhibit  a  fair  share  of  dramatic 
taste  and  no  mean  critical  judg- 
ment. Not  only  is  the  modem 
drama  discussed  from  every  pos- 
sible point  of  view  during  the  last 
thirty  minutes,  but  much  interest- 
ing knowledge  is  displayed  of  the 
remoter  periods  of  stage  art, 
and  smartly  accurate  comparisons 
drawn  between  the  "gte^eiiX*  ^<^^c&L<b 
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and  the  so-called  palmy  days  of 
fifty  and  a  hundred  years  ago. 

Naturally    enough,    too,    these 
student  pittites  have    their    own 
special    favourites     amongst    the 
modem     exponents     of    the   art. 
Little    cliques    and    coteries    are 
formed,  and  party  spirit  runs  high 
over  the  good  and  bad  qualities  of 
our  representative  players.    I  used 
to    meet   sometimes    a    very    old 
eentleman  with  an  inexhaustible 
fund  of  green-room  and  footHght 
anecdote.     His    grandfather    had 
known   Qurrick,    and  he  himself 
just    remembered    the    first    per- 
formance of  Edmund  Kean's  Over- 
reach;  that  strange  night  when 
Lord  Byron  was  seized  with  a  fit 
in  the  boxes,  when  the  pit  rose 
en  masiey  and  Mrs.  Glover  fainted 
on  the  stage  at  the  tremendous 
reality  of  Kean's  personation.    He 
had  been  present  at  John  Kemble's 
last  performance  of  Macbeth  ;  had 
seen  Elliston,  as  Charles  Surface; 
the    elder    Matthews,    At   Home; 
Liston,    as    Paul    Pry ;     Charles 
Young,  as  Othello  ;  and  Macready 
in  his  best  characters.     He  used  to 
talk  of  the  days  when  stalls  and 
fauteuils  were  unknown,  when  the 
good  old  pit  pressed  right  up  to 
the  orchestra ;  and  it  was  with  a 
half  sigh  of  comical   resignation 
that  he  would  take  his  seat  in  the 
centre  second  row,  to  "sit  out,"  as 
he  called    it,    a    modem    society 
comedy. 

At  a  few  minutes  to  seven  the 
musicians,  faded  and  worn,  drop 
into  their  places  in  the  orchestra, 
and  for  the  next  five  minutes  we 
get  the  benefit  of  all  the  tuneless, 
squeaking  instruments  in  the  band. 
Trombones,  bass  viols,  and  French 
horns  blend  in  exquisite  dis- 
cordance; for  nothing  on  earth 
will  induce  your  instrumentalist  to 
tune  his  apparatus  before  entering 
the  theatre.  There  is  sometimes 
no  small  amoimt  of  amusement  to 
be  gained  by  watching  the  im- 


pression produced  by  the  play  on 
these  hard-working  gentlemen. 
The  **big  drum"  at  a  leading 
house  was  a  special  object  of 
interest  to  me  for  a  long  time. 
He  seemed  to  labour  perpetually 
under  the  influence  of  the  deepest 
melancholy,  and  when  occasionally 
a  pimgent  joke  would  cause,  the 
muscles  of  his  dismal  countenance 
to  relax  for  a  brief  moment  he 
would  recover  himself  instantly, 
and  plunging  into  yet  deeper 
despair,  inflict  the  direst  blows  on 
his  unfortunate  instrument. 

The  house  presents  but  a  meagre 
appearance  when  the  curtain  is 
nmg  up  on  the  opening  farce,  its 
only  occupants  at  present  being 
the  tenants  of  pit  and  gallery.  As, 
however,  the  piece  is  usually  an 
old  one,  its  chief  points  already 
familiar,  it  is  earned  somewhat 
uproariously  with  the  aid  of  the 
gods ;  who  are  not  only  eager  to 
anticipate  the  old  jokes,  but  by  no 
means  backward  to  furnish  such 
impromptu  ones  for  the  occasion  as 
may  seem  to  suit  the  individual 
Burroimdings. 

In  another  half -hour  the  theatre 
puts  on  a  more  lively  appearance, 
and  by  a  quarter  to  eight  stall 
keepers  are  doing  a  pretty  brisk 
business  in  fees.  Not  a  seat  will 
be  vacant  shortly  if  the  occasion  be 
one  of  average  interest.  By  twos 
and  threes,  the  critics,  each  of 
whom  is  individually  known  to  the 
pittites,  and  has  been  hailed  on  his 
entrance,  drop  with  a  self-satisfied 
air  into  their  comfortable  stalls. 
The  joy  of  an  old  attendant  now 
is  to  find  a  novice  close  by,  to 
whom  he  may  point  out  the  big 
men  by  name.  "  Look  here, 
see  that  lively  little  man?  he  writes 
for  the  Morning  Detcy,  He  is  a 
clever  critic,  rather  bitter,  and  too 
fond  of  hair-splitting,  but  a  tidy 
little  quill-driver  in  his  way. 
There's  the  now  man,  critic  for 
the    Quotidian)    can't   make^    out 
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what  they  put  him  there  for; 
hasn't  an  idea  beyond  pitching 
into  everyone  all  round ;  thinks  no 
end  of  himself  too.  Ah,  now 
here  is  a  critic,  one  who  knows 
his  own  mind  and  isn't  afraid  of 
speaking  it  out ;  he  does  gush 
certainly,  but  it's  only  a  way  he 
has  caught  from  the  general  tone 
of  the  I>aily  Harthotiake,  He  can 
stir  up  a  bad  piece  better  than  any 
of  them.  Do  you  see  that  man  in 
the  doorway  wrangling  with  the 
stall  keeper?  we  have  but  one 
dramatist  in  Eno^land^  and  there 
he  stands.  That  man  just 
in  front  of  us  owns  the  Cap  and 
Bella,  rather  a  scurrilous  concern. 
— ^They  don't  seem  to  speak  to  him 
much,  do  they? — ^WeU,  you  know 
he's  not  exactly  what  you'd  call — 
eh  ?  understand  ?  That  long  man 
shaking  hands  all  round  does  the 
FaUadium ;  he's  a  better  critic  than 
you  would  think  to  read  his  work  ; 
out  then  he  knows  all  the  profes- 
sion, and  how  can  you  expect  a 
inan  on  intimate  terms  with  Miss 
(Jodolphin  to  cut  her  up  for  her 
Qrecian  bend,  and  kitcnen-maid 
airs? — Who  is  that  extraordinary 
looking  animal  there  ? — Well,  upon 
my  word  I  don't  know;  every 
night  you'll  see  him  hovering 
around  in  a  loud  coat  and  tie, 
seeming  to  know  everyone,  and  I 
don't  believe  a  man  in  the  house 
could  tell  you  who  he  is,  or  how 
he  raises  the  price  of  his  stall;" 
and  so  on. 

One  evening,  on  the  occasion  of  a 
great  First  Night,  when  the  house 
was  packed  from  floor  to  ceiling,  a 
journalist  who  had  rendered  him- 
self obnoxious  to  the  gods  was 
eagerly  awaited.  Scarcely  had  he 
set  foot  within  the  stalls  when,  to 
borrow  Kean's  simile,  the  house 
rose  at  him.  For  a  space  of  five 
minutes,  pit  and  gallery,  standing 
clutching  each  other  on  seats  and 
benches,  were  vigorously  irate  in 
hoots  and    hisses;    and    between 


every  act  hostilities  were  renewed. 
But  the  object  of  their  somewhat 
imreasonable  wrath  was  not  to  be 
moved,  and  regarding  his  assailants 
with  a  quiet  smile,  kept  cool 
possession  of  his  stall  the  whole 
evening. 

When  every  seat  has  its  tenant, 
and  the  call  boy  has  beckoned  the 
conductor  that  everything  is  in 
readiness  behind,  a  peep  at  the 
house  itself  from  the  back  of  the 
hu^  green  curtain  presents  a 
cunously  animated  spectacle. 
Sprinkled  over  the  stalls  sit  the 
representatives  of  almost  every 
journal  of  importance  in  the 
Metropolis,  and  not  a  few  of  the 
best  provincial  ones.  Scarcely  one 
of  the  remaining  seats  but  will 
contain  a  f aee  of  note  in  the 
artistic  or  professional  world. 
Artists,  authors,  doctors,  lawyers, 
Bohemians  of  every  type,  &om 
the  struggling  journalist  to  the 
popular  actor,  are  there.  The  boxes 
hold  representatives  of  the  world 
of  fashion ;  the  pit  is  full  to  the 
very  doors,  while  the  tiers  above, 
from  the  balcony  to  the  g^eat  un- 
washed in  the  gallery,  are  crowded 
with  men  of  commerce  and  specta- 
tors of  lesser  note.  Close  to  the 
stage,  in  a  carefully  curtained 
box,  if  not  behind  the  scenes  ner- 
vously giving  last  directions  to  the 
players,  is  the  author  of  the  eve- 
ning. In  fear  and  trembling  if  a 
novice,  in  some  trepidation  if  a 
practised  writer,  the  dramatist  is 

Erobably  the  only  one  among  the 
uge  audience  whose  feelings  are 
not  those  of  tranquil  serenity  and 
enjoyment. 

Nervousness  there  is,  of  a  dif- 
ferent nature,  behind  the  scenes. 
All  great  players  of  genuine  feel- 
ing and  love  for  their  profession 
experience  that  indescribable  sink- 
ing at  heart  and  drjmess  of  palate 
when  appearing  for  the  first  time 
in  a  new  rdle.  No  matter  of  how 
long  standing  he  may  be,  every 
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actor  whose  soul  is  in  liis  work 
and  whom  want  of  energy  and  con- 
sequent lack  of  success  have  not 
corrupted,  feels  a  brief  moment  of 
uneasiness,  even  as  the  oldest  sol- 
dier trembles  on  going  into  action 
till  the  first  s^un  has  sounded. 

'*I  wish,  muttered  Edmund 
Xean  to  himself,  as  he  trudged 
through  the  wet  streets  to  the  Old 
Drury  on  that  great  night  when 
he  carried  the  town  as  Shylock, 
"  I  wish  I  was  going  to  be  shot." 

Macready  has  vividly  depicted 
his  terror  on  the  occasion  of  his 
London  dihut ;  the  chill  that  went 
to  his  heart  at  the  call-boy's  sum- 
mons, the  short  quick  breath,  the 
throbbing  of  his  heart,  the  immense 
effort  needed  to  tread  with  firm- 
ness and  composure  as  he  walked 
the  boards  for  the  first  time. 
Matthews  the  elder,  the  greatest 
mimic  of  all  time,  is  said  to  have 
been  one  of  the  most  bashful  of 
men,  that  he  would  go  a  mile  out 
of  his  way  sooner  than  meet  an 
acquaintance  in  the  streets. 

To  come  down  to  our  own  times, 
Mr.  Toole,  of  five-and-twenty 
years'  experience,  is  confessedly 
never  himself  on  a  first  night ; 
and  we  have  it  on  the  assevera- 
tion of  keen-eared  critics  that  on 
the  first  evening  of  Machethy  at 
the  Lyceum,  Mr.  Irving's  armour 
could  be  heard  to  rattle  in  the 
stalls. 

But  the  orchestra  has  wound  up 
with  a  final  flourish  ;  tinkle,  tinkle, 
Boimds  the  prompter's  bell,  and  up 
goes  the  green  baize  at  last. 

Criticism  in  the  case  of  an 
imaginary  play  is  of  course  an 
impossibility,  but  a  general  idea 
may  be  conveyed  of  its  progress. 

Circumstances  of  the  most  un- 
looked-for nature  often  combine 
to  bring  about  the  success  or 
failure  of  a  new  play  on  the  occa- 
sion of  its  first  performance.  For 
this  reason  the  decided  sentence 
of  a  first  night  must  be  taken  with 


a  strict  qualification;  the  subse- 
quent condemnation  or  popularity 
of  a  play  occasionally  proving  to 
us  that  the  judgment  of  even  the 
most  experienced  critic  may  be  at 
fault  where  the  decision  is  of 
necessity  prompt  and  irrevocable, 
and  conditions  may  for  the  moment 
be  unfavourable  to  calm  and  un- 
biased judgment. 

Consider,  first,  the  attitude  of 
the  audience.  These,  though  for 
the  most  part  favourably  disposed 
towards  a  new  work,  and  always 
eager  for  the  "  coming  man,"  are 
frequently  swayed  from  side  to 
side  in  their  opinions  by  the  merest 
trifles. 

I  have  seen  a  really  well  written 
play  commence  favourably  with 
the  audience  and  give  every  pro- 
mise of  a  brilliant  success,  when 
from  some  slight  or  unaccountable 
cause — a  scene  carelessly  played, 
an  actor  imperfect  in  his  lines  or 
unsympathetic  in  his  style — a  sud- 
den chill  would  fall  over  the  whole 
house,  extend  itself  in  a  wonder- 
fully short  time  to  the  stage  itself, 
and  the  play  would  resiut,  if  not 
in  lamentable  failure,  at  least  in 
lukewarm  uncertainty,  or  a  mere 
succeB  (Testime.  For  nothing  kills  a 
play  more  thoroughly  than  a  dull 
or  apathetic  audience,  and  the 
players  are  no  less  quick  to  receive 
in  themselves  the  temperament  of 
their  hearers  than  they  are  certain 
to  make  its  effect  immediately 
visible  on  the  other  side  of  the 
footlights.  I  have  known  a  good 
actor,  perfect  in  the  words  and 
business  of  his  part,  retire  to  his 
dressing-room  in  disgust  after  a 
scene  with  a  flat  house,  and  from 
sheer  inability  to  rise  above  its 
temperature,  play  badly  for  the 
rest  of  the  evening. 

Again,  an  English  audience  is 
remarkably  con&ervative  in  its 
tastes ;  slow  to  receive  innovations 
either  of  author  or  actor,  and 
firmly  rooted  to  time-honoured  pre- 
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Judices.  As  some  one  or  other 
said  of  the  British  public  to  Mr. 
Planche  **  Sir,  you  must  first  tell 
them  you  are  going  to  do  so  and 
so ;  you  must  then  tell  them  you 
are  doing  it,  and  then  that  you 
have  done  it ;  and  then,  sir, 
perhapny  they  will  imderstand  you." 
Something  of  this  inability  to  rise 
to  the  actor's  level  came  near 
ruining  Irving's  Samlet  on  the 
occasion  of  its  first  performance. 
The  audience  could  not  imderstand 
it;  it  was  so  new,  so  strange;  he 
did  not  do  as  other  actors,  he  could 
not  read  Shakespeare  ;  till  at 
length,  in  one  great  speech,  the 
vigour  and  orig^al  beauty  of  the 
conception  came  home  to  them, 
and  the  audience  were  with  the 
actor  to  a  man. 

A  spiritless  audience,  then,  will 
kill  the  best  play;  an  audience 
determined  to  be  pleased  will  save, 
and  even  make  a  success  of,  a  bad 
one.  A  single  scene,  a  single 
speech,  sometimes  a  single  line, 
have  saved  an  entire  play,  so 
electrical  is  the  effect  on  a  mass  of 
human  beings  of  one  touch  of 
nature  or  sympathy  emanating 
from  a  sensitive  actor. 

Not  the  least  noticeable  feature  of 
^premihre  is  the  astonishing  quick- 
ness of  the  unaristocratic  portion 
of  the  audience  to  catch  up  any 
speech  or  line  in  a  play  that  seems 
to  bear,  even  in  the  remotest 
degree,  upon  any  event,  political 
or  otherwise,  which  may  at  the 
moment  be  occupying  the  public 
mind.  Stage  history  contains 
many  such  instances,  too  trite  for 
mention  here,  where  the  audience 
have  taken  advantage  of  a  few 
words  pointedly  delivered  by  an 
actor  to  give  thorough  vent  to 
their  political  or  social  opinions, 
Approving  or  condemning,  by  their 
applause  or  hisses,  the  course  of 
a  Ministry  or  of  a  single 
individual.  Here  is  an  anecdote  in 
illustration  of  comparatively  recent 


occurrence.  Tennyson's  un- 
fortunate Queen  Mary  was  brought 
out  at  the  Lyceum  just  at  the  time 
when  the  question  of  Her  Majesty's 
assuming  the  title  of  Empress  of 
India  was  under  debate.  Popular 
feeling  was  strong  against  Lord 
Beaconsfield,  then  Mr.  Disraeli, 
who,  it  will  be  remembered,brought 
forward  the  motion  in  the  House 
of  Gonmions.  One  line  in  the 
Laureate's  drama  had  been  noticed 
which  it  was  expected  would  draw 
forth  the  strong  opinion  of  the 
coimtry  against  the  innovation 
■  through  the  medium  of  pit  and 
gallery.  And  so  it  was.  For  in 
the  first  act,  where  Simon  Benard 
is  advisinc^  Queen  Mary  to  compass 
the  deam  of  Elizabeth,  Miss 
Bateman's  indignant  look  of 
scorn,  coupled  with  her  keenly 
emphasised  delivery  of  the  line —  ^ 

''  I  am  English  Queen,  not  Roman 
Emperor  " — 

was  the  signal  for  such  a  hurri- 
cane of  applause  condemnatory 
of  the  obnoxious  title  as  drowned 
for  some  minutes  the  voices  of 
those  on  the  stage. 

In  this  keen  appreciation  for 
anything  of  public  interest  a  little 
outside  the  matter  in  hand  lies  the 
secret  of  the  great  success  of 
political  burlesques;  and  indeed 
to  the  same  source  may  be  traced 
the  popularity  of  a  smart  skit  on  a 
tragic  play,  or  on  the  surface 
peculiarities  of  a  prominent  actor. 
It  is  a  modem  reflection  of  the 
spirit  which  characterised  the  old 
Grecian  audiences  for  whom 
Aristophanes  wrote  T^  C%>tM^,  and 
The  Birds. 

But  with  the  banishment  of  the 
old-fashioned  melodrama  and 
five-act  historical  plays,  with  their 
deep-laid  plots,  their  intrigues  and 
patriotic  speeches,  died  away  all 
chance  of  a  downright  good 
excitement ;  it  would  be  almost  an 
impossibility  now  to  get  up  such  a 
scene  as,  for  instance,  that  which 
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occurred  during  the  first  perfor- 
mance of  Mr.  Charles  Keade's 
Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
All  high-strung  sentiment,  all 
attempts  to  appeal  to  the  sensitive 
side  of  an  au(uence,  are  voted  slow. 

We  sit  contentedly  and  sip  our 
little nulk-and- watery  jokes,  with- 
out either  the  stimulus  or  the  incli- 
nation for  a  good  side-Erolittinglaugh 
or  an  honest  round  of  sympathetic 
applause.  One  splendid  specimen 
we  had,  though,  last  Christmas,  of 
an  unintentional  burlesque,  in  the 
shape  of  an  extraordinary  American 
production  exhibited  at  the  Olym- 
pic Theatre;  and  the  delicious  nasal 
twang  odE  a  Mr.  J.  Frayne,  who 
preached  commonplace  sentiment 
by  the  yard,  with  a  revolver  in  one 
hand  and  a  bowie-knife  in  the 
other,  will  not  soon  be  forgotten. 

Although  the  ancient  custom  of 
"damninff  "  a  bad  play, — driving 
it  from  the  stage  m  a  storm  of 
laughter  or  hisses,  has  long  died 
out,  the  ordeal  of  a  modem  first 
night  is  far  more  severe  for  all 
concerned  than  was  that  of  five 
and  twenty,  or  even  fifteen  years 
ago.  Everybody  who  goes  to  the 
play  now  knows,  or  fancies  he 
knows,  more  about  the  stage,  its 
wants,  and  proprieties,  than  did 
the  ordinary  pit  critic  of  two 
decades  back. 

Abuses  and  incongruities  of 
scenery,  stage  management,  and 
acting,  that  were  wmked  at  and 
recognised  in  all  the  best  theatres 
then,  would  hardly  be  tolerated  now 
in  an  average  East  End  house. 

As  theatres  and  players  multiply, 
critics  and  theatrical  journals  in- 
crease also.  Dramatic  chit-chat, 
cotdtBsee  gossip,  odds  and  ends  of 
information  on  stage  history  and  the 
technicalities  of  the  art  are  scat- 
tered about  cheaply,  picked  up  and 
swallowed  by  your  hahitui^  to  be 
brought  out  as  standard  rules  on 
the  occasion  of  a  new  play.  The 
soi'disant   critic  who    cannot  talk  ' 


with  the  confidence  of  Dick  Minim 
on  the  imities  of  time  and  place, 
is  scouted.  This  knowledge 
before  the  curtain,  mere  surface 
smattering  though  it  often  be, 
fixes  a  certain  amount  of  restraint 
on  the  author,  and  works  with 
good  or  bad  result  according  to 
me  prevailing  standard  of  popular 
taste. 

I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  the 
whimsical  Byron  or  the  fanciful 
Gilbert  take  their  precepts  and 
notions  direct  from  the  attitude  of 
pit  and  gallery ;  but  the  dramatist 
writes,  in  a  manner,  to  please  the 
public  palate,  and  the  theatrical 
fashions  are  largely  set  by  the 
critical  frequenters  of  those  regions. 
A  careless  observer  of  one  of  Mr. 
Byron's  fantastic  comedies  would 
stare  if  told  that  even  this  most 
original  of  writers  has  certain 
binding  rules  to  which  he  must 
conform.  But  he  has  nevertheless ; 
rules  partly  of  his  own  witty  in- 
vention, but  all  orig^ating  in  the 
public  caprice,  and  those  who  find 
lault  with  the  writer  for  his 
fiimsiness  of  plot  and  crispness  of 
dialogue  should  remember  that 
his  audience  are  as  much  to  blame 
as  he  is. 

Between  the  acts  on  a  first  night 
the  appearance  presented  by  tho 
better  parts  of  the  house  is  that  of 
a  huge  soiree. 

The  stalls  are  a  rendezvous  for 
aU  that  is  fashionable  and  popidar 
in  art  and  letters.  Here  in  one 
comer  is  a  well  known  manager 
bemoaning  with  a  favourite 
dramatist  the  dulness  of  the- 
season,  the  pair  puzzling  their 
united  brains  for  a  novelty  in 
their  next  venture.  Or  an  actor 
may  be  seen  arranging  with  an 
author  to  write  up  a  strong  part 
for  him  in  his  own  particular  une. 

In  little  knots  of  threes  and 
fours  the  critics  are  comparing 
notes  and  discussing  the  progress 
of  the  play,  or  gossiping  with  a 
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popular  actress  over  an  ice  cream. 
We  have  not  yet  arrived  at  the 
capital  continental  custom  of 
eonee  handed  round  between  the 
acts;  and  certainly  our  present 
refreshment  system  is  meagre  in 
the  extreme.  Ices  are  well  enough 
in  their  way,  but  in  the  close 
atmosphere  of  the  stalls  and  boxes 
at  10.30  p.m.,  a  small  cup  of  tea 
or  oofFee  would  be  infinitely  pre- 
ferable and  more  refreshing. 

Visits  are  paid  and  telegraphic 
signs  are  exchanged  between  boxes 
and  stalls,  stalls  and  dress  circle. 
Everybody  seems  to  know  every- 
body else,  to  be  inmiensely  good- 
humoured  and  shaking  han&  all 
round.  Meetings  are  arranged, 
bets  laid,  mutual  projects  discussed 
and  settled,  and  the  whole  scene 
is  the  pleasantest  and  liveliest 
ima«^nable. 

The  terrible  heat  of  the  house 
militates  greatly  against  enjoy- 
ment in  the  summer  months  and 
undoubtedly  keeps  numbers  away 
during  the  height  of  the  season, 
who  would  otherwise  be  regular 
in  their  attendance.  The  question 
is  of  course  a  difficult  one  to 
CTapple  with,  and  has  probably 
Been  discussed  over  and  over  again, 
and  from  every  point  of  view,  in 
the  manager's  room.  Still  it  does 
seem  strange  that  something  could 
not  be  devised  after  the  Indian 
punkah  arrangement  to  moderate, 
even  in  a  slight  degree,  the  almost 
Plutonic  atmosphere.  The  experi- 
ment mieht  be  an  expensive  one, 
but  surely,  if  successful,  a  month's 
profits  would  cover  aU  outlay,  and 
the  ultimate  gain  to  both  parties 
would  be  immense. 

No  less  animated,  in  a  more 
vigorous  way,  is  the  attitude  of 
the  pit.  Things  are  a  little 
better  here  since  the  banish- 
ment of  that  peripatetic  horror, 
the  stout  female  vendor,  who, 
to  the  tune  of  "chase  your 
oranges,"  used  to  struggle  between 


the  packed  rows  with  a  huge 
basket  in  utter  disregard  of  corns. 
Still  the  catering  system  is  far 
from  perfect  here,  and  the  spectacle- 
of  a  waiter  clambering  perilously 
over  seats  and  benches,  armed  with 
bottles  of  Bass  and  Alsopp's,  is  at 
once  impicturesque  and  alarming. 
I  saw  a  bottle  fly  once  ;  the  coA 
nearly  blinded  an  old  lady ;  the- 
liquor  flew  around  and  generally 
damaged  half  a  dozen. 

Here,    of    course,    the    critical 
atmosphere    is    strong.      A    man 
catches  sight  of  a  friend  three  or 
four  rows  off,  and  sends  aloud- 
spoken  query  as  to  his  impressions 
of  the  play.    A  reply  comes  back 
which    provokes    a   diflference  of 
opinion  from  some  of  the  inter- 
vening benches.    The  question  is 
taken  up,    and    a    lively   debate 
follows,  joined  in  by  all  within 
hearing    distance    who    have    an 
idea,  good  or  bad,  to  offer  on  the 
subject.    Such  as  boast  no  opinion 
of  their  own,  ashamed  to  be  out  of' 
the  hunt,  bravely  uphold  the  views 
of  the  tallest  talker  near  them. 
Keep  your  ears   open  now,  and 
you  may  hear  retailed  the  various- 
theories  of    all    the    critics    and 
theatrical  journals  in  town,   and 
pick  up  more  green-room  gossip 
than  you  can  carry  in  your  head. 
But  the  biggest  and  most  keenly 
defended  opinions  emanate  from 
Olympus,  where  sit  the  perspiring- 
gods.      You   venture   an  opinion 
here  at  your  peril,  and  the  man 
who    cannot    support    his    views 
of  a  favourite  West  End  player 
by  a  careful  comparison    of   his 
talents  with  those  of  a  Surrey  or 
Britannia  favourite  finds  no  hearers.. 
An  amateur  holding  forth  glibly 
one  night  in  the  gallery  on  the 
peculiar  merits  of  a  well-known 
actor,  happened,  unluckily,  to  touch 
upon  a  melo-cLramatic  part  which 
had  recently  been  given  with  un- 
usual   eye-rolling     power    by    a 
strong-lunged  Eaist  End  f  avourite^ 
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He  was  dwelling  with  fon<}  minute- 
ness on  the  delicate  touch  of  the  cul- 
tured player  in  a  scene  which  the 
eye-roUer  had  carried  by  sheer 
•exertion  of  the  attributes  of 
Bottom's  lion.  A  coatless  god  on 
his  right  surveyed  the  would-be 
judge  from  top  to  toe  with  that 
gentle  scorn  which  bespeaks  eon- 
49cious  superiori^.    **Ah,"  he  said, 

"  yon  go  to  the  Vic.  and  see  B 

He^d  make  you  jump .'" 

The  third  and  last  act  draws  to  a 
•close.  The  plot  is  almost  eyolved, 
the  interest  strongly  worked  up, 
4uid  the  attention  of  the  audience 
well  held  together. 

But  the  manager  knows  the  pit 
willhaye  its  last  dUussof  beer  before 
midnight,  and  it  is  scarcely  too 
much  to  say  that  the  author  who 
liberates  his  hearers  in  fairly 
reasonable  time  is  the  surer  of  a 
call  before  the  curtain  at  the  end. 

The  final  call  of  an  author 
before  the  curtain  is  not  always 
^  certain  proof  that  the  audience 
■are  satii^ed  with  his  work. 
I  have  known  one  simmioned 
in  sheer  irony,  from  the  laughabel 


dulness  of  his  plot.  On  he  comes, 
beaming  with  gratitude,  bows  his 
smiling  thanks,  and  retires  to 
dream  of  bay  leaves  and  chaplets. 
Only  on  the  morrow  is  he  dis- 
illusionised by  the  sarcastic  quill 
of  the  critic,  who  informs  him, 
with  lack  of  sympathy,  that  he 
mistook  for  unbounded  applause 
the  joking  displeasure  of  his  audi- 
ence, and  wonders  how  he  could 
have  had  the  eErontery  to  appear. 
Then  Uiat  author,  if  he  be  not 
filled  with  his  own  conceit,  takes 
warning,  and  when  on  the  occasion 
of  his  next  new  play  he  is  called 
for,  the  stage-manager  states  in 
answer  that ''  Mr.  8o-and-so,  with 
his  customary  modesty,  has  alreadj 
left  the  house." 

Half -past  eleven  generally  sees 
the  whole  of  the  personages  on  the 
stage  together,  to  speak  the  inevi- 
table **  taff ; "  a  few  minutes  more 
and  the  players  have  been  called, 
and  bowed  their  smiling  ac- 
knowledgments, and  before  mid- 
night we  are  filing  out  once  more 
into  the  cool  night  air. 

W.  TiGHE  Hopkins. 
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Farewell — no  matter  wbo  may  fall. 
The  flag  must  wave  out  on  the  wall. 
The  workers  brush  their  tears  away. 
The  merry-makera  still  be  gay. 
But  there*s  a  crack  in  my  old  voice. 
An  ache  at  heart.  I  mias  you  boys  ! 
Good  fellows  and  dear  comrades,  gone 
And  ever  going,  one  by  one. 

We  know  how  you  have  had  to  quaff 
A  bitter  cup,  and  make  men  laugh. 
Of  things  behind  the  scenes  we  know. 
That  would  have  spoiled  the  public  show. 
And  how  you  kept  the  worst  behind. 
And  gave  your  best  and  never  whined. 
Good  fellows  and  dear  <x)mrades,  gone 
And  ever  going,  one  by  one. 

Mirth  mixed  with  sadness  everywhere  ! 
Have  you  a  Charivari  there  ? 
Has  Elia  joined  you,  with  Moli^re, 
Bums,  Aristophanes,  Voltaire, 
My  merry  men  of  the  ''  Mermaid  "  rare, 
And  Shakespeare  chosen  for  the  chair  ? 
Good  fellows  and  dear  comrades,  gone 
And  ever  going,  one  by  one. 

I  think  the  kindly  smile  of  mirth 

That  you  so  often  made  on  earth, 

To  lighten  in  the  saddest  face, 

And  brighten  in  the  darkest  place. 

Will  be  reflected  from  below 

To  live  on  as  your  Afterglow. 

Good  fellows  and  dear  comrades,  gone 

And  ever  going,  one  by  one. 

Gebald    Massey, 
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THE  SON  OF  NATHANIEL  HAWTHORNE. 


There  is  a  certain  class  of 
romance-readers  to  whom  tHe 
name  of  Hawthorne  has  a  sound 
of  magic.  The  elder  Hawthorne, 
by  his  deep  insight  into  character, 
his  truth  and  exquisiteness  of 
description,  and  his  peculiar  sug- 
gestiveness,  has  laid  so  deep  a 
hold  upon  their  minds  that  tnej 

fladly  welcome  every  line  left 
ehind  by  that  delightful  author. 
To  these  admirers,  it  was  a  pleasant 
and  a  hopeful  thing  to  see  upon 
the  back  of  a  two-volume  novel 
the  name  of  the  '*  little  Julian  "  of 
Hawthorne's  note  books.'*  Julian 
and  I"  is  there  a  frequently  re- 
curring phrase.  The  English  notes 
bring  before  us  the  picture  of  the 
father  and  son  together  exploring 
the  En&^lish  Lake  country :  and  it 
is  perhaps  permissible,  though 
fanciful,  to  hope  that  the  ''Julian 
and  I"  mignt  prove  prophetic 
of  their  going  hand-in-hand 
in  the  paths  of  literature. 
Another  Hawthorne  following  in 
the  same  path  as  his  father,  and 
heir  to  his  genius  as  well  as  his 
name,  must  be  warmly  welcomed 
indeed.  Yet  it  was  a  Ihing  hardly 
to  be  looked  for ;  the  exquisiteness 
which  pervaded  all  of  Nathaniel 
Hawthorne's  writings  bein^  a 
feature  which  seemed  so  entirely 
to  belong  to  his  own  individuality. 
It  transforms  the  almost  repulsive 
history  of  ''The  Scarlet  Letter " 
into  a  touching  and  infinitely  sug- 
gestive romance.  In  the  "  House  of 


the  Seven  Gubles"  the  same  faculty 
leads  us  into  unexpected  sympa- 
thies with  characters  which,  un- 
interpreted by  this  penetrative 
seer,  would  scarcely  be  attractive. 
Who  but  Hawthorne  himself 
could  have  cast  the  glamour  upon 
it  which  now  for  ever  dwells  upon 
the  quaint  old  house?  No  one 
else,  surely,  could  people  its  rooms 
and  passages  with  ancient  memories  r 
brooding  influences,  and  the  dim 
ghosts  of  ancestors,  who,  though 
long  dead,  to  the  seer's  eye  Hved  yet 
in  the  characters  and  atmospheres  of 
their  posterity.  Who  else  could  have 
seen  through  the  repulsive  outer 
husk  of  poor  old  Hephzibah,  the 
decayed  gentlewoman,  and  have 
revealed  for  us  the  gentle,  loving, 
timid  soul  that  hid  itself  beneam 
that  frowning  visage?  Possibly, 
in  the  delineation  of  Hephzibah'& 
brother,  Clifford,  that  unhappy 
lover  of  the  beautiful,  is  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  instances  of  Haw- 
thorne's especial  powers.  The 
picture  of  this  frail,  yet  most  lov- 
able being  is  so  clearly  drawn, 
vet  with  so  delicate  a  hand,  that 
it  may  be  regarded  as  unique. 
Unsparingly  is  every  phase  of  the 
weak  nature  placed  before  us — the 
helpless  dependence  of  the  purel  y 
artistic  soul  upon  beauty  and 
warmth,  and  the  care  and  love 
of  others,  the  inability  to  stand 
upright  with  the  braveness  which 
is  the  characteristic  of  the  man  of 
principle.       Clifford's     mind     is 
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•crushed  by  injustice,  his  wholelife's 
purpose  is  wrecked  by  the  wiU- 
power  of  a  stronger  nature.  And 
yet,  thouffh  all  this  faulty  weak- 
ness is  plainly  enough  drawn,  so 
mercifully,  so  tenderly  is  the  cha- 
racter analysed  that  the  reader 
cannot  but  feel  strongly  the  lov- 
sbleness,  gentleness,  and  sweetness 
of  the  mon  who  is  held  as  but  a 

nr  half-witted  creature  by  all 
the  melancholy  Hephzibah. 

Phoebe,  the  type  of  the  class  of 
woman  that  is  true,  sweet  and 
sound  in  body  and  soul,  but  ine- 
vitably, incurably,  and  cheerfully 
prosaic,  is  so  deftly  drawn  as  to 
for  ever  make  us  feel  how  pleasant 
and  how  necessary  is  that  contented 
commonplaceness.  The  **  Twice- 
told  Tales,"  written  during  the 
earlier  years  of  the  author's  life, 
when,  as  he  himself  says,  he  was' 'the 
obscurest  man  of  letters  in  America' ' 
are  more  filled  with  fancif ulness, 
and  less  the  products  of  thought 
and  observation  than  the  works  of 
later  days  ;  but  the  same  delicacy 
of  style  which  distinguishes  all 
his  works,  and  is  most  marked  in 
the  unfinished  **  Septimus."  has 
already  begun  to  manifest  itself  in 
these.  About  Hawthorne  all  who 
love  him  love  to  linger ;  we  need 
not  leave  his  side  wholly  in  turn- 
ing to  his  son. 

''Bressant,"  by  Julian  Haw- 
thorne, was  a  novel  of  such  unusual 
character,  and  of  so  much  promise 
as  to  be  highly  interesting  to  all 
Hawthorne  lovers.  Filled  as  it 
was  with  bright,  clearly-outlined 
characters,  racy  writing,  and  ex- 
ceedingly odd  **  situations,"  most 
novel-readers  found  it  readable  in 
one  way  or  another.  Indeed, 
the  heroines  were  so  natural,  and 
the  whole  narrative  had  so  much 
the  sort  of  interest  which  attaches 
to  a  **true"  story,  that  a  rumour 


went  about  to  the  effect  that  the 
events  had  taken  place  in  the 
author's  own  family,  and  that  ho 
deserved  no  more  credit .  than  for 
having  written  the  matter  down 
with  graphic  clearness.  This  was 
contradicted,  and  whether  in  any 
measure  true  or  not,  does  not 
concern  us :  we  merely  remark  it 
to  shew  that  the  yoimg  author  was 
sufficiently  forcible.  At  the  same 
time,  though  the  centre-plot  of 
this  novel  is  clear,  tliere  is  a 
tendency  in  the  side-plot  to  an 
involved  style,  and  ap  unnecessary 
mystification.  This      tendency 

became  painfully  marked  in. 
'*  Idolatry,"  which  next  appeared, 
and  is  equally  prominent  m  Mr. 
Hawthorne's  latest  work.*  "  Idol- 
try,"  however,  differs  widely  from 
"Bressant"  in  many  respects;  it 
has  so  little  of  its  grit  and  reality 
as  to  be  but  a  disappointing 
successor;  and  though  there  is 
plenty  of  imagination  in  it,  that 
mia^ation  is  scarcely  sufficiently 
poetical  to  compensate  for  the 
absence  of  reality.  It  does  not 
impress  one  as  being  a  beloved  or 
carefully  developed  creation ;  there 
is  a  certain  *  *  writingf  or  the  public  " 
manner  about  it,  which  we  never 
for  a  moment  find  in  Hawthorne 
the  father. 

But  "  Garth  "  would  seem  to  be 
a  work  more  deliberately  evolved  ; 
and  there  is  writing  in  it  which  is 
worthy  of  illustrating  a  closer  and 
less  cloudy  plot. 

The  * 'Bird-Prologue  "  of  **  Garth" 
is  delightful,  for  it  is  the  first  de- 
finite reminder  of  the  style  of 
Nathaniel  Hawthorne.  It  is  no 
imitation ;  but  so  wonderfully  liko 
is  it  as  to  make  one  fancy  that 
the  father's  spirit  must  have  stood 
by  our  author's  elbow  while  he 
wrote.  It  is  quaint,  dainty, 
charming.     After  this  comes  some 
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confusion;  for  Julian  Hawthorne 
has  a  bad  habit  of  going  back- 
wards in  his  stories.  But  out  of 
the  confusion  Garth's  childhood 
stands  forward  clearly ;  and  this  is 
a  very  refreshing  and  enjoyable 
portion  of  the  book.  Cuthbert 
iJrmson  and  his  mode  of  training 
the  mind  of  his  small  son,  are 
made  into  a  picture  that  is  both 
amusing  and  pathetic ;  and  Cuth- 
bert Urmson  is  throughout  a 
pleasant  and  interesting  character. 
As  to  Gharth  himself,  his  baby  days 
over,  he  begins  to  develope  into  a 
genius.  So  much  importance  is 
given  to  his  early  growth,  and  this 
later  development  of  genius,  that 
we  are  led  to  expect  it  to  **  come 
to  something,"  whereas  the  rest  of 
the  book  is  devoted  to  Garth's  love 
affairs,  and  the  working  out  of  the 
plot,  in  which  he  is  quite  quiescent. 
Indeed,  when  the  hero  (and  he  is 
described  as  a  hero  indeed)  has 
done  growing  up,  he  becomes 
very  shadowy,  and  quite  gives 
place  to  the  other  characters; 
and  as  to  his  genius  we  only 
hear  of  his  painting  one  pic- 
ture, and  making  a  few  sketches; 
after  which  he  devotes  himself  to 
getting  married.  The  story  ends 
with  his  marriage,  as  though  the 
career  of  himself  and  his  genius 
were  now  fulfilled. 

The  book  is  certainly  full  of 
very  earnest  and  painstaking  de- 
lineations of  character ;  but  there 
is  almost  too  much  probing  into 
difficult  and  complicated  natures. 
It  produces  a  kind  of  morbid 
atmosphere,  for  the  lighter  and 
more  commonplace  personages  are 
not  sufficiently  distinct  to  form  a 
relief.  There  is  something  dis- 
appointing in  the  entire  work, 
notwithstanding  the  beauty  of 
certain  portions  of  it;  and  the 
secret  appears  to  lie  in  a  want  of 
unity  and  proportion.  As  a  whole, 
it  is  not  one  picture,  but  a  massing 
together  of  many  pieces  of  writing. 


As  an  example  of  some  of  the 
essentially  Hawthorne-like  por- 
tions, let  us  follow  Garth  into  his 
orchard  : — 

''The  present  season's  crop  was 
fine,  and  Garth,  walking  between  the 
trees  with  his  hands  thrust  in  the 
side-pockets  of  his  coat,  rejoiced  in 
the  aspect  of  the  scarlet  and  yellow 
heaps  which  had  been  piled  up 
beneath  the  twisted  branches.  He 
found  a  pleasure,  too,  in  observing 
the  grotesque  contortions  of  the  trees 
themselves.  Apple-bearing,  one  would 
suppose, must  be  the  very  painfuUest  of 
vegetable  functions.  Some  of  the  old 
limbs  seemed  incarnations  of  agony  ; 
and  few  trees  but  had  eaten  their 
hearts  out,  and  were  harbouring  blue- 
jays  and  woodpeckers  in  their  bosoms. 
Nevertheless  Garth  remarked  that  the 
sweetest  fruit  often  grew  on  the 
ugliest  boughs  ;  and  in  the  blossoming 
spring  he  had  not  failed  to  note  liuw 
well  beauty  and  fragrance  and  fresh- 
ness assimilated  with  old  age,  defor- 
mity, and  decay. 

''Having  stuffed  his  pockets  with 
lusty  crimson  baldwins  and  firm- 
fleshed  russets,  he  turned  homewards. 
An  elderly  crow  which  had  been  con- 
templating the  sunrise  from  the  top  uf 
a  lofty  hemlock,  accosted  him  with  a 
single  taunting  '  caw  !  *  as  much  as  to 
say,  *  I  would  much  rather  be  what  I 
am  than  what  you  are ! '  Garth 
picked  up  a  worm-eaten  pippin  and 
flung  it  at  the  contemptuous  fowl 
with  so  true  an  aim  that  had  not  the 
latter  been  wary,  there  might  have 
been  a  catastrophe.  But  it  was  nut 
unacquainted  with  the  red-shirted 
man  and  his  ways,  and  entering  into 
the  spirit  of  the  thing,  it  pretended  to 
be  seriously  alarmed,  and  pitched 
flapping  from  its  perch  with  a  volley 
of  hoarse  objurgations. 

"  The  cry  was  strjiightway  taken 
up  by  the  whole  indigenous  commu- 
nity of  crows,  and  in  another  moment 
thirty  or  forty  of  these  sable  humorists 
were  wheeling  their  black  bodies  aloft 
and  clamouring  their  harshest,  osten- 
sibly in  vast  consternation,  but  really 
for  their  own  and  Garth's  amusement.  " 

There  is  enough  good  writing  in 
"  Garth  "to  make  the  volumes  plea- 
sant reading,  but  it  leaves  one  with 
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an  uncomfortable  feeling  that  it  is 
not  as  big  a  book  as  it  promised  to 
be  at  the  outset.  '^Bressant "  was 
far  more  of  a  complete  and  forcible 
whole  ;  its  style  retained  its  bright- 
ness throughout.  As  yet  Mr. 
Hawthorne  can  scarcely  be  said  to 


have  fidfilled  the  promise  of  that 
first  book,  and  we  have  still  to  look 
for  a  work  full  of  quiet  and  centred 
power,  which  woidd  place  his 
literary  reputation  on  a  level  with 
his  father's. 

Mabel  Collins. 


THE  JOHNSTONE  LEGEND. 

The  members  of  an  ancient  Border  clan  are  said  to  be  still  distinguishetl 
{ba  those  of  the  House  of  Rohan  were  by  a  peculiar  tuft  of  hair)  by  the  growth. 
of  a  single  lock  of  a  lighter  colour  than  the  rest  of  the  covering  of  the  head- 
£[ow  this  came  to  pass  was  thus. 

In  times  so  far  that  the  guiding  star 

Of  written  story  fails. 
Ere  a  Bruce  was  known  in  the  halls  of  Scone, 

Or  a  Norman  Prince  in  Wales  ; 
Where  Criffel  shades  wild  glens  and  glades, 

And  where  bright  Sol  way  ran, 
By  bow  and  brand  and  red  right  hand, 

Lived  a  stalwart  Border  clan. 


Ere  the  Angevin  King  (from  whose  blood  we  spring) 

To  the  three-crowned  kingdom  clomb, 
With  a  host  arrayed  for  fierce  crusade. 

The  Johnstone  was  found  in  Borne. 
**No  priest,  nor  Pope,  with  cowl  or  cope. 

Shall  dompt  the  belted  plaid. 
To  the  old  man  there,  in  the  upborne  chair, 

I  will  not  kneel,"  he  said. 
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On  waving  plumes,  on  incense  fumes, 
Shone  the  cresset's  fitful  glare  ; 
And  the  silver  dang  of  the  trumpets  rang, 

As  on  came  the  Pontiffs  chair  ; 
Like  the  wave  that  floats  o'er  a  field  of  oats. 

When  a  stormy  gust  sweeps  by, 
Sank  plumed  crest  over  mail-clad  breast. 

As  the  stately  train  drew  nigh. 


As  the  sturdy  oak  braves  the  levin's  stroke, 

Stood  the  Scot  when  the  crosses  came. 
^'  Were  each  taper  here  a  glancing  spear, 

To  kneel  would  be  a  shame." 
'^  Down,  warrior  down  ! "  with  sullen  frown. 

Cried  an  old,  old  Cardinal. 
"  Why  kneel'st  thou  not,  accursed  Scot  ?  " 

Asked  the  stony  glance  of  all. 


So  close  he  prest,  his  eagle  crest 

Was  brushed  by  the  feathery  fan. 
"  Now  what  doth  he  seek,  with  that  unblushed  cheek, 

A  blessing,  or  a  ban  ? " 
A  beaten  ewer  of  silver  pure, 

(The  city  and  the  world 
As  he  passed  to  bless)  his  Holiness 

At  the  stalwart  Northman  hurled. 


The  bonnet  blue  that  magic  dew 

Of  holy  water  mocks. 
On  plaid,  on  face,  it  left  no  trace, 

But  it  stained  the  auburn  locks. 
Can  water  bum  ?    To  gold  they  turn. 

On  the  brow  of  the  Johnstone  bold. 

And  his  gallant  sons,  the  legend  runs, 

Are  still  marked  by  a  lock  of  gold. 

F.  E.  C. 
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The  Talmud,  A  Selection  from 
ihe  contents  of  that  ancient  book, 
its  Commentarie8,Teacliing,  Poetry, 
and  Legends,  with  Sketches  of  the 
Men  who  made  and  commented 
upon  it.  Translated  from  the 
original  by  H.  Polano,  Hebrew 
Professor.  London  :  Frederick 
Wame  &  Co.  1877. 

Ten  years  ago  an  article  by  the 
late  Emanuel  Deutsch  appeared  in 
the  Qmrterly  Review,  and  excited  a 
sodden  and  unexpected  attention. 
It  was  entitled  *'The  Tahnud." 
Within  a  year  it  was  translated 
into  six  European  languages.  It 
18  strange  that  so  long  a  time 
has  elapsed  before  Mr.  Deutsch 
has  found  a  follower  in  his  pur- 
pose of  bringing  this  unknown 
monument  of  his  fathers  before  the 
modem  public.  Curiosity  and  in- 
terest had  been  roused,  but  there 
was  no  scholar  ready  to  allay  it. 
The  Englishmen  who  are  at  all 
acquainted  with  the  Talmud  seem 
fiilly  engaged  with  other  work, 
and  the  Hebrews  of  to-day  are  for 
the  most  part  too  busy  with  money- 
making  to  attempt  so  vast  a  literary 
•enterprise.  Moreover,  their  upper 
classes  are  rather  blotting  out  their 
nationality  by  assuming  English 
surnames,  and  endeavouring  to 
merge  themselves  in  the  cosmo- 
politanism of  the  time,  than  striving 
toward  such  works  as  woidd  be 
expected  from  a  people  seeking  to 
knit  more  closely  its  mutual  co- 
herence. 

It  is  a  Hebrew,  however,  that 
lias  at  length  stepped  forward  with 


a  very  little  Talmud  made  out  of  a 
very  great  one.  And  the  strange 
magic  that  seems  to  reside  in  the 
mere  name,  the  Talmud,  has  made 
his  work  successful  almost  before 
it  appeared.  Booksellers  not  gene- 
rally too  well-informed  upon  K)rth- 
coming  books,  were  f  oimd  to  know 
of  this,  and  the  first  and  second 
editions  were  sold  out  at  once. 

The  first  feeling  of  anyone  at  all 
acquainted  with  the  TaLnud,  on 
going  through  this  volume,  would 
probably  be  a  sense  of  missing 
much  with  which  he  was  familiar; 
but  it  is  fair  to  say  that  the  trans- 
lator claims  for  his  book  no  more 
than  to  be  ''a  collection  of  speci- 
mens," making  ''  no  pretensions 
to  any  more  advanced  standing ;" 
and  believes  that  it  will  excite  an 
interest  in  the  subject  which  will 
make  this  book,  and  others  of  a 
similar  character  following  it,  of 
interest  and  demand. 

The  present  work  consists  of  an 
introduction,  giving  a  sotnewhat 
meagre  account  of  the  nature  and 
scope  of  the  Talmud,  with  a  con- 
densed chronological  table  of  its 
compilation — a  table  that  although 
it  may  not  solve  the  questions  of 
scholars,  will  have  a  considerable 

feneral  and  practical  use;  and 
ve  parts  as  follows : — Biblical 
History,  Specimens  of  Biblical 
Commentaries,  Teachings  and  Inci- 
dents in  the  Lives  of  me  BabbiSi 
Proverbs  and  Sayings  of  the  Babbis, 
Legends,  &c.,  and  a  brief  abstract 
of  Civil  and  Criminal  Law. 
The    Biblical  History  forms  a 
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most  interesting  commentary,  and 
shews  how  readily  the  Oriental 
imagination  amplified  with  quaint 
conceits  and  poetic  fancies  the 
sHghtest  shred  of  actual  archaic 
narrative. 

The  general  reader  will  early  be 
attracted  to  the  proverbs  and  le- 
gends, which  have  so  characteristic, 
and  in  many  respects  familiar,  a 
ring.  Others,  again,  shew  the 
worldly  wisdom  of  these  old 
doctors,  a  quality  which  we  are 
apt  to  notice  more  in  the  modem 
Jew  than  in  his  ancient  ancestor. 

**  The  house  which  opens  not  to 
the  poor  will  open  to  the  physician," 
is  one  of  these  proverbs,  in  which 
we  see  how  strong  was  the  sense 
of  the  duty  of  charity,  and  how  the 
troubles  of  life  were  regarded  as 

Sunishment  for  failure  in  well- 
oing.  To  say  that  **  The  birds  of 
the  air  despise  a  miser,"  is  to  give 
a  poetic  view  quite  in  keeping 
with  the  romantic  and  legendary 
character  of  the  Hagadah,  which 
with  the  Halachah,  or  legal  por- 
tion, makes  up  the  Talmud. 

Some  may  be  startled  that  so 
secularistica  saying  as  the  following 
should  emanate  from  the  intensely 
religious  ancient  Hebrew.: — "  The 
world  is  saved  by  the  breath  of 
school-children.  Even  to  re-build 
the  Temple,  the  schools  must  not 
be  closed."  Deutsch,  however,  in- 
sisted strongly  upon  the  fact  of  the 
paramount  importance  given  to 
public  instruction  in  the  centuries 
following  the  Captivity. 

There  are  most  exquisite  thoughts 
to  be  drawn  from  these  ancient 
fotmts,  and  shewing  a  fuller  glow 
of  love  than  we  are  apt  to  credit 
the  Babbi  nature  with : — 

Rabbi  Jos^  said: — '^  I  never  call  my 
wife  *  wife,*  but  *  home/  for  she  in- 
deed makes  my  home.*' 

'^  The  best  preacher  is  the  heart ; 
the  best  teacher  is  time ;  the  best  book 
is  the  world;  the  best  friend  is 
<Jod." 


What  a  simple,  yet  profound 
philosophy ! 

The  originals,  or  at  least  earlier 
copies,  of  many  of  the  stories  fami- 
liar to  our  childhood  come  from  the 
Talmud.  In  the  volume  before  us^ 
the  story  is  told  which  is  known  to 
English  children  as  that  of  a  man 
journeying  with  a  companion  who 
seemB  good,  but  does  extraordinary 
and  apparently  cruel  acts  in  one 
place  where  kindness  seemed  espe- 
cially called  for,  and  with  equal 
arbitrariness  heaps  favours  where- 
there  seemed  to  be  no  need.  Here 
the  legend  is  told  of  Babbi  Jocha- 
nan,  and  the  companion  who — 
according  to  our  version — ^turned 
out  to  be  an  angel,  is  in  this 
Elijah. 

We  will  quote  a  story  not  so 
well  known,  fiiat  of  **  The  Desert 
Island:"— 

"  A  very  wealthy  man,  who  was  of  a> 
kind,  benevolent  disposition,  desired 
to  make  his  slave  happy.  He  gave 
him  therefore  his  freedom  and  pre- 
sented him  with  a  shipload  of  merchan- 
dise. 

'Go,'  said  he,  'sail  to  different 
countries,  dispose  of  tliese  goods,  and 
that  which  thou  may  est  receive  for 
them  will  be  thine  own.* 

The  slave  sailed  away  upon  the 
broad  ocean,  but  before  he  had  been 
long  upon  his  voyage  a  storm  overtook 
him  ;  his  ship  was  driven  upon  a  rock 
and  went  to  pieces  ;  all  on  board  were 
lost — all  save  this  slave,  who  swam  ta 
an  island  shore  near  by.  Sad,  despon- 
dent, with  nought  in  the  world,  he 
traversed  this  island  until  he  ap- 
proached a  large  and  beautiful  city  ; 
and  many  people  approached  him 
joyously  shouting,  *  Welcome  !  Wel- 
come !  Long  live  the  King  !  *  They 
brought  a  rich  carriage,  and  placing 
him  therein,  escorted  him  to  a  magnifi- 
cent palace,  where  many  servants 
gathered  about  him,  clothing  him  in 
royal  garments,  addressing  him  as- 
their  sovereign,  and  expressing  their 
obedience  to  his  wilL 

The  slave  was  amazed  and  dazzled, 
believing  that  he  was  dreaming,  and 
that  all  he  saw,  hoard,  and  experienced 
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was  mere  passing  fantasy.  Becoming 
convinced  of  the  reality  of  his  condi- 
tion, he  said  to  some  men  about  him 
for  whom  he  experienced  a  friendly 
feeling  : 

*  How  is  this  ?  I  cannot  understand 
it.  That  you  should  thus  elevate  and 
honour  a  man  whom  you  know  not,  a 
poor,  naked  wanderer  whom  you  have 
never  seen  before,  making  him  your 
mler,  causes  me  more  wonder  than  X 
can  readily  express.' 

*  Sire,*  they  replied,  *  this  island  is 
inhabited  by  spirits.  Long  since  they 
prayed  to  God  to  send  them  yearly  a 
son  of  man  to  reign  over  them,  and 
He  has  answered  their  prayers.  Yearly 
He  sends  them  a  son  of  man  whom 
they  receive  with  honour,  and  elevate 
to  the  throne  ;  but  his  dignity  and 
power  ends  with  the  year.  With  its 
close  his  royal  garments  are  taken 
from  him,  he  is  placed  on  board  a  ship 
and  carried  to  a  vast  and  desolate 
island,  where,  unless  he  has  previously 
been  wise  and  prepared  for  this  day, 
he  will  find  neither  friend  nor  subject, 
and  be  obliged  to  pass  a  weary,  lonely, 
miserable  life.  Then  a  new  king  is 
■elected  here,  and  so  year  follows  year. 
The  Kings  who  preceded  thee  were 
careless  and  indifferent,  enjoying  their 
power  to  the  full,  and  thinking  not  of 
the  day  when  it  should  end.  Be  wiser, 
then  ;  let  our  words  find  rest  within 
thy  heart.' 

The  newly-made  King  listened  atten- 
tively to  all  this,  and  felt  grieved  that 
lie  should  have  lost  even  the  time  he 
had  already  missed  for  making  pre- 
parations for  his  loss  of  power. 

He  addressed  the  wise  man  who 
had  spoken,  saying,  '  Advise  me, 
O  spirit  of  wisdom,  how  I  may  prepare 
for  the  days  which  will  come  upon  me 
in  the  future.' 

'Naked  thou  camest  to  us,  and 
naked  thou  wilt  be  sent  to  the  desolate 
island  of  which  I  have  told  thee,'  re- 
plied the  other.  'At  present  thou 
art  King,  and  may  est  do  as  pi  ease  th 
thee  ;  therefore  send  workmen  to  this 
island  ;  let  them  build  houses,  till  the 
ground,  and  beautify  the  surround- 
ings. The  barren  soil  will  be  changed 
into  fruitful  fields,  people  will  journey 
there  to  live,  and  thou  wilt  have  esta- 
blished a  new  kingdom  for  thyself, 
with  subjects  to  welcome  thee  in  glad- 


ness when  thou  shalt  have  lost  thy 
power  here.  The  year  is  short,  the 
work  is  long  ;  therefore  be  earnest  and 
energetic." 

The  King  followed  this  advice.  He 
sent  workmen  and  materials  to  the 
desolate  island,  and  before  the  close  of 
his  temporary  power  it  had  become  a 
blooming,  pleasant,  and  attractive  spot. 
The  rulers  who  had  preceded  him  had 
anticipated  the  day  of  their  power's 
close  with  dread,  or  smothered  all 
thought  of  it  in  revelry  ;  but  he  looked 
forward  to  it  as  a  day  of  joy,  when  he 
should  enter  upon  a  career  of  perma- 
nent peace  and  happiness. 

The  day  came  ;  the  freed  slave,  who 
had  been  made  King,  was  deprived  of 
his  authority ;  with  his  power  he  lost 
his  royal  garments ;  naked  he  was 
placed  upon  a  ship,  and  its  sails  set  for 
the  desolate  isle. 

When  he  approached  its  shores, 
however,  the  people  whom  he  had  sent 
there  came  to  meet  him  with  music, 
song,  and  great  joy.  They  made  him 
a  prince  among  them,  and  he  lived 
with  them  ever  after  in  pleasantness 
and  peace. 

The  wealthy  man  of  kindly  disposi- 
tion is  God,  and  the  slave  to  whom  he 
gave  freedom  is  the  soul  which  He 
gives  to  man.  The  island  at  which  the 
slave  arrives  is  the  world  ;  naked  and 
weeping  he  appears  to  his  parents, 
[this  is  a  misinterpretation  ;  to  match 
the  other  symbols,  it  should  read  here, 
naked  and  weeping  the  soul  appears  in 
presence  of  the  lordly  material  facul- 
ties and  powers  on  their  own  ground], 
who  are  the  inhabitants  that  greet 
him  warmly  and  make  him  their  King. 
The  friends  who  tell  him  of  the  ways 
of  the  country  are  his  '  good  inclina- 
tions.' The  year  of  his  reign  is  his 
span  of  life,  and  the  desolate  island  is 
the  future  world,  which  he  must 
beautify  by  good  deeds,  '  the  workmen 
and  material,'  or  else  live  lonely  and 
desolate  for  ever." 

This  is  a  true  parable,  and  a 
very  fair  specimen  of  the  mystic 
thought  of  the  Hebrews  about  the 
time  of  our  era. 

The  Yolume  before  us  would  be 
improved  by  revision,  there  beine 
a  few  slight  verbal  andgrammaticfd 
errors  in  it.    But  its  price  is  only 
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eighteenpence,  and  it  is  likely  to 
have  an  enormous  circulation,  the 
Talmud  being  a  more  popular  sub- 
ject than  the  Koran,  its  companion 
volume,  which  has  passed  through 
many  editions  in  a  very  brief  space 
of  time.  This  rapid  circulation  has 
been,  doubtless,  in  great  part 
owing  to  the  political  interest  at 
present  felt  in  the  great  struggle 
in  which  the  flag  of  the  Prophet  is 
unfurled. 


Saying%  of  the  Jewish  Fathers^ 
comprising  Pirq e  Aboth  and  Pereq 
B.  Meir,  in  Hebrew  and  English, 
with  Critical  and  Illustrative  Notes, 
&c.,  &c.  Edited  for  the  Syndics 
of  the  Cambridge  University  Press 
by  Charles  Taylor,  MA.,  Fellow 
and  Divinity  Lecturer  of  St.  John's 
College,  Cambridge,  and  Honorary 
Fellow  of  Bling's  College,  London. 
Cambridge :  at  the  University 
Press.  London:  Cambridge  Ware- 
house, 17,  Paternoster  Bow.  1877. 
If  we  mistake  not,  this  is  the 
first  precise  translation  into  the 
English  language  accompanied  by 
scholarly  notes,  of  any  portion  of 
the  Talmud.  In  other  words,  it  is 
the  first  instaaoe  of  that  most 
valuable  and  nariected  portion  of 
Jewish  literature  Doing  Seated  in 
the  same  way  as  a  Greek  classic  in 
an  ordinary  critical  edition. 

There  have,  it  is  true,  been  ren- 
derings into  English  of  one  portion 
of  the  matter  of  the  work  before 
us,  namely,  of  that  best  known 
book  of  the  whole  Mishna,  the 
Pirqe  Aboth,  or  Sayings  of  the 
Fathers.  One  of  these  transla- 
tions, we  remember,  was  a  queer 
little  volume,  published  in  1772, 
in  Hebrew  and  English,  the  work 
of  one  who  described  himself  as 
a  Primitive  Ebrew.  Another  is  B. 
Younff's  "  Ethics  of  the  Fathers," 
pubHflied  in  Edinburgh  twenty- 
live  years  ago.  But  these  were 
scarcely    more    than    pamphlets. 


suggestive  of  interesting  work 
waiting  to  be  done. 

**  The  last  shall  be  first,  and  the 
first  last."  The  Talmudic  books, 
which  have  been  so  strangely 
neglected,  we  foresee  will  be  the 
most  important  aids  of  the  future 
for  the  proper  understanding  of 
the  Bible.  They  shew  us  what 
otherwise  it  were  idle  for  a  race  so 
differently  constituted  as  ourselves 
to  hope  to  learn, — the  natural 
attitude  of  the  ancient  Hebrew 
mind,  and  the  position,  in  the 
Hebrew  world  of  thought,  of  many 
questions  that  for  want  of  this 
knowledge  we  have  misunderstood. 

Any  student  of  the  Bible  without 
the  Talmud  who  will  go  through 
the  ethical  sentences  here  gathered 
together,  with  the  light  afforded  by 
the  full  and  most  valuable  notes 
and  gathered  parallelisms,  will 
probably  learn  much  unknown  to 
nim  before,  and  clear  up  many  a 
haze    in   his    own    mind.       It  is 

Sleasant  to  think  that  now  the 
ays  of  such  books  as  the  '*  Tela 
ignea  Satanro"  of  Waffenseil  are 
coming  to  an  end,  and  that  the 
reasonable  criticism  of  comprehen- 
sive knowledge  is  being  brought 
.  to  bear  upon  noble  subjects  once 
blurred  by  prejudice  and  rancour. 
The  fresh  simplicity  that  gleams 
out  most  charmingly  here  and  there 
from  among  the  refined  intellectual 
subtleties  of  Babbinical  thought, 
will  be  a  boon  to  our  theologians. 
The  hair-splitting  discussions  of 
the  Fathers  may  be  passed  over ; 
their  simple  symbolic  flashes  of 
deep  thought  attract  and  hold  with 
aU  the  power  of  poetry  and 
parable. 

We  may  compare  the  translation 
given  in  the  work  before  us  with 
that  of  previous  writers.  The  ver- 
sion of  the  **  Primitive  Ebrew  "  of 
a  saying  attributed  to  the  great 
rival  of  Hillel,  is  *'  Love  and  desire 
to  be  a  mechanic,  and  hate  gran- 
deur, neither  aim  to  be  intimate 
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with  princes."  A  version  cited  in 
some  notes  we  once  published  to 
Matthew's  Gospel  (xxiii.  8),  but 
whence  derived  we  cannot  at  the 
moment  recall,  ran  as  follows : — 
"Love  a  handicraft,  hate  the 
Babbinate,  befriend  not  thjself 
with  the  woridly  powers." 

This  terribly  uncompromising 
passage,  which  is  quite  in  the  style 
of  the  hard- working  Hebrew  doc- 
tors, is  translated  by  Mr.  Taylor 
with  less  startling  expression: — 
"  Love  work,  and  hate  lordship, 
and  make  not  thyself  known  to  the 
government;"  but  his  notes  are 
most  full,  explanatory,  and  interes- 
ting. Another  coniparison  will 
better  shew  the  value  of  the  new 
translation ;  the '  *  Primitive  Ebrew' ' 
reads  a  saying  of  HiUers — **K 
I  do  nothing  for  myself,  who  will 
do  it  for  me  ?  and  when  I  think 
and  reflect  with  myself,  what  am  I  ? 
and  if  not  at  the  present,  what 
then  ? "  This  is  very  involved. 
Mr.  Taylor  makes  the  idea  plain : — 
**  If  I  am  not  for  myself,  who  is 
lor  me  ?  and  being  for  my  own  self, 
what  am  I  ?  If  not  now,  when  ?•" 
The  teaching  is,  evidently,  that 
there  is  a  happy  mean  between 
self-sufficiency  and  that  terrible, 
self-despondency  that  paralyses 
effort. 

It  is,  no  doubt,  quite  by  accident 
that  Mr.  Taylor  has  published  his 
work  within  a  month  of  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  **  Selections  from  the 
Talmud "  which  we  have  noticed 
above.  The  latter  is  a  popidar 
edition  ;  the  **  Sayings  of  the  Jew- 
ish Fathers "  may  claim  to  be 
scholarl}^  and,  moreover,  of  a 
scholarship  unusually  thorough 
and  finished.  It  is  greatly  to  be 
hoped  that  this  instalment  is  an 
earnest  of  future  work  in  the  same 
direction;  the  Talmud  is  a  mine 
that  will  take  years  to  work  out. 


S,    Clement  of  Rome,     An  Ap- 
pendix     containing     the    nbwly 


recovered  portions.  With  Intro- 
ductions, Kotes,  and  Translations. 
By  J.  B.  lightfoot,  D.D.,  Lady 
MjEMaret's  Professor  of  Divinity, 
Cambridge,  Canon  of  St.  Paul's. 
London :  Macmillan  and  Co.  1877. 
The  busy  traffic  of  Paternoster 
Bow,  though  it  be  a  traffic  in 
books,  does  not  make  an  atmo- 
sphere congenial  to  the  quiet  needs 
of  studious  authorship.  It  is  one 
thing  to  sell  a  book,  but  quite 
another  to  write  it.  The  best 
writing  will  not  always  make  a 
book  sell ;  nor,  on  the  other  hand, 
will  a  facility  of  sale  inspire  any- 
thing  great  in  Uteraiy  e#ort.  At 
the  eastern  extremity  of  the  Bow 
there  is  a  gate,  which  if  anyone 
open  a  little,  he  will  see  as  bare 
and  unkempt  a  yard  and  as  ordi- 
nary a  block  of  houses  as  dingy 
London  can  offer.  But  these  un- 
romantic  houses,  situate  in  the 
very  midst  of  the  bustle  of  book- 
selling, are  the  abode,  for  a  certain 
periodof  the  year  at  least,  of  certain 
studious  divines,  to  wit,  the  Canons 
of  St.  Paul's.  We  have  the  work 
of  one  of  them  before  us,  which  is 
truly  scholar's  and  not  salesman's 
work. 

.  It  is  singidar,  in  presence  of  the 
keensightednesB  of  generations  of 
students,  how  manuscripts  of  lost 
books  are  still  being  discovered.  In 
an  enthusiastic  moment  we  may 
think  it  not  quite  hopeless  that  in 
some  dusty  comer  of  a  forgotten 
chest  may  yet  be  found  a  skin  of  the 
simple  logia  of  Matthew,  or  a  sheet 
of  the  esoteric  Gospel  to  the  Egyp- 
tians ;  certainly  of  late  unexpected 
discoveries  have  been  numerous. 
There  was  Tischendorf's  prize  a 
few  years  ago,  the  most  perfect 
MS.  of  the  New  Testament,  with 
the  Epistle  of  Barnabas,  not  before 
known  in  Greek.  A  few  months 
ago  was  published  a  fragment  of 
the  Latin  version  of  the  Book  of 
Esdras,  that  forms  one  of  the  books 
of    the  Apocrypha^    a    fragment 
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omitted  from  our  Englisli  transla- 
tion as  not  being  fotmd  in  Latin, 
but  only  in  Ethiopic  and  Arabic. 
It  remains  to  be  seen  whether  the 
Bible  Xtevision  Committee  will  not 
incorporate  this  new-found  portion 
with  the  book  to  which  it  belongs, 
with  which  it  has  equal  authenticity. 
And  now  there  has  been  found  in 
the  library  of  "  The  Most  Holy 
Sepulchre,"  at  Constantinople,  by 
a  patriarch  of  the  Greek  Church,  a 
manuscript  containing  a  lost  ending 
of  an  epistle  of  the  earliest  apos- 
tolical father  that  has  left  us  any 
complete  work.  And  almost  simid- 
taneously  has  been  discovered  in 
the  library  of  an  Oriental  scholar 
at  Paris  a  M8.  hitherto  tmnoticed 
of  the  two  epistles  of  Clement  in 
Syriac.  This  has  been  purchased 
by  the  Syndicate  of  the  Cambridge 
University  Library,  and  willshorUy 
be  published. 

The  translation  given  by  Canon 
Lightfoot  of  the  colophon  of  this 
Syriac  manuscript  is  interesting  as 
taking  us  into  the  very  cell  and 
atmosphere  of  the  monkish  scribe 
to  whose  patient  pen  it  is  due. 
The  monk  of  the  Middle  Ages,  it 
must  be  remembered,  was  the 
saviour  of  literature  ;  by  his  labo- 
rious copying  work  he  was  what 
the  printer  is  now,  and  so  the 
preserver  of  the  text  to  which  he 
gave  his  labour.  The  monk's  post- 
script is  as  follows : — 

''I9ow  this  life-giving  book  of  the 
Gospel  and  of  the  Acts  of  the  Holy 
Apostles,  and  the  two  Epistles  of 
Clement,  together  with  the  teaching  of 
Paul  t)ie  Apostle,  according  to  the 
correction  of  Thomas  of  Heraclea, 
received  its  end  and  completion  in  the 
year  One  Thousand  Four  Hundred  and 
Eighty-one  pf  the  Greeks,  in  the  little 
convent  of  Mar  Saliba,  which  is  in  the 
abode  of  the  monks  on  the  Holy 
Mountain  of  the  Blessed  City  of 
Edessa.  And  it  was  written  with 
great  diligence  and  irrepressible  love 
and  laudable  fervour  of  faith,  and  at 
the  cost  of  Rabban  Basil,  the  chaste 


monk  and  pious  presbyter,  who  is 
called  Bar  Michael,  from  the  city  of 
Edeisa,  so  that  he  might  have  it  for 
study  and  meditation,  spiritual  and 
useful,  both  of  soul  and  body.  And  it 
was  written  by  Sahda,  the  meanest  of 
the  monks  of  the  same  Edessa.  *' 

Edessa,  then  so  tranquil,  must 
have  been  disturbed  little  more 
than  a  century  later  than  the  date 
given,  in  the  extinct  era  of  the 
Seleucidae,  equivalent  to  1170  a.d., 
for  in  the  thirteenth  century  the 
Ottoman  hordes  overspread  Asia 
Minor.  Now  the  track  of  the 
Bussians  is  within  one  or  two 
htmdred  miles  of  Edessa — Orf  ah  in 
our  war  maps ;  and  it  were  to  be 
wished  that  the  Christianity  which 
is  marching  by  its  own  ancienthabi- 
tations  were  a  Christianity  more 
worthy  of  the  name. 

Canon  Lightfoot  equips  this 
work,  which  forms  a  supplement  to 
his  edition  of  all  that  in  1869  was 
known  of  Clement's  Epistles,  with 
a  complete  critical  apparatus,  and 
notes.  In  his  prolegomena  he 
refers  to  the  Epistle,  known  not 
only  as  the  Epistle  of  Clement,  but 
as  ''the  Epistle  of  the  Komans  to 
the  Corinthians,"  as  enabling  us  to 
understand  more  fully  the  secret  of 
Papal  domination.  He  remarks 
that  the  letter,  though  presumably 
the  composition  of  Clement,  does 
not  emanate  from  him  as  Bishop, 
but  from  the  Church  of  Rome,  and 
that  Clement  is  not  once  named  in 
it.  He  calls  attention  to  **the 
urgent  and  almost  imperious  tone 
which  theEomans  adopt  in  address- 
ing their  Corinthian  brethren 
during  the  closing  years  of  the  first 
century.  They  exhort  the  offenders 
to  submit  *  not  to  them,  but  to  the 
will  of  God.'  "  He  shews  how  at 
a  latter  point  **  they  return  to 
the  subject  and  use  still  stronger 
language ;  *  ye  will  give  us  great 
joy  and  gladness,  if  ye  render 
obedience  unto  the  things  written 
by  us  through  the  Holy  Spirit,  and 
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root  out  the  unrighteous  anger  of 
your  jealousy,   according    to  the 
'entreaty  which  we  have  made  for 
peace  and  concord  in  this  letter." 
Canon  Lightfoot  says : — 

''It  may  perhaps  seem  strange  to 
describe  this  noble  remonstrance  as 
the  first  step  towards  Papal  aggression. 
And  yet  undoubtedly  this  is  the  case. 
There  is  all  the  difference  in  the  world 
between  the  attitude  of  Kome  towards 
-other  Churches  at  the  close  of  the  first 
century,  when  the  Romans  as  a 
community  remonstrate  on  terms  of 
•equality  with  the  Corinthians  on  their 
irregularities,  strong  only  in  the  right- 
eousness of  their  cause,  and  feeling, 
as  they  had  a  right  to  feel,  that  these 
counsels  of  peace  were  the  dictation 
of  the  Holy  spirit ;  and  its  attitude  at 
the  close  of  the  second  century,  when 
Victor  the  Bishop  excommunicates  the 
Ohurches  of  Asia  Minor  for  clinging  to 
9k  usage  in  regard  to  the  celebration  of 
Easter  which  had  been  handed  down 
to  them  from  the  Apostles,  and  thus 
foments  instead  of  healing  dissensions. 
Even  this  second  stage  has  carried  the 
^wer  of  Rome  only  a  very  small  step 
m  advance  towards  the  pretensions  of 
a  Hildebrand  or  an  Innocent  or  a 
Boiiiface,  or  even  of  a  Leo  :  but  it  is 
nevertheless  a  decided  step.  The  sub- 
stitution of  the  Bishop  of  Rome  for 
the  Church  of  Rome  is  an  all  impor- 
tant point.  The  later  Roman  theory 
supposes  that  the  Church  of  Rome 
derives  all  its  authority  from  the 
Bishop  of  Rome,  as  the  successor  of 
8.  Peter.  History  inverts  this  relation, 
-and  shews  that,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  the 
power  of  the  Bishop  of  Rome  was 
built  upon  the  power  of  the  Church  of 
Rome.  It  was  originally  a  primacy, 
not  of  the  Episcopate,  but  of  the 
Chursh.'^ 

There  is  an  interesting  paral- 
lelism, brought  before  our  notice 
in  the  Addenda,  of  certain  ancient 
Hebrew  prayers  from  the  Talmud 
with  portions  of  Clement's  Epistle. 

Canon  Lightfoot' s  translation 
.reads  well,  and  like  the  work  of  an 
accomplished  scholar.  We  see  no 
reason,  however,  why  for  smooth- 
ness sake,  the  epithet  panagioa 
^should  be  rendered  **most  holy," 


rather  than  **  all-hallowed,"  or 
''perfectly  holy,"  which  is  the 
strictly  accurate  meaning.  Again, 
he  speaks  of  ektenes  &pieikeia  as 
being  a  sort  of  verbal  paradox  like 
'' strenua  inertia,"  "lene  tor- 
mentum,"  which  delicacy  of  signi- 
ficance the  words  would  doubtless 
imply  in  a  classical  writer;  but 
here  we  should  be  disposed  to 
think  that  ''with  earnest  reason- 
ableness "  would  render  their 
meaning  better  than  "instant  in 
gentleness,"  which  is  Canon  Light- 
loot's  renderinfi^. 

The  beginning  of  the  newly 
recovered  portion  of  what  is  com- 
monly called  the  Second  Epistle  of 
Clement,  here  described  as  "An 
Ancient  Homily  by  an  imknown 
Author,"  shews  us  how  imperfectly 
understood,  even  at  so  early  a  period, 
were  the  really  esoteric  sayings  of 
the  Master. 

To  Dr.  Lightfoot  great  praise  is 
due  for  the  patient  toil  that  such  a 
work  as  this  entails..  None  but 
those  accustomed  to  such  work  can 
form  any  idea  of  the  labour  involved 
in  the  business  of  exact  and  com- 
prehensive criticism. 

AseiUy  thi  Man-ITater.  By  Oliver 
Goldsmith.  With  an  Editorial 
Introduction  and  Illustrations. 
Griffith  &  Farran.  1877.— Gold- 
smith's little  sketch,  here  set  in  a 
pleasantly  cynical  editorial,  entitled 
"The  Philometer;  or,  Friend- 
Measurer,"  belongstothat  long  line 
of  Utopian  fiction  that  traces  back  to 
the  "  Atlantis,"  the  "Arcadia,"  and 
"  Gulliver's  Travels,"  and  finds  its 
continuation  in  Lytton's  "  Coining 
Eace,"  Butler's  "  Erewhon," 
Maitland's  "By-and-Bye,"  and 
others.  As  Goldsmith's  fable  is 
not  new,  we  will  turn  rather  to  the 
matter  of  the  Introduction.  Many 
will  be  disposed  to  agree  with  the 
opening  sentence  :  "  Most  of  us, 
in  commencing  life,  are  apt  to 
imagine  that  we  have  a  great  many 
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friends,    only  to  discover,   as  we 
approach  the  end  of  it,  that  we 
ought  to  consider  ourselves  exceed- 
ingly fortunate  if  we   possess    a 
single  one."    A  very  simple  form 
of   test,   says  the  author  of  this 
remark,  has  been  devised  by  him- 
self. He  has  long  been  in  the  habit 
of  reckoning  up  his  friends  and 
relatives  by  a  most  terrible  method 
of  trial.      He  keeps  a  list  of  them 
all,  with  a  money  column  attached, 
in  which,  having  regard  to  their 
means,  he  enters    such    a    sum 
opposite  each  one    as    he    has  a 
reasonable    confidence    would  be 
bestowed    upon    himself  in    case 
of  his  destitution  and  solicitation  of 
assistance ;  and  from  his  succeeding 
remarks  we  are  led  to  suppose  that 
more  cyphers    than    amounts    of 
three  figures  are  set  opposite  the 
majority    of    the    names  in    this 
black-book  of  friends.     We  only 
hope  he  locks  up  his  list,  for  it 
might  form  a  painful  study  for  any 
friend   inadvertently    opening   it, 
and  finding  his  warmest  sympathies 
written  down  for  a  figure  nearer 
naught  than  a  hundred.   We  have 
no  need  to  fly  to  the  desert  in  our 
disillusionment,  is  the  moral ;  our 
shock  is  complete  when  we  have 
added  up  our  Itst ;    and  our  desert 
is  at  home.     Still  in  Goldsmith's 
vein    is    the   suggestion    of .  the 
postscript  that  foUows  the  Intro- 
duction : — 

''  We  can  imagine  no  pleasanter  and 
more  profitable  evening's  amusement 
for  an  intelligent  company  than  that 
of  setting  each  person  to  note  down 
privately,  oh  paper,  what  faults  he 
nnds  with  the  present  world,  and 
what  remedies  he  would  propose  ; 
comparing  the  whole  together  ;  and 
finally  submitting  them  all  to  the  test 
supplied  by  the  amended  world,  which 
was  created  by  condescending  Alia 
under  the  direction  of  Mahomet" 

A  capital  suggestion  this  for  a 
class  in  a  school ;  and  an  interest- 
ing introduction  to  any  study  of 


social  science.  The  satire  evolved 
in  such  a  coQiparison  of  notes- 
would  hold  a  rapier's  point  to 
impracticability  and  discontent,  and 
leave  a  field  for  practical  sugges- 
tions and  enlightened  contentment. 

On  Human    Science    and  Divine 
Eevelati(m,  By  J.  J.  Garth  Wilkin- 
son.     London  :    James  Speirs. — 
Among  a  special  circle,  and  that 
not    of    imthinking  people,    Dr» 
Wilkinson  has  long  held  a  high 
and  honoured  place  as  an  original 
writer,  and  as  translator,  editor, 
and  apostle  of  Swedenborg.  Emer- 
son, in  his  essay  upon  "Literature," 
cites  him  as  one  of  the  few  "ex- 
ceptions to  the  limitary  tone  of 
English    thought,"    and   declares 
that  he  "  has  brought  to  metaphy- 
sics and  to  physiology  a  native 
vigour,  with  a  catholic  perception 
of  relations,  equal  to  the  highest 
attempts,  and  a  rhetoric  like  the 
armoury  of  the  invincible  knights 
of  old.     There  is  in  the  action  of 
his  mind  a  long  Atlantic  roll  not 
known  except  in  deepest  waters, 
and  only  lacking  what  ought  to 
accompany  such  powers — a  mani- 
fest centrality.     If  his  mind  does 
not    rest    in    immovable  biases, 
perhaps  the  orbit  is  larger,  and  the 
return  is  not  yet ;   but  a  master 
should  inspire  a  confidence  that  he 
will  adhere  to  his  convictions,  and 
giTO  his  present  studies  always  the 
same  high  place."  That  the  object 
of  these  observations  has  not  taken 
such  a  prominent  position  in  this 
country  as  seemed  to  be  marked 
out  for  him  is  owing  to  several 
causes.      One  is,   no  doubt,    the 
*4imitarytone"  to  which  Emerson 
refers,  but  it  is  a  limitary  one  not 
only  of  English  thought,  but  of  all 
general  or  popular  thought.     The 
opening,   even  in   romance,  of    a 
new  and  powerful  vein  is  so  great 
a  shock  to  the  ordinary  mind  that 
time  is  required  to   get  over  it. 
Witness  Charlotte  Bronte's  noveL 
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of  **  Jane  Eyre,"  wliich  was  feared 
by  every  publisher,  and  at  last 
took  its  place  on  the  highest  rank. 
A  similar  popular  expansion  with 
regard  to  deep  philosophy  is  a 
much  slower  process  than  in  the 
case  of  a  romance  of  a  new  order ; 
indeed,  some  regions  of  thought  are 
almost  a  closed  book  to  the  gene- 
rality, and  instead  of  finding  their 
ten  thousand  appreciators  within  a 
month  of  the  publisher's  trumpet 
being  blown,  find,  perhaps,  a  score 
a  century  during  half  a  millennium. 
We  do  not  say  that  Dr.  Wil- 
kinson has  so  select  an  audience, 
or  that  his  works  will  live  so 
long,  but  it  is  quite  likely  that 
in  a  hundred  years  his  wonderful 
exposition,  at  once  physiological 
and  poetical,  entitled  *' The  Human 
Body  and  its  Connexion  with  Man," 
will  be  better  known  than  it  is 
now.  We  judge  from  the  class  of 
its  avowed  admirers.  They  are  not 
newspaper  reviewers  or  literary 
hacks,  but  chiefly  authors,  with 
thoughtful  purpose  of  their  own, 
who  have  been  charmed  by  the  work 
into  imasked  acknowledgments. 
Another  reason  for  the  comparative 
obscurity,  in  the  popular  sense,  of  Dr. 
Wilkinson's  writings  is  that  they 
are  left  to  make  their  own  way  to 
the  public.  We  never  see  them 
heralded  by  an  advertisement ;  their 
friends  are  expected  to  find  them 
out  by  the  attraction  of  sympathy. 
This  mode,  no  doubt,  insures  a 
whole-hearted  and  constant  fol- 
lowing, in  contradistinction  to  a 
half-hearted  or  supercilious  mul- 
titude that  takes  up  a  book  and 
dip3  into  it  with  a  partial  attention, 
an  unsatisfactory  throng  for  an 
author  to  contemplate. 

Another  reason  is  one  which  we 
would  approach  with  some  diffi- 
dence, and  discuss  with  a  reserva- 
tion of  possible  misunderstanding 
on  our  own  part.  It  is  that  our 
author  has  found  the  centrality  that 
Emerson  misses,  but  has  found  it 


by  looking  through  the  glass  of  the- 
mind  of  another  rather  than  his 
own.  Swedenborg!  Swedenborg! 
Whatever  Dr.  Wilkinson  writes 
now,  this  revered  name  rings  forth 
in  almost  every  chapter ; — ^be  the 
praise  the  Swedish  seer's,  Dr. 
Wilkinson  is  his  humble  disciple- 
Now  Dr.  Wilkinson  is  not  the  infant 
recipient  of  the  master's  pearls  of 
wisdom ;  he  has  a  grit  and  idiosyn- 
crasy which  are  not  Swedenborg's,. 
and  a  thought  which  if  not  so* 
spiritually  comprehensive  as  Swe- 
denborg's  is  yet  more  robust,  pic- 
turesque, and  striking.  But  some 
thirty  years  ago  he  went  through 
the  labour  of  translating  several 
of  Swedenborg^s  most  ponderous 
works.  As  Emerson  says  m  another 
essay,  that  on  the  Mystic 


*  *  Swedenborg  printed  these  scientific- 
books  in  the  ten  years  from  1734  to* 
1744,  and  they  remained  from  that 
time  neglected ;  and  now  after  their 
century  is  complete,  he  has  at  last 
found  a  pupil  in  Mr.   Wilkinson,  in 
London,  a  philosophic  critic,  with  a 
co-equal  vigour  of  understanding  and 
imagination  comparable  only  to  Lord 
Bacon's,  who  has  produced  his  master's^ 
buried  books   to  the  day,  and  trans- 
ferred them,   with  every  advantage, 
from  their  forgotten  Latin  in  to  English, 
to  go  round  the  world  in  our  commer- 
cial and    conquering    tongue.      This 
startling  re-appearance  of  Swedenborg, 
after  a  hundred  years,  in  his  pupil,  is- 
not  the  least  remarkable  fact  in  his 
history.  .  .  .  The  admirable  prelimin- 
ary discourses  with  which  Mr.  Wilkin- 
son has  enriched  these  volumes  throw 
all  the  contemporary    philosophy   of 
England   into  shade,   and  leave    me 
nothing     to    say    on    their  proper 
grounds.'* 

Now,  the  constant  living  with 
Swedenborg,  so  to  speak,  necessary 
to  do  such  a  work,  and  the  atten- 
tion involved  in  writing  the  first 
life  of  so  singular  a  genius,  must 
have  interpenetrated  a  sympathetic 
editor  not  only  with  Swedenborgian 
science,  but  with  a  personal  influ- 
ence  dificult  to  shake  off.    SomO' 
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men,  perhaps,  would  have  digested 
their  ht  portion  of  the  master  of 
spiritual  scientifics,  and  have  gone 
their  way  to  their  own  characteris- 
tics. Dr.  Wilkinson,  with  all  his 
43plendid  powers,  from  some  dis- 
^^atisf  action  with  his  own  mind  (with 
which  state  many  an  earnest 
thinker  will  sympathise  at  times), 
from  some  terrible  hiunility,  has 
attai^hed  himself  to  Swedenborgfor 
life,  and  made  the  bonds  so  con- 
spicuous that  instead  of  gathering 
ms  own  circle  of  readers  he  has 
limited  himself  to  passinginto  those 
minds  mainly  into  which  Sweden- 
borg  had  led  the  way.  His  strong 
brain  has  discovered  Swedenborg, 
in  whom  he  finds  an  undoubted 
superior  in  certain  respects,  and  he 
has  been  so  glad  to  bow  to  him  in 
all  that  he  has  depreciated  the 
status  that  is  his  own. 

Transient  fashion,  too,  elevates 
-one  thinker  in  his  own  day,  and  de- 
presses another.  Time  gives  their 
•due  place  to  all,  by  reactions,  re- 
versals, readjustments.  Just  now 
the  fashion  is  for  scientific  novelties 
in  detail,  and  a  cramping  materia- 
lism of  thought;  but'good  service  is 
bein^  done  by  that  attention  to 
detail,  and  accurate  habits  are 
"being  produced  which  will  prove 
their  value  when  deeper  thought  is 
opened  again,  of  which  expansion 
traces  are  even  now  beginning  to 
manifest  themselves. 

Unfortunately,  adverse  influences 
tell  upon  a  man,  and  in  the  pre- 
sent work  we  miss  something  of 
that  rejoicing  spirit  that  lives  in  so 
many  a  page  oi  the  true  romance 
of  the  **  Human  Body."  There  is  an 
aim  at  completeness  in  the  book 
before  us  which  of  necessity  makes 
it  include  much  that  cannot  be  glad. 
In  '*Our  Social  Health"  our 
author  told  us  that  ''  health  is  just 
the  overflow  of  a  human  being's 
-completeness,"  and  social  health 
the  brightness  of  life  of  a  com- 
munity that  is  earnest.     Since  in 


our  societies  there  are  so  many 
"tender  topics,"  a  writer  must 
either  consent  to  insipidity,  or  write 
with  wrath  that  these  earnest  reali- 
ties are  excluded,  and  direct  his 
force  against  the  causes  that  ex- 
clude them. 

The  first  part  of  the  work  before 
us  is  devoted  to  a  grand  assault 
upon  evil  as  embodied  in  the 
modem  methods  of  science,  and  its 
rule.  Vivisection,  violationism, 
vaccination,  all  are  stormed.  The 
intention  is  good,  but  the  action  is 
that  of  a  veritable  Car  of  Ja^ger- 
nath  drawn  over  the  writhing  oody 
of  corporate  scientific  pretension. 
The  cluef  force  is  directed  against 
vivisection,  and  the  assumption  that 
by  cutting  a  peephole  into  an 
animal's  flesh,  and  so  disturbing  the 
whole  organism  and  the  enjoyment 
of  existence,  the  secret  is  disclosed 
and  the  mystery  of  normal  life 
bared  to  the  dissector's  eye.  An- 
other point  insisted  on  is  that  even 
if  animals  are  cut  open  alive,  no 
true  insight  is  gained  into  the 
deeper  knowledge  of  the  life  of 
man. 

* '  There  is  no  real  similarity  between 
human  and  animal  organs.  The  lungs 
of  a  beaver  are  as  unlike  the  lungs  of  a 
man  ....  as  the  voices  of  all 
beavers  since  the  beginning  are  unlike 
the  gathered  word  of  man^nd,  whose 
body  is  literature.  .  .  .  The  poise 
of  Newton's  lungd  for  a  problem,  the 
hush  to  hear  the  supreme  word  of  it ; 
— tlie  held  breath  of  a  Swedenborg,  as 
truth  after  truth,  revelation  after  re- 
velation, astonishment  after  astonish- 
ment, translated  themselves  into 
spiritual  solid  fact  on  the  prepared 
tables  of  his  understanding  .  .  . 
no  animal  is  competent  to  tliese  posi- 
tions, and  none,  therefore,  requires 
them.  Physical  they  still  are,  yet  not 
animal,  but  spiritual  and  intellectual 
physics.  The  telegraphs  proceed  from 
different  forces,  and  require  at  the 
other  end,  in  the  organs,  attitudes  for 
signifying  their  commands,  alphabets 
to  be  translated  into  bodily  messages, 
and  powers  that  are  beyond  the  scope 


1877.] 


Literai'y  Notices. 


251 


of  animal  life.  This  is  difficult  to  see, 
yet  it  is  true.  The  way  not  to  see  it 
is,  to  prosecute  human  anatomy  with 
no  spiritual  genius  to  animate  its  dead 
4Bide." 

The  picture  given  of  '*  modem 
thought"  is  a  fine  bit  of  satire.  The 
JDoetor  has  ajfirmed  his  belief  that 
*'  11  there  were  no  Christian  religion 
to  be  assaulted,  •  and  no  spiritual 
conscience  to  be  slain,  several 
sciences  would  languish  for  lack  of 
motive  in  their  prosecutors.  If  the 
Almighty  were  once  given  up, 
protoplasm  would  lose  his  amuse- 
ment. Its  armies  of  inferences 
-would  grow  lazy  if  they  were  not 
marshalled  for  war  against  a 
personal  God."  Modern  thought 
then  he  paints  as  one  who  **  wears 
a  long  face,  a  calm  manner,  a 
^ppant  logic,  and  an  appearance 
of  iminterested  apathy,  and  of  hold- 
ing its  own  and  waiting  for  more 
modem  thought." 

Dr.  Wilkinson  makes  clear  for 
the  goal  of  righteousness  like 
a  Hebrew  prophet.  With  him 
the  New  Jerusalem  is  '*a  divine 
secularism,  in  which  men  and 
angels  do  God's  business  in  doing 
their  own  aright." 

We  cannot  here  follow  the  author 
through  his  disquisitions  on  the 
New  Church,  the  question  of  the 
efficacy  of  praj^er,  his  expositions 
of  the  spiritual  laws,  how  *'  every 
outrage  done,  every  selfish  cruelty 
to  others,  every  violation,  alters  the 
body  of  the  doer  and  devastates  it, 
and  a  precisely  mulcted  organisa- 
tion is  worn  in  consequence."  But 
we  will  enter  with  him  into  the  field 
of  the  practical  into  which  thought 
bom  in  the  mystic  regions,  if  it  be 
worth  aught,  must  lead ;  and  here 
••ur  author  is  strong  and  clear,  and 
not  tied  to  Swedenborg.  He  thus 
speaks  of  real  charity,  **  the  religion 
-of  business,"  which  **  implies  that 
everyone  has  a  calling,  and  banishes 
idleness  and  indulgence  from  the 
joad     of     life.     ...     If    you 


would  like  your  work  done  well  by 
others,  do  well,  as  they  woidd  like, 
your  work  for  them."  This  teaching' 
was  never  more  lamentably  needed 
than  now,  in  the  age  of  "run- 
up *'  houses,  "scamped**  carpentry, 
and  **8hoddy"  fabrics. 

"  When  we  consider  the  matter 
closely,  the  charity  that  consists  in 
doing  the  duties  of  one's  calling  in  the 
world,  sincerely,  justly,  and  faithfully, 
leaves  nothing  outside  it  in  the  way  of 
good  works.  .  .  .  This  charity  leaves 
out  no  almsgiving,  provided  the  alms- 
giving is  a  real  part  of  the  day's  work; 
not  a  mere  impulse  ;  but  a  work,  from 
a  settled  purpose,  going  wisely  and 
prudently  forth  to  its  object.  Yet 
almsgiving  in  itself  is  no  sufficient 
work  for  a  day,  unless  the  hours  be 
afterwards  filled  with  its  administra- 
tion. The  egg  to  be  hatched  for  use 
must  not  be  dropped  in  the  sand,  and 
be  left  to  be  developed  by  the  heat  of 
the  general  sun,  or  by  the  sentiment 
of  the  public  miod  ;  crocodiles  and 
snakes  thns  commit  their  eggs  ;  but 
the  hen  sits  until  the  chickens  are 
hatched,  and  then  keeps  in  their 
midst." 

The  wealth  that  charity  has  in- 
herited, or  has  acquired  by  diligence 
in  business,  by  trade,  profession, 
handiwork,  literature,  or  merchandise, 
is  of  two  parts — 1.  What  the  man 
wants  for  the  sustenance  and  main- 
tenance of  his  house  ;  2.  The  over- 
plus of  this,  on  which  charity  again 
has  to  work,  both  mentally  and 
administratively.  In  this  division  lies 
a  set  of  problems  for  future  society. 

The  present  faith  of  mankind  is, 
that  wealth  belongs  to  the  possessor  in 
such  a  sense  that  he  has  full  right  to 
spend  it  all  upon  himself.  If  he  has  a 
thousand  a  year  he  has  this  right,  and 
if  he  has  half  a  million  a  year  he  has 
this  right  still.  Only  in  the  latter 
event  he  will  be  largely  solicited  by 
^  charities,'  and  be  expected  to  build 
churches,  and  endow  wings  of  hospitals. 
This  claim  upon  him  is  no  religious 
but  a  social  claim  ;  it  knocks  at  no 
door  that  opens  to  his  whole  con- 
science, but  appeals  to  him  to  fill  Yak 
respectable  position  according  to  his 
great  estate  as  a  humane  man  of 
society.     Among  things  to  come  is  an 
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annwer  to  the  question,  What  is  the 
c&lling  of  wealth,  of  great  wealth,  in 
the  commonwealth  ?  Wealth  here  is 
neither  a  doctor,  nor  a  lawyer,  nor  a 
clergyman,  nor  a  soldier,  nor  a  trades- 
man, nor  a  writer.  It  is  a  totally 
indeterminable  calling  ;  an  unconsti- 
tuted  profession.  Its  determination  is 
the  point  to  be  settled.  It  is  a  duke- 
dom ;  a  chieftainship.  Being  a  duke- 
dom, it  has  a  principality  attached  to 
it.  Its  reyenues  belong  there.  What 
is  that  principality?  It  can  be  no 
other  thiui  a  subjacent  society.  There 
never  yet  was  a  real  dukedom  that 
did  not  consist  of  other  men  ;  the  real 
Dukedom  of  Cornwall  consists  of  all 
the  men  and  women  of  Cornwall.  The 
Bubjacency  is  the  ignorance,  lowness, 
want,  foulness  of  habitation,  inferiority 
of  manners,  morals,  and  education,  in 
the  principfklity.  Especially  in  so  far 
as  these  things  are  not  the  fruit  of 
present  personal  vice ;  that  is,  in  so 
far  as  they  have  descended  from  the 
past,  and  are  its  woful  legacy  ;  for  of 
the  wrecks  of  vice  now  the  State  takes 
cognizance  in  workhouses  and  prisons ; 
it  is  the  compulsory  duke  of  rogues 
and  paupers.  But  these  are  not  under 
the  dukedom  of  wealth,  and  need  not 
come  before  its  immediate  administra- 
tion. For  even  in  its  highest  positions 
it  is  and  should  remain  an  abiding 
property  and  a  personal  power  ;  and 
the  duke's  freewill,  and  the  freewill  of 
his  people,  are  essential  to  it. 

The  position  is  incontestable  that 
no  man  requires  great  wealth  for  him- 
self ;  even  no  king  requires  it ;  but 
his  state  and  function  must  be  sup- 
ported by  other  men,  and  some  wealth 
passes  well  and  to  the  purpose  that 
way.  It  is  equally  certain  that  a 
spendthrift  can  waste  more  than  he 
has,  whatever  the  amount.  But  as 
the  wise  man  does  not  need  the  wealth, 
and  it  is  useless  to  him,  it  belongs  to 
Use,  and  the  problem  is  to  find  out  the 
use  in  every  special  case. 

If  this  view  be  true  for  the  future, 
it  is  clear  that  wealth  must  descend 
from  the  upper  ranks,  and  by  wise 
administration  begin  at  the  bottom  for 
the  redemption  of  the  honest  and 
hardworking  lower  classes.  At  any 
given  time,  a  certain  amount  of  this 
redemption  can  be  effected.  For 
instance,  by  the  year  1886  the  steady 


enginery  of  wealth,  diverted  from 
luxury,  vanity,  self-seeking  with  the 
people,  and  personal  indulgence,  and 
held  to  that  charity  which  is  bound  to 
urgent  business,  or  believe th  all  things, 
and  knows  no  impossibilities  or  impro- 
babilities— would  clear  London  of  back 
slums,  and  base  the  industries  of  all 
its  good  people  upon  decent  homes. 
The  revenue  accruing  from  these 
would  re-ascend  to  the  private  dukes, 
and  increase  the  riches  of  their  do* 
minions.  And  then  a  further  redemp- 
tion would  already  stand  clear  before 
them  ;  and  claim  the  coming  down  of 
the  wealth  again  from  the  upper 
hands. 

Here  are  no  questions  of  political 
economy,  but  of  the  divine  duties  of 
wealth,  and  of  its  administration  on 
remunerative  principles,  which  in  the 
long  run  are  necessary  to  the  new 
state.  If  the 'way  of  remuneration  be 
not  immediate,  wealth  is  the  one  thing 
that  can  wait ;  and  provided  the  prin- 
ciples of  its  application  be  sound,  an 
advancing  society  is  certain  to  repay 
outlays  with  increasing  interest ; 
wealth  at  both  ends  is  the  assurance 
of  such  a  future.  .  .  This  is  the 
opposite  of  communism,  which  would 
divide  all  property,  and  give  it  away. 
For  the  charity  we  indicate  gathers  up 
everything,  and  makes  society  into  its 
seedfield  and  harvest,  restoring  the 
crop  to  the  proprietor  every  quarter 
day.  It  is  his  to  administer  ;  and  hia 
Christian  conscience  in  his  dukedom, 
and  the  example  of  other  like  dukes 
around  him,  is  his  only  compelling 
power." 

Some,  perhaps,  will  deem  that 
all  this  is  sentimental  and  imprac- 
ticable, but  it  is  so  practicable  that 
it  allows  its  beginnings  to  be  small 
so  long  as  they  have  the  right  aim. 
Indeed,  there  are  many  dukes  so 
working  now;  and  with  regard 
to  sentiment,  it  may  perhaps  aid  in 
the  realisation  of  how  strong  a 
power  it  is  when  we  consider  that 
there  is  no  law  to  prevent  our  land- 
owners from  depopulating  their 
territories  as  rapioly  as  leases  fall 
in.  It  is  the  general  moral  com- 
mon-sense and  the  sway  of  public 
opinion,     as    well    as    pecuhiary 
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motives,  which  prevents  such  mad 
ireaksfrom  actually  occurring.  This 
general  sentiment  might,  indeed, 
if  its  plane  were  raised,  be  as 
potent  a  force  on  the  higher  level 
as  it  now  is  on  the  lower. 

We  will  take  our  leave  of  our 
author  in  quoting  a  somewhat  sug- 

Sestive  paragraph  on  charity  in  its 
roadest  sense  : — ''In  this  nation  it 
also  consists  very  mainly  in  culti- 
vating political  wisdom,  and  super- 
intending the  outgoings  of  the 
State,  now  amoimting  to  seventy- 
•eight  millions  a-year,  all  expended 
in  keeping  up  the  statw  quoV 

The  Poetical  Works  of  John  Milton; 
with  Introductions  by  David  Mas- 
«on,  M.A.,  LL.D.  The  Globe 
EZdition.  London:  Macmillanand 
<Jo.  1877. — Nothing  could  better 
exemplify  the  vast  spread  of 
popular  culture  than  an  edition 
auch  as  the  one  before  us ;  it 
has  all  the  qualifications  of  tho 
most  expensive  critical  or  library 
edition,  yet  it  is  published  at  a 
few  shillings.  Dr.  Masson  has 
long  lived,  so  to  speak,  with 
Milton  ;  and  in  this  latest  edition 
of  his  favourite  poet,  he  has  em- 
bodied years  of  loving  study. 

The  text  of  this  handy  little 
volume  follows  that  of  the  three- 
Tolume  Cambridge  Edition  ;  the 
introductions  are  a  revision  and 
adaptation  of  what  has  before  ap- 
peared in  more  extended  editions. 
But  as  they  stand,  giving  a  com- 
plete history  of  the  early  editions 
of  '*  Paradise  Lost,"  a  most  minute 
account  of  the  origin  of  the  poem, 
and  an  analysis  of  the  scheme  and 
meaning  of  this  and  other  poems, 
they  include  all  that  any  student 
need  strive  to  know,  and  form  in 
ihemselves  a  most  interesting  and 
instructive  literary  history. 

It  is  instructive  to  compare  an 
odition  such  as  this  with  a 
^'  classic  "  edition  of  twenty  years 
ago;    such    a    comparison  shews 


how  much  the  character  of  criti- 
cism has  changed ; — how  a  sort  of 
generalising  and  inflated  triteness 
is  laid  aside  ;  how  much  more 
serious  is  the  quest  of  adequate 
facts  before  enouncing  any  opinion. 
As  a  matter  of  curiosity  it  may  be 
named  that  we  have  traced  a  dozen 
minor  variations  in  the  text  of  a 
single  sonnet  (the  exquisite  23rd) 
from  that  of  the  '*  classic  "  edition 
just  referred  to.  The  changes  are 
only  in  punctuation,  spelling,  and 
the  use  of  capitals  ;  and  yet  each 
one  is  a  gain  to  the  reader,  while 
some  are  necessary  to  g^ve  the 
true  indication  of  the  sense.  It  is 
pleasant  to  be  able  to  read  Milton 
as  we  feel  sure  he  would  wish  to 
be  read. 


The  Oxford  Bible  for  Teachers. 
London :  Henry  Frowde,  Oxford 
University  Press  Warehouse,  7, 
Paternoster  Eow. — ^The  way  of 
learning  was  once  one  of  thorns 
and  hardships,  but  now,  within 
certain  beaten  tracks,  it  is  made 
a  way  of  roses,  a  royal  road  of 
luxury.  Here,  in  every  form,  from 
that  suited  for  the  pocket  to  a  fine 
crown  octavo,  we  have  a  Bible  that 
is  not  only  a  Bible,  but  a  compen- 
diimi  of  helps  to  its  knowledge  and 
convenient  study.  Is  it  an  index 
that  is  wanted?  here  it  is  complete ; 
are  we  at  a  loss  for  a  reference  and 
in  want  of  a  Concordance?  we  have 
not  to  go  to  our  shelves,  here  is 
Cruden  complete  ;  do  we  require  a 
map  ?  we  have  a  dozen.  This  won- 
derfully arranged  volume  contains, 
further,  a  summary  of  each  book, 
including  the  Apocrypha,  a  har- 
mony of  the  Gospels,  articles  il- 
lustrative of  the  Jewish  sects, 
Biblical  topography,  natural  his- 
tory, geography  ethrology.  &c. 
The  literary  and  critical  matter 
differs  from  that  of  other  Bibles 
containing  helps  to  study,  in  being 
newly  prepared.  Without  making 
any  close  examination  of  how  this 
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work  is  done,  we  notice  a  slip  and 
a  misprint  which  ought  not  to  be 
found  in  a  work  emanating  from 
so  superior  a  press  as  the  Oxford 
University.  We  find  it  taken  for 
granted  ^at  the  term  ^^JSssene^* 
is  derived  from  the  Q-reek  ho8to8, 
holy  ;  whereas  there  are  a  score  of 
roots  competing  for  the  honour  of 
having  originated  the  word.  Again, 
the  probable  derivation  of  the 
name  of  the  materialistic  party  of 
the  Sadducees  is  very  properly 
referred  to  Sadok,  disciple  of 
Antigonus,  but  this  President 
of  the  Sanhedrin  is  described 
as  '*  SoeboBus,"  which  is  a  mis- 
take for  "SochoBus"  of  Socho, 
or  Soho.  This  is  a  trifling 
matter,  but  we  are  accustomed  to 
such  marvellous  verbal  accuracy 
in  the  modem  editions  of  the  Bible 
that  the  least  misprint  attracts 
attention.        

Our  E'ospiial  Organisation ;  with 
Special  Reference  to  the  Organisa- 
tion of  Hospitals  for  Children.  By 
Charles  West,  M.D.,  Fellow  and 
late  Senior  Censor  of  the  Royal 
College  of  Physicians  of  London  ; 
Corresponding  Member  of  the 
National  Academy  of  Medicine  of 
Paris ;  President  of  the  Royal 
Medical  and  Chirurgical  Society  of 
London;  President  of  the  Obste- 
trical Society  of  London ;  Founder 
of  the  Hospital  for  Sick  Children, 
and  for  twenty-three  years  Phy- 
sician to  the  Hospital.  Published 
for  the  benefit  of  the  Hospital 
for  Sick  Children.  London :  Mac- 
millan.  1877. 

This  little  book  contains  the  ripe 
experience  of  an  able  physician, 
who  has  devoted  the  greater  part 
of  an  honourable  and  well  spent 
life  to  the  alleviation  of  the 
Bufferings  of  young  children. 
No  one  who  has  seen  Dr. 
West  at  the  bedside  of  a  sick 
child  can  fail  to  imderstand  how 
it  was  that  he  founded  the  Chil- 
dren's Hospital  in  Ormond  Street ; 


and  why,  for  the  benefit  of  others 
and  not  of  himself,  he  has  given 
to  the  world  this  earnest,  thought- 
ful, and  luminous  work.  It  is  one 
that  should  be  read  by  every 
medical  man,  and  by  every  nurse^ 
And  those  persons  who,  being 
neither  one  or  the  other,  yet  hold 
that  the  visiting  and  relieving  of  the^ 
sick  is  one  of  those  duties  which, 
if  it  does  not  purchase  Heaven,  at 
all  events  is  twice  blest,  blessing 
him  that  gives  and  him  that  takes^ 
— will  be  able  to  derive  from  thia 
little  work  much  valuable  counsel 
as  to  the  bestowal  both  of  their 
time  and  their  money.  The 
profits  of  the  book — in  a  pecuniary 
sense — are  devoted  to  the  funds  of 
the  Children's  Hospital.  The  profit 
of  those  who  read  it  will  be  much 
more  than  the  price  of  the  book. 
We  only  heartily  recommend  it  to 
the  world.       

Carte  Astronomique  de  VUhivers. 
Par  Etienne  Laporte.  Paris :  F.  de 
Boy^res,  28,  Boulevard  St.  Ger- 
main. London  :  E.  Saieghi,  13, 
Pall  Mall  East.— The  rudiments  of 
astronomy  are,  perhaps,  more  easily 
acquired  by  charts,  globes,  and 
orreries,  than  by  book  work. 
The  chart  before  us  would  be 
an  excellent  object  to  hang  on 
the  walls  of  a  schoolroom,  and 
more  advanced  students  might 
find  portions  of  it  useful  for  ref e« 
rence.  A  circle,  between  two  or 
three  feet  in  diameter,  encloses  an 
area  of  deep  blue,  in  which  are 
the  sun,  the  planets,  their  satellites,, 
and  the  telescopic  planets  or  as- 
teroids, in  their  due  places,  and 
made  bright  and  distinct  by  light 
and  shadow.  The  principal  con- 
stellations  are  also  clearly  shewn, 
after  the  manner  of  many  smaller 
charts  of  the  heavens  which  have 
long  been  favourites  with  those  who  ' 
take  pleasure  in  the  elements  of  I 
star-gazing,  and  love  to  people  the  * 
sky  with  familiar  forms.  The  J 
fault  of  this  sky -map  is  that  the  / 
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relative  size  of  the  sun  to  the  pla- 
nets is  enormously  understated,  but 
Buch  a  fault  is  almost  unavoidable, 
for  the  sun  is  so  vast  in  size  com- 
pared with  the  planets  that  any 
chart  of  reasonable  dimensions 
must  either  leave  the  sun's  bulk  to 
be  imagined,  or  by  adhering  strictly 
to  relative  truth,  make  the  earth 
such  a  dot  that  it  would  be  impos- 
sible to  indicate  the  presence  of 
the  moon.  In  the  typographic 
portion  of  the  Astronomic  Chart 
there  are  separate  articles  on  the 
sun  and  each  planet,  on  the  comets, 
meteors,  and  the  Milky  Way.  There 
are  also  subsidiary  drawings,  some 
of  which  are  most  interesting.  One 
gives  the  landscape  of  the  moon, 
which  would  appear  to  be  a  bad 
himting  country,  even  if  tenanted 
with  life,  which  is  thought  doubt- 
ful, for  it  yawns  with  harsh  and 
rugged  craters.  The  comparative 
dimensions  of  the  sun,  as  seen  from 
the  different  planets,  form  an  in- 
teresting diagram.  So  is  that  of 
the  orbits  of  the  nine  periodic 
comets  of  our  system.  The  chart 
may  be  had  in  various  qualities, 
of  simple  stout  paper,  or  mounted 
on  linen  and  varnished,  with 
rollers.  

Charlotte  Bronte :  A  Monograph. 
By  T.  Wemyss  Reid.  Macmillan 
and  Co.,  London.  1877. — Apart 
from  the  interest  attaching  to  Char- 
lotte Bronte  as  a  woman  of  genius 
there  is  a  peculiar  fascination 
about  all  the  records  of  her  life. 
When  we  are  introduced  in  any 
way  to  **  the  solitude  and  obscurity 
of  the  Yorkshire  hill  parsonage" 
we  feel  that  we  enter  into  a 
separate  world.  Living  altogether 
away  from  modem  life  and  modem 
society,  the  Bronte  family,  strongly 
individual,  yet  so  similar  in  many 
characteristics,  dwelled  in  a  society 
and  a  state  all  their  own.  The 
characters,  experiences,  emotions, 
sentiments,  wluch  were  to  be  found 
in   Haworth    Parsonage,    are    so 


much  removed  from  those  of 
ordinary  every  day  living  that  to 
many  steady-going  people  the  little 
house  on  the  Yorkshire  hills 
is  as  far  away  as  though  it  had 
been  located  in  the  planet  Mars. 
A  quiet,  conscientious,  scrupulously 
honest  and  honourable  woman,  who 
writes  a  book  which,  because  of  ita 
outspokenness  and  suggestiveness, 
is  condemned  as  immoral,  is 
a  kind  of  human  being  which 
the  average  mind  finds  very  difficult 
to  understand  and  believe  in. 
Charlotte  Bronte,  who  was  always 
intense,  recognised  this  fact  so^ 
deeply  that  her  fame  seems  to  have 
afforded  her  little  pleasure  :  to  her 
it  was  always  that  painful  thing, 
notoriety.  This  feeling  might 
have  been  less  strong  if  she  had 
mixed  more  with  the  world :  for 
the  welcome  held  out  to  her  by 
contemporary  writers  was  suf- 
ficiently cordial,  and  she  would 
easily  have  discovered  that  though 
many  might  condemn  and  be  afraid 
of  the  author  of  '*Jane  Eyre,*' 
another  class  would  accord  her  not 
only  admiration,  but  respect.  But 
Charlotte  Bronte's  life  was  spent  in 
that  isolation  which  fosters  intensity 
of  character :  she  herself  felt,  after 
her  return  from  Brussels,  where 
she  spent  two  years,  that  the 
solitariness  of  Haworth  must  be 
injurious  to  her.  But  the  York- 
shire village  was  to  be  the  scene  of 
her  life  in  this  world :  she  had 
wider  glimpses  of  the  scenes  that 
lay  beyond  it  than  her  sisters;  and 
with  that  she  compelled  herself  to 
be  content.  For  the  earnestness- 
which  makes  the  pages  of  ^'Jane- 
Eyre  "  aflame  with  life  was  a  feature 
in  its  author's  character :  with  the 
same  intensity  she  set  herself  to 
live  out  her  life,  even  after  the 
d«ath  of  her  sisters — ^whom  shO' 
considered  to  be  the  only  beings 
who  understood  her,  and  whom 
she  understood, — with  a  resolute 
patience  which  is  more  admirable 
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than  many  a  more  showy  act  of 
heroism.  It  is  easy  to  see,  in  her 
keen  sensitiveness  with  regard  to 
reviews,  how  isolation  injured  her. 
It  is  true  that  reviews  could  scarcely 
he  more  cruel  than  those  which 
"Jane  Eyre"  called  forth :  and  it  is 
difficult  to  understand  how  any 
periodical  can  consider  itself 
justified  in  deliberately  slandering 
the  personal  character  of  an  author 
merely  because  that  author's  book 
does  not  satisfy  its  moral  code. 
A  sensitive  girl,  living  alone  among 
the  hills,  may  be  forgiven  for 
feeling  the  hard  blows  hurled  upon 
her  by  the  practised  pens  of  writers 
accustomed  to  the  great  world;  but 
in  the  republic  of  letters  there  is 
a  necessary  spirit  of  give  and  take, 
and  one  cannot  help  suspecting 
that  Charlotte  Bronte's  character 
led  her  to  regard  such  matters 
too  personally  when  we  find  her 
rejecting  Harriet  Martineau's 
friendship  finally  and  entirely, 
because  the  latter  accused  her  of 
attacking  Popery  with  virulence 
in  "Villette." 

The  present  volume  is  extremely 
interesting  to  the  admirers  of  this 
most  gifted  authoress:  Mr.  Wemyss 


Eeid  has  taken  pains  to  point  out 
several  matters  in  which  Mrs. 
Oaskell's  admirable  memoir  has 
somewhat  misled  the  world.  Mrs. 
Gaskell  may  have  found  it  neces- 
sary to  dwell  strongly  upon  certain 
phases  of  Charlotte  Bronte's  cha- 
racter, in  order  to  fill  her  volumes ; 
although  we  do  not  accuse  her  of 
following  Mr.  Bronte's  advice 
when  he  said,  ^'If  there  are  not 
incidents  enough  in  my  daughter's 
life,  madam,  you  must  invent 
some."  Mr.  Beid  points  out  that 
the  tender  side  of  Charlotte  Bronte, 
as  revealed  in  her  letters,  can. 
hardly  be  given  to  the  world ;  and 
that  the  more  light-hearted  and 
mirthful  features  of  her  character 
have  been  lost  sight  of  in  the  perhaps 
uudue  prominence  which  has  been 
given  to  the  gloominess  which  im- 
doubtedly  coloured  much  of  her  life* 
The  Brontes  were  an  Irish 
family;  Patrick  Bronte  having 
been  a  poor  Irish  boy  of  the  name 
of  Prunty,  educated  for  the  Church 
by  a  benefactor.  A  clergyman 
named  Tighe  recognised  his  talent, 
but  wished  him,  when  he  came  to 
England,  to  ms^e  this  change  in 
his  appellation. 


PEOFESSOR  HUXLEY'S  ARTICLE.— Note  by  the  Editoe. 
After  the  first  half  of  the  Magazine  was  printed  off,  the  Editor,  on 
casually  turning  over  the  pages  of  Nature^  of  the  19th  July,  discovered 
to  his  surprise  that  Professor  Huxley's  article,  '*  On  Elementaiy 
Instruction  in  Physiology,"  was  published  there.  He  therefore  deems 
it  right  to  explain  to  the  subscribers  to  this  Magazine,  that  the  Paper 
in  question  was  promised  to  him  by  Professor  Huxley,  for  the 
Magazine,  nearly  six  weeks  before  it  formed  the  basis  of  discussion 
at  the  Congress  of  the  Society  of  Arts.  He  was  aware  that  the  article 
would  be  printed  in  the  proof-sheets  circulated  to  its  members  by  the 
Society  at  the  time  of  the  Congress,  but  of  course  by  no  means 
contemplated  the  eventuality  of  its  actual  publication  in  any  pages 
but  those  of  the  Dublin  Untveesity  Magazine.  The  matter  rests 
between  Professor  Huxley  and  the  Editor  of  Nature^  with  whom  the 
Editor  of  the  Untversity  regrets  there  has  not  been  time  to  com- 
municate, as  the  last  sheets  were  going  to  press  when  the  discovery 
above  referred  to  was  made. 

Erbatxth. — ^Page    146,    line     17,     after    "Lord    Napier,"    omit 
''our  present  Ambassador,"  Lord  Lyons  holding  that  post 
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<*  *  The  Labourer's  Leisure*  is  a  really  capital  article ;  it  would  be  quite  worth  while  that  our 
«otton  masters  and  cotton  operatives  should  read  it. .  .The  Magaslne  has  several  other  articles  of  a 
lighter  and  racy  description."— Bo/ton  Guardian. 

**  The  present  numoer  not  only  fully  sustains  the  name  which  this  magarine  has  long  ago 
made,  but  recalls  the  criticism  ot-  the  Ancient  Mariner—*  too  long  and  too  good  '—full  of  wealth 
to  overflowing.*'— JllefropoZt/an.       "  Singularly  interenttng  and  instructive.*'-  -Ferret, 

**Th(»  August  number  a* together  is  a  good  one.*'— O^^ml  University  Uerald, 

'*  Will  command  the  respect  of  its  resders. *'—Oa/ord  Times, 

**  Seems  to  have  sprung  into  a  new  and  modem  life,  and  is  worthy  of  a  large  amount  of 
additional  support  to  that  which  it  has  hitherto  enjoyed.**— CAronisIe  and  Mail, 

**  Of  more  than  usual  exoellenoe.  The  Portrait  Gallety  is  now  a  notable  feature.**— JovC^ 
Lond/on  Press* 
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We  English  are  essentially  an  un- 
sympathetic people.  We  are  great 
travellers,  and  every  nook  and 
comer  of  the  habitable  globe  is 
known  to  us,  from  Paris  to  Discoe  ; 
and  yet,  though  we  know  so  much 
of  other  countries,  we  know  very 
little  of  other  nations.  We  are 
admirable  colonists.  We  make 
ourselves  at  home  in  strange  coun- 
tries with  a  supreme  disregard  for 
strange  peoples.  When  we  estab- 
lish ourselves  in  any  country 
already  thickly  inhabited,  we  hold 
aloof  from  the  natives,  but  we 
have  always  prefeiTed  to  take  up 
our  abode  in  a  place  which  has 
few  or  no  inhabitants,  such  as 
Australia,  New  Zealand,  or  Canada. 
There  are  thousands  of  English- 
men who  are  as  familiar  with  the 
geography  of  Switzerland  as  any 
of  the  native  guides  in  the  little 
Republic,  and  who  could  give  the 
most  reliable  information,  at  a 
moment's  notice,  with  regard  to  all 
the  principal  *' peaks,  passes,  and 


glaciers ;"  yet  scarcely  one  in  a 
thousand  of  them  could  tell  you 
anything  at  all  about  the  Swiss 
nation,  their  sympathies  and  anti- 
pathies, their  home  life,  their 
politics,  or  their  government. 

Most  Englishmen  know  Paris 
more  or  less;  many  of  them  are 
far  better  acquainted  with  every 
object  of  material  interest  there 
than  the  average  Parisian,  and  yet 
few  care  even  to  speak  French  well 
enough  to  converse  with  the  people 
among  whom  they  take  their  plea- 
sure; and  although  Paris  is  but 
nine  hours'  journey  from  London, 
and  the  Timet  and  the  leading 
English  papers  have  accurate  daily 
reports  of  all  that  passes  in  the 
neighbouring  capital,  very  few 
Englishmen  know  or  care  anything 
about  French  life  or  French  society 
—or,  except  as  far  as  they  affect 
ourselves,  of  French  politics. 

Thus,  although  from  our  energy, 
our  self-reliance,  our  courage,  our 
high    spirit,   and    our   power    of 
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adapting  ourselves,  physically  and 
mowdly,  to  every  variety  of  circum- 
stance and  every  variety  of  climate, 
we  English  are  the  best  colonists 
in  the  world,  yet  our  want  of  sym- 
pathy   prevents    us    from    being 
satisfactory     rulers     over     other 
nations.    Nothing  could  have  been 
more  successful  than  oiir  colonisa-' 
tion    of  North  America,   imtil  it 
became   a   nation,    and   our  hard 
and  utterly  unsympathetic  conduct 
lost    for    us    the    most    splendid 
colony  in    the   world.       Nothing 
could  be  more  successful  than  our 
colonisation    of    Australia,     New 
Zealand,  and  Canada,  and  as  our 
nders  are  wiser  than  they  were  a 
century  ago,  we  have  not  yet  lost 
those    possessions.      But    Ireland 
and  India    are  not  colonies,  and 
our  position  there  has  always  been 
very  different. 

In  both  countries  our  Govern- 
ment has  been  carried  on  without 
sympathy  for  the  children  of  the 
soil ;  and  we  have  only  been  more 
successful  in  India  than  in  Ireland 
because  no  political  considerations 
have  prevented  our  representatives 
in  the  East  from  maintaining  our 
position  as  conquerors  by  imhesi- 
tating    and    well-timed    severity. 
The  English  government  of  Ireland 
has  usually  been  characterised  by 
almost  every  fault  which  it  is  possi- 
ble for  a  Government  to  possess,  but 
its  greatest  fault  is  that  it  has  been 
a  sham.     Had  England  from  the 
first  governed  Ireland  according  to 
Irish  ideas ;  allowed  her  trade  to 
develope  in  its  own  way  ;  had  she 
not  saddled  the  sister  country  with 
English  institutions  for  which  she 
was   entirely    unfit,    and  English 
laws  which  she  did  not  understand, 
Ireland  would  have  flourished  in 
her  own  way.    Had  England  from 
the  first  governed  Ireland  accord- 
ing to  English  ideas,  protected  the 
Ulster     and    Munster     colonists, 
quartered    troops    all     over    the 
country,  supported  the  executive, 


eradicated  Popery,  promptly  sup- 
pressed outrage,  carried  out  the 
law,  and  governed  the  country 
autocratically  from  Whitehall,  Ire- 
land would  long  ago  have  been  a 
peaceable  and  flourishing  dis- 
trict of  England.  But  England 
alternately  pretended  to  adopt  both 
of  these  courses,  and  never 
honestly  carried  out  either.  We 
all  know  the  result. 

But  in  India,  up  to  the  present 
time  at  least,  the  English  Govern- 
ment has  had  the  merit  of  pretend- 
ing nothing.  India  was  a  conquered 
country,  and  was  treated  as  such. 
The  natives  were  allowed  no  power 
whatsoever.  A  few  Englishmen 
were  given  unlimited  power.  It  was 
a  government  of  fear  and  not  of  love. 
But  there  was  no  pretence  of  love. 
The  natives  knew  what  to  expect. 
They  resigned  themselves  to  the 
situation.  If  an  individual  gave 
any  trouble,  he  was  hanged.  If  a 
province  shewed  symptoms  of  dis- 
affection, it  was  annexed. 

In  Ireland  a  rebel  is  called  a 
patriot,  and  if  after  the  commis- 
sion of  any  heinous  crime,  under 
the  protection  of  this  title,  a  jury 
can  be  found  to  convict  him,  the 
utmost  sympathy  and  solicitude  are 
evinced  for  his  comfort  in  prison, 
until  political  agitation  releases 
him — to  become  not  only  a  patriot 
but  a  martyr. 

In  India  a  rebel  is  called  a  rebel, 
and  after  a  brief  inquiry  before  an 
English  officer,  he  is  blown  from 
the  mouth  of  a  gun,  by  which — 
according  to  the  religious  belief  of 
his  fellows — he  is  not  only  sum- 
marily removed  from  this  world, 
but  doomed  to  eternal  perdition 
in  the  next.  We  have  about 
five  millions  of  people  to  nde  in 
Ireland :  we  have  between  two  and 
three  hundred  millions  in  India. 
Yet  no  one  can  say  that  India  is 
not  far  more  easily  governed ;  and 
while  night  after  night  of  session 
after  session  of  Parliament    are 
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devoted  to  the  hearing  and 
redress  of  Irish  '*  grievances," 
the  a£fairs  of  India  can  scarcely 
induce  forty  members  to  lis- 
ten to  a  brief  statement  and  a 
briefer  debate,  for  two  or  three 
hours  on  one  night  a  year.  Of  the 
more  organised  system  adopted 
this  Session  of  bringing  Irish 
grievances,  or,  at  all  events,  those 
who  deal  in  such  wares,  not  only 
nightly  but  almost  hourly  before 
the  House,  we  have  nothing  at 
present  to  say,  beyond  that  the 
disproportionate  amount  of  time 
devoted  by  the  House  to  Irish 
business  and  Irish  obstruction  of 
business  is  no  doubt  one  of  the 
causes  of  the  still  more  dispropor- 
tionate amount  of  time  wliich  Par- 
liament is  able  to  devote  to  the 
consideration  of  Indian  affairs. 
Until;  honourable  members  know  a 
little  more  about  India,  this  is  not, 
perhaps,  so  much  to  be  regretted 
as  those  who  are  interested  in  the 
welfare  of  the  country  are  in  the 
habit  of  considering.  Meanwhile, 
English  public  opinion,  or  rather 
the  opinions  and  writings,  mostly 
speculative,  of  certain  more  or  less 
distinguished  Englishmen,  is  begin- 
ning to  make  itself  felt  in  India. 
The  Government  is  now  in  a 
transition  stage.  We  only  hope 
that  the  system  of  administration 
wliich  may  be  adopted  for  the 
future  may  be  as  good  as,  even  if  it 
be  different  from,  that  which  has 
8o  long  prevailed.  But  it  seems 
as  if  we  could  not  let  well  alone. 
India  has  become  too  near  England. 
Hailwaj's  and  telegraphs  have 
brouffht  the  country  within  range 
of  the  doctrinaires  and  specu- 
lative politicians  whose  influence 
is  already  seen  and  felt  in  Indian 
administration.  Happily  the 
speculative  politicians  have  al- 
ready got  a  good  deal  to  do  at 
home,  and  India,  in  spite  of 
modem  science,  is  still  a  very  long 
way  off.    But  the  time  iray  yet 


come  when  India  will  be  taken  up 
as  a  i)olitical  cry  by  one  of  the 
parties  in  England,  and  the 
administration  of  the  country  may 
be  made  the  subject  of  party 
warfare.  The  benefits  both  to  the 
natives  and  to  the  English  in 
India  will  be  much  the  same  as 
those  wliich  accrued  both  to  the 
Irish  and  to  the  English  in  Ireland 
during  the  eighteenth  century ! 

Meanwhile,  in  many  ways  we  are 
forgetting  or  abandoning  our  old 
traditions  in  the  East.  We  are  be- 
ginning to  seek  to  govern  India 
rather  by  Political  Economy  than  by 
our  experience  and  our  knowledge 
of  the  country,  and  there  has  been 
a  greater  change  in  India  in  the 
twenty  years  which  have  elapsed 
since  the  Mutiny,  than  in  the 
hundred  years  which  separated 
that  lamentable  cataclysm  from 
the  battle  of  Plassey.  Some  of 
these  changes  we  hope  to  indicate 
in  the  course  of  the  present  article. 
Many  of  them  can  only  be  seen  or 
felt  by  those  who  lived  in  India 
before  1857,  and  are  still  living 
there  or  have  but  recently  returned 
to  England. 

One  of  the  greatest  as  well  as 
one  of  the  most  palpable,  and  on 
the  whole  one  of  the  most  easily 
described  of  these,  is  the  change  in 
the  system  of  Native  Education. 
There  are  many  who  think  that 
undue  prominence  has  been  given 
to  the  subject  of  education  of  late 
years  in  England,  and  that  it  is 
of  itseK  very  far  from  being  that 
panacea  for  all  the  vices  and  follies 
of  humanity  that  its  more  ardent 
supporters  contend.  With  these 
'*  old  fashioned  *'  people  we  sym- 
pathise, if  we  do  not  entirely  agree. 
But  in  India  the  case  is  very  much 
stronger.  The  new  system  of 
education  is  not  merely  an  increase, 
a  growth,  a  development  of  an 
existing  system,  as  is  the  case  in 
this  country  ;  it  is  a  sudden,  a 
violent,  a  radical  chaii^'ft.    Ywrt 

VI— ^ 


260 


Indian  Anomalies. 


[September 


hundred  years  ago  there  was  no 

feneral  education  in  England.  A 
undred  years  later  the  system 
was  not  very  different  from  what 
it  is  now.  La  1877  we  teach  more 
boys,  and  we  teach  some  of  them 
more  subjects  than  was  done  in  the 
reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  but  the 
general  scope  of  education  is  much 
the  same.  In  India,  four  hundred 
years  a^,  and  probably  fourteen 
hundrea  years  ago,  the  system  and 
scope  of  education  was  the  same  as 
it  was  five-and-twenty  years  ago, 
while  the  system  which  we  are  now 
forcing  upon  tho  nation  is  as 
different  as  the  military  tactics  of 
Count  von  Moltke  are  irom  those 
of  Hector  or  Agamemnon. 

Wo  are  spending  millions  a  year 
upon  this  new  fancy,  and  at  the 
same  time  preaching  and  practising 
retrenchment  in  every  department 
of  the  Public  Works,  and  aban- 
doning or  deferring  the  construc- 
tion of  railways  and  canals,  of 
roads  and  bridges,  which  can 
alone  enrich  and  civilise  the  coun- 
try'. India  is  a  country  of  boundless 
resources,  at  present  utterly  wasted 
for  want  of  development.  For 
want  of  development,  too,  it  is  a 
very  poor  country,  and  its  finances 
are  no  doubt  in  a  critical,  though 
not,  we  think,  in  an  alarming  con- 
dition. This  being  the  state  of 
things,  the  English  rulers  of  the 
coimtry  say:  Undertake  no  more 
public  works,  dovelope  no  longer 
the  material  resources  of  the  coun- 
try, but  Educate  the  masses !  The 
people  ask  for  bread,  and  we  give 
them — not  a  stone;  that  might 
serve  them  to  grind  their  parclie<l 
corn,  or  stop  a  gap  in  a  broken  wall 
— ^but  an  English  primer  I  The  sub- 
ject of  famines  is  too  large  to  be  dis- 
cussed en  jpassant.  We  hope  to 
devote  an  article  to  it  in  due  time; 
but,  meanwhile,  what  is  the  prin- 
cipal cause  of  Bengal  famines  ?  It 
is  not  want  of  grain.  It  is  want  of 
roads.  Drought,  of  course,  produces 


local  scarcity,  but  local  scarcity  is 
not  famine,  and  scarcity  need  not 
produce  famine.  Were  Bengal  as 
well  supplied  with  the  means  of 
communication  as  England,  the 
total  failure  of  the  harvest  in  Behar 
or  Orissa  would  do  no  more  than 
cause  a  slight  rise  in  prices 
throughout  the  Presidency.  Some 
people  urge  the  construction  of 
railways;  others,  with  more  rea- 
son, advocate  an  extensive  system 
of  canals,  both  for  irrigation  and 
transport.  But  Bengal  has  not 
even  roads.  The  Permanent  Settle- 
ment of  the  country  which  pro- 
duced the  present  Zemindaree  sys- 
tem, is  no  doubt  answerable  for 
this,  but  still  much  could  be 
done  even  without  a  change 
in  the  system  of  tenure,  which 
might  bo  considered  too  Radi- 
cal a  proceeding,  but  which  is 
one  of  the  vexed  questions  of 
Indian  politics  which,  like  tho 
Bengal  famines,  and  Canal  irriga- 
tions, we  must  reserve  for  future 
consideration.  But  roads  are  much 
too  dull  a  subject  for  doctrinaires, 
and  the  influence  of  the  British 
Ghovemment  in  India  has  been 
chiefly  exerted  in  late  years  in 
Bengal  in  converting,  by  means  of 
an  incredibly  expensive  machinery, 
a  certain  number  ^er  annum  of  the 
sons  of  Bengalee  labourers  and 
handicraftsmen — the  most  patient, 
and  law-abiding,  and  meek  of 
mankind — into  those  superficial, 
dogmatic,  conceited,  insolent  scof- 
fers— the  Bengalee  Baboos. 

The  terrible  shock  given  to 
English  sympathy  with  the  natives 
by  the  Mutiny,  whoso  evil  resulta 
upon  the  connection  between 
European  and  Asiatic  it  is  hard 
for  anyone  who  has  not  witnessed 
it  to  realise  j  the  improved  means^ 
of  commimication  between  England 
and  India ;  the  new  leave  rules, 
under  which  Indian  officials  are 
always  either  in  England  or  look- 
ingforward  to  going  there,  andcon- 
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fiiderthe  interval  between  each  trip 
home  as  so  much  wasted  time ;  and 
finally,  the  different  class  of  men  of 
whom  the  Civil  Service  is  composed 
under  the  competitive  system, — all 
these  are  the  causes  of  our  govern- 
ment and  administration  of  India 
being  carried  on  of  late  years  en- 
tirely according  to  English    and 
not    at  all    according    to  native 
ideas.  Even  those  who  might  wish 
to  do  otherwise  do  not  know  what 
native  ideas  are.       The  rule    of 
John     Company    was   sufficiently 
stem,  it  was  sufficiently  English 
and  uncompromising;  it  invariably 
regarded  its  own  interests  first  and 
those    of    the     natives    as    quite 
aecondary;    it    was    furthermore 
quite  as  strong,    and  much  more 
respected  than    the  present  rule, 
and  yet  it  was  carried  on  as  much 
as  possible    according    to   native 
ideas.      The  Company's   servants 
8X)ent  their  lives  among  the  people 
they  governed,  mixed  with  them, 
knew  them  well  both  individually 
and  collectively,    respected    their 
prejudices,    and  commanded  their 
admiration   as  the   admiration  of 
Orientfds  is  alone  to  be  commanded, 
by  a  mild  and  just  use  of  arbitrary 
power.       Now-a-days,     a     young 
competition-wallah,    imbued   with 
the  latest  theories  of  legislation  and 
political  economy,  and  intent  only 
on  leading  as  completely  English 
a  life  as  he  can  luitil  his  first  leave 
sees  him  once  again  **  at  home," 
knows  nothing  and  cares  nothing 
about  the  people  whom  he  is  per- 
mitted to   govern.     Ho  is  in  the 
hands  of  his  native  clerks  and  head 
translators,  who  represent  or  mis- 
represent every  feeling  and  every 
incident  of  native  life  to  their  own 
profit.     These   subordinate  native 
officials,    known   in   India  by  the 
general  term  of  the   Omlah,  form 
perhaps  the  most  completely  cor- 
rui)t    class    in    the    world.      Yet 
knowing  this,   the  modem  policy 
of  the  English  Government  is  to 


exalt  the  members  of  the  Omlahy 
and  some  of  the  precious  products 
of  University  education  into  judges 
and  magistrates,  with  a  view  of 
acquiring  popularity  and  governing 
"  accordmg  to  native  ideas."  Aware 
of  the  want  of  sympatliy  between 
the  English  governor  and  the 
native  governed  which  has  sprung 
up,  as  we  have  explained,  within 
the  last  quarter  of  a  century,  the 
modem  rulers  of  India  are 
creating  or  increasing  a  third 
class,  which  not  only  does  not 
possess  the  confidence  of  either 
English  or  natives,  but  which 
oppresses  the  governed  without  a 
spark  of  loyal^  to  the  ffovemors. 
tf  anything  can  or  coula  excite  a 
general  rising  in  India,  it  is  the 
growth  of  power  of  this  "  educated 
native  "  class,  which  may  one  day 
drive  the  people  into  revolt  by 
misgovemment  and  oppression, 
and  whose  members  would  them- 
selves be  the  &M3t  to  turn  against 
the  English  rule  as  soon  as  it 
appeared  possible  to  do  so  with  any 
chance  of  success.  Now  wim 
regard  to  the  power  possessed  at 
present  by  the  Otnlah,  even  where 
there  is  an  English  judge  and 
magistrate,  let  us  consider  for 
a  moment  the  constitution  and 
practice  of    an  Indian    court  of 

i'ustice,  which  may  not  be  fami- 
iar  to  many  of  our  readers.  The 
pleadings  are  written  in  Hindu- 
stani, the  court  language,  and  on 
the  given  day  plaintiff  and 
defendant  appear  before  the 
magistrate  with  their  witnesses. 
The  evidence  is  taken  down  in 
writing  by  the  Serishtaddr,  or 
Clerk  of  the  Court,  into  whose 
hands  all  deeds  and  documents 
connected  with  the  case  are  placed 
by  the  parties  to  be  filed.  The 
decision  of  the  Court  of  First 
Instance  is  very  rarely  accepted  as 
final  by  Indian  litigants,  as  the  law 
allows  two  or  three  appeals ;  and 
after  some  further   writing  of  a 
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formal  appeal,  and  a  good  deal  of 
time  spent  in  buying  court  fee 
stamps,   lodging  the  appeal,  and 

fetting  a  date  fixed  for  the  new 
earing  by  another  Serishtaddr,  the 
ease  is  called  on  before  the  Appel- 
late Court.  The  Sertshtaddr  reads 
such  papers,  or  extracts  from 
papers  on  the  file  to  the  judge — 
very  few  English  judges  can  read 
Hindustani  writing,  and  none 
ever  do  so — the  appeal  is  accepted 
or  dismissed  according  to  the  im- 
pression created  in  the  mind  of  the 
ludge,  and  the  parties,  the  one 
jubilant,  the  other  complaining, 
are  thrust  out  of  court  to  make 
way  for  fresh  suitors,  and  to  plan  a 
new  appeal.  The  opi)ortunities  for 
injustice  and  extortion  afforded  by 
such  a  system  as  this  need  scarcely 
to  be  pointed  out.  The  first 
writing  and  filing  of  the  plaint, 
the  writing  and  filing  of  the 
answer,  the  purchase  and  filing  of 
the  due  amount  of  stamps  and 
court  fees,  the  fixing  of  a  con- 
venient date,  and  as  English 
officials  in  some  parts  of  India  are 
in  the  habit  of  **  marching  *'  about 
their  district  and  expect  suitors  to 
follow  them,  the  fixing  of  an 
accessible  place  for  the  hearing,  the 
simimoning  of  the  desired  witnesses, 
the  due  examination  of  these 
witnesses  when  they  attend,  and 
the  due  recording  of  what  they 
say  when  they  are  examined, — for 
all  these  things  the  favour  of  the 
Omlah  must  be  purchased,  both 
sides  being  equaUy  compelled  to 
contribute,  unless  one  of  the  parties 
thinks  it  worth  while  to  secure  a 
favourable  decision  at  a  price 
which  renders  the  liberality  of  the 
other  superfluous,  and  virtually 
puts  him  *^out  of  court."  But  in 
the  hearing  of  the  appeal  the 
power  of  the  Omlah  is  even  greater. 
As  no  new  witnesses  are  examined, 
and  the  entire  proceeding  consists 
in  the  reading  of  the  files  of  the 
case,     which     are      theoretically 


supposed  to  be  gone  through, 
but  of  which  in  practice  only 
as  much  is  read  as  is- 
agreeable  to  the  Sertshtaddr,  the 
temptation  is  too  strong  for  any 
man  of  this  class  to  resist  to 
read  only  such  documents  and 
parts  of  the  evidence  as  tell  in 
favour  of  the  side  whose  suc- 
cess has  brought  him,  or  will  bring 
him,  substantial  advantage.  Docu- 
ments of  importance  frequently 
disappear  altogether  from  the  files, 
and  a  case  is  thus  ^'  made  safe  "  by 
one  Sertshtaddr  before  it  passes 
into  the  hands  of  a  second,  who 
might  possibly  take  a  less  active 
interest  in  the  result.  It  may  be 
asked.  Why  do  the  suitors  permit 
all  this  ?  Th  e  question  is  intelligible 
enough  for  an  Englishman.  In 
India  it  would  be  considered  ab- 
surd. In  the  first  place,  it  is  the 
custom,  and  custom  in  India  is 
stronger  than  law ;  it  is  the  essence 
of  religion,  and  it  is  the  only  thing 
that  is  even  stronger  than  self- 
interest.  In  the  second  place, 
the  suitor  is  afraid.  The  ordin- 
ary Indian  is  the  timidest  of 
mankind,  and  he  would  fear, 
and  rightly,  the  vengeance  of 
the  Omlah;  he  would  fear,  and 
rightly,  that  their  authority  with  the 
court  would  not  only  shield  it 
from  blame  but  would  probably  turn 
upon  him  the  indignation  of  the 
English  judge,  who,  being  usually 
an  executive  as  well  as  a  judicial 
officer,  might,  according  to  the 
native  conception  of  a  man  in 
authority,  remember  their  con- 
tumacy and  punish  them  in  some 
way  on  some  future  occasion. 

In  the  case  of  a  native  judge, 
matters  are  of  course  very  much 
worse,  for  while  the  English  offi- 
cial is  always  ready  to  do  justice 
when  he  can,  and  commands  the 
respect  of  the  suitors  even  when 
they  know  that  he  has  been  hood- 
winked by  the  Omlah,  the  native 
judge  has  no  other  idea   of  his 
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office  than  that  it  gives  him  the 
power  of    favouring   his  friends, 
oppressing      his      enemies,      and 
making  money  for  himself.     We 
are  quite  prepared  to  be  told  that 
we  are  making  a  **  most  sweeping 
assertion  against  a  large  body  of 
valuable    public     servants,"    and 
much  more  in  the"same  virtuously 
indignant    strain.        To    English 
ideas,  indeed,  the  accusation  may 
seem  unjust  on  the  face  of  it.    But 
any  one  who  really  knows  India 
knows  that  it  is  not  an  accusation 
at  all.      It  is  merely  what   every 
native      knows,    and    would  tell 
any     one      whom    he     did     not 
suspect     of    being    a    personage 
to    whom    it    would    be  danger- 
ous   to    speak     the    truth.        It 
is  in  the  air  of  native  society.     It 
is  one  of  those  things  which  loses 
force  from  being  told,  inasmuch  as 
the  merely  mentioning  it  as  it  is 
in    English    does    sound  like   an 
ungenerous    accusation.      To    use 
language  strong  enough  to  convey 
any  idea  of  the  thing  itseK  seems 
ever  to  the  user  an  undue  amount 
of  blame  for  what  is  so  thoroughly 
recognised  and  so  little  blamed  in 
the   country  where  it  exists.     To 
use  weaker  language    leaves   the 
ordinary    hearer   unconvinced    of 
the  existence  of  a  state  of  things 
which  he  rightly  judges  woidd  be 
subversive,  not  only  of  all  law  and 
order  but  of  all  society  at  home. 
And  this  leads  us  to  speak  of  the 
capital  difficulty  in   dealing   with 
all   Indian   subjects,    and    that  is 
the    extraordinary    and    immense 
difference,     not    merely    between 
Europe  and  Asia,  but  between  the 
inhabitants  of  England  and  those 
whose     civilisation      is      of      all 
Oriental     nations     the    most    re- 
markable, and  the  most  complex ; 
and  whose   peculiarities    English- 
men, on  account  of  their  own  very 
different   i)eculiaritie8,  are    of   all 
the    nations    of    the    world    the 
least    capable    of    understanding. 


Nothing  is  more  gratifying  to  the 
proper  pride  of    an  Englishman 
than  to  see  the  immense  respect 
that    every    native    has    for    the 
probity  and   justice    of    English 
officials,  especially  in  the  discharge 
of  their  judicial  fimctions.      In  a 
long  and  intimate  experience  of 
the  coimtry  we  only  heard  of  two 
instances    in   which    an    English 
judge  was  reputed  to  be  corrupt. 
In  both  instances  there  could  oe 
no  reasonable  doubt  but  that  the 
report  was  well  founded.       This 
respect  on  the  part  of  the  natives 
is  no  fanciful  feeling,  nor  is  its 
existence  learned  from  the  incense 
daily  offered  by  the  natives  at  the 
off cial  altar.  We  have  learned  it  in 
the  village  and  in  the  bazaar,  in 
the  house  and  on  the  road,  from 
hundreds  who  had  nothing  to  hope 
and  nothing  to   fear   from    our- 
selves, and  from  many  whose  cue 
it  was  to  find  fault  with  every- 
thing that  related  to  a  foreign  and 
inimical  G-ovemment.       Nor  are 
practical    proofs    wanting.       The 
Indian    Procedure    Codes   permit 
the  transfer  of  cases  set  down  for 
hearing    before     one     judge     or 
magistrate  to  the  court  of  another. 
A  superior  court,  which  has  a  si)ecies 
of  supervising  power,  can  do  this 
either  meromotu,  for  the  convenience 
of  business,  or  on  application  by 
either  of  the  parties  on  good  cause 
being  shewn.    Now,  whenever  the 
superior  court  shews  any   inclina- 
tion to  listen  to  the  application  of 
suitors  that  cases  may  be   trans- 
ferred from  the  courts  of  native 
judges      to    those      of      English 
officials,    the     higher     court      is 
flooded    with    petitions,    and    we 
know  of  an  instance  in  which   an 
English   barrister  who  had    **the 
ear   of  the   court,"  was  making  a 
large  income  merely  by  moving  the 
superior  court  thus  to  transf  creases. 
At  length  the  tax   upon  his  in- 
genuity to  discover  fresh  grounds 
for  repeated  applications  becam^a 
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too  ffreat,  the  subordinate  Engli^ 
officials  remonstrated,  and  in  spite 
of  the  high  fees  offered  by  suitors 
to  the  successful  ooimsel  to  make 
fresh  attempts  he  was  compelled  to 
discontinue  a  lucrative  source  of 
practice.  If  the  Government  choose 
to  make  native  judges,  said  the 
higher  court,  we  must  not  only 
give  them  something  to  do,  but  we 
must  support  their  authority,  and 
though,   of    course,     we     cannot 
expect  them  to  do  justice,  we  must 
look  to  set  things  right  on  appeal. 
It    is,    then,    out  of   the  very 
conscientiousness    of    Englishmen 
that  one  of  the  great  evils  of  our 
rule  in  modem  times  arises.     We 
are  aware  that  we  do  not  know 
the   coimtry — that  we  do  not  un- 
derstand the  people  ;    but  instead 
of  setting  to  work  to  know  and  un- 
derstand them,  we  seek  to  associate 
with  us  in  our  Government  those 
who    do  undoubtedly  know   and 
imderstand  the  country,  but  who 
are    themselves  too  well  known 
and  imderstood  by  the  people,  and 
who  do  not  possess  their  confidence. 
But  we  go  further,  and  the  evil  is 
greater  than  this.      With  a  view, 
according  to  our  English  ideas,  of 
fitting  certain  natives  for  ruling 
over  others  and  assisting  us    to 
administer  the  country,  wo  think  it 
expedient  to  educate  them  accord- 
ing to  our  English  notions  and  so 
supply  the  place   of   Englishmen 
fitted     to      govern      natives     by 
acquaintance    with    native  ideas, 
by  natives  supposed  to  be  fitted  to 
govern     natives     on     behalf     of 
Englishmen  by  being  acquainted 
with  English  ideas.      For  many 
reasons    this    inversion     of     the 
natural  order  of  things  does  not 
and  never  can    succeed.      If  we 
merely  took  natives  whose  position 
or  reputation  fitted  them  to  hold  a 
high  place  in  their  own  coimtry, 
and  educated  them,  even  according 
to  English  notions,  before  investing 
them  with  authority,  the  evil  would 


not  be  so  great.     But  we  have  not 
only  imported  English  education 
into  India.     We  have  imported  it 
with  all    its  English  incidents — 
incidents  of  which  many  are  far 
from  satisfactory  even  in  England, 
and  which  are  doubly  and  trebly 
absurd  in  India,  where  the  English 
education  itself  is  an  exotic.     No 
less  an  authority  than  Dr.  Wiese, 
the  Minister  qf  Education  in  such 
an    education-ridden    country    as 
Prussia,   not  only  condemns,  but 
ridicules  the  important partplayed 
by    examinations    in    our  ^gHsh 
educational  system.     Yet  examina- 
tions are  becoming  a  part,  not  only 
of  our  educational,  but  even  of  our 
political  system  in  India.     The  re- 
sults are  manifold,  and  they  are 
almost  all  unsatisfactory.  One  of  the 
most  apparent  is  that  book  learn- 
ing— wmch  the  mass  of  natives  de- 
spise— ^has  become  the  sole  qualifi- 
cation for  power  and  advancement; 
and  birth,  rank,  wealth;  position, 
family,  bravery,  loyalty,  probity, 
and  popularity,   all  qualifications 
much  more  important  for  a  ruler  of 
men  in  the  East  than  in  Europe, 
are  as  nothing.     Worse  than  this 
the  higher  class  of  natives  will  not 
attend  our  schools.    They  will  not 
allow   their  sons  to  be   publicly 
associated  with  low  caste  boy  s .  And 
thus,  though  they  may  be  highly 
intelligent  and  even  well  educated 
in  their  own  way,  they  have  not 
the  special  knowledge  required  to 
pass  the  English  examinations,  and 
are  thus  disqualified  for  office  or 
advancement   under  the    English 
Government.     And  thus  it  comes 
to  pass  that  the    sons   of    petty 
shop-keepers    and    even    of  men 
of     the     lowest     castes     become 
judges  and  magistrates,  inspectors 
or  overseers,      and     the     people 
whom    they    oi)iires8,     and    who 
heartily  despise  them,  wonder  at 
the  English  system  which  can  thus 
put  the  beggar  on  horseback,  and 
leave  the    natural    rulers  of  the 
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people  to  waste  their  time  and 
their  substance  in  enforced  idleness, 
and  to  lead  useless,  and  too  often 
depraved  lives.  The  condition  of 
the  higher  class  in  India  is  pecu- 
liarly unfortunate,  and  modern 
legislation  tends  to  aggravate  the 
hardships  of  their  position.  For- 
tunately the  class  is  not  very 
laige. 

Sut  the  consequence  of  our 
new  educational  system  is  not 
merely  to  set  the  beggar  on  horse- 
back, to  oppress  the  people,  and  to 
disgust  the  aristocracy.  It  has  the 
further  effect  of  creating  a  distinctly 
disaffected  class,  composed  of  those 
who,  having  studied  in  our  schools 
•and  colleges  for  some  years,  have 
not  attained  a  sufficient  degree  of 
knowledge  to  pass  the  required 
examinations,  and  of  those  who 
have  the  required  qualifications 
but  who  do  not  succeed  in  obtain- 
ing Government  employment.  Al- 
though we  are  very  far  from 
having  any  sympathy  with  this 
class,  it  must  be  admitted  that 
their  position  is  very  unfortunate. 
They  cannot  dig,  and  although  to 
beg  they  are  not  ashamed,  they 
have  learned  to  despise  the  state  of 
life  to  which  they  were  born,  to 
despise  their  parents,  their  religion, 
their  trade.  Nor  do  they  omit  also 
heartily  to  despise  the  English 
Oovernment,  which  has  gone  to  the 
'expense  of  educating  them,  and 


which  has  imfitted  them  for  any 
honest  work.  This  class  is  of  course 
increasing  in  numbers  and  clamour 
every  day ;  and  one  of  the  conse- 
quences of  this  increase,  is  the 
inauguration  of  the  new  policy  of 
puttmg  natives  into  as  many  of&ces 
as  possible  which  have  hitherto 
been  held  by  Englishmen,  or 
at  least  by  Europeans.  To  this 
there  is  clearly  a  limit. 

We  have  so  far  endeavotu'ed  very 
briefly  to  shew  the  nature  of  the 
social  revolution  which  has  been, 
at  work  in  India  since  the  Queen's 
Proclamation  and  the  fall  of  the 
East  India  Company,  and  some  of 
the  results  of  the  new  forces  that 
are  at  work  in  the  country,  notably 
that  of  the  education  and  increased 
emx)loyment  of  the  natives,  and 
the  introduction  of  the  competitive 
system  into  the  Civil  Service.  And 
in  shewing  the  connection  between 
these  three  innovations  we  have 
endeavoured,  as  far  as  possible  in  a 
few  introductory  words,  to  shew 
the  true  position  of  India  in  our 
own  day. 

In  future  articles  we  propose  to 
enter  more  fully  into  details,  and 
though  drawing  rather  upon  ex- 
perience than  statistics,  to  treat  of 
many  of  the  vexed  questions  of 
the  day  in  India,  which  must  very 
soon,  even  if  they  do  not  already, 
engage  the  attention  of  all  thought- 
ful Englishmen. 
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SAPPHO'S  HYMN  TO  LOVE. 

Gay-throned  Queen,  unslayable  Aphrodite, 
Guilement-wreathen  child  of  old  Zeus,  I  sue  thee, 
Nor  by  cloy,  nor  gnawing  of  hungers  quell  thou, 

Lady,  my  passion  ! 

But  draw  nigh, — ^if  any  while  when  thou  haddest 
Readiness  of  ear  for  my  cries  thou  wert  called 
Oft,  and  leaving  home  where  the  Sire  abideth, 

Camest  by  urging 

Hither  thy  gold  car,  when  the  swift  sleek  sparrows 
Bore  thee  whirled  by  flutter  of  plumy  pinions 
Hound  the  gloomy  earth  from  the  domes  diviner, 

Through  the  mid  ether. 

Sudden-swift  as  light  was  their  entry  ;   thou  then. 
Loosing  happy  smiles  over  face  immortal, 
Wouldest  ask  wherein  lay  my  hurt,  and  wherefore 

Thus  I  besought  thee  : 

What  new  fate  my  maddening  passion  longs  for 
0*er  all  else  ;  what  luring  of  love  confide  I 
Holds  me  snared  again  : — "  Prithee  what  boy  is  it 

Flouts  thee,  my  Sappho  ? 

Shuns  he  now,  all  eager  he  shall  pursue  thee  ; 
Spurns  he  gifts,  nay,  soon  shall  he  baste  to  proffer  ; 
Loveless  now,  lo,  swift  shall  he  speed  to  kiss  thee, 

Thee  then  so  bashful.'^ 

O  to-day,  to-day,  with  such  magics  meet  me. 
Loosing  aches  so  bitter  to  bear  ;  fulfil  thou 
All  my  passioned  soul  is  aflame  for,  yea,  thyself  be 

Alway  my  succour  ! 

K.  a 
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ON    DIFFERENT    LEVELS. 


By  ax  Old  Coxtributob. 


"This  room  is  almost  perfect 
now.  I  cannot  tell  you  how  de- 
lighted I  am  with  these  statues, 
1&.  Seagrave ;  they  so  completely 
fulfil  my  idea." 

**Yet  I  can  see  defects,  your 
ladyship ;  defects  of  weakness 
more  than  of  error.  The  Bacchus 
is  a  silly  old  toper,  and  the  Hebe 
a  feebly  faultless  young  woman — 
all  form  and  no  soul." 

**  Ah,  it  becomes  you  to  speak 
like  this  of  your  own  work,  Mr. 
Seagrave ;  })o  thankful  that  you 
cannot  make  others  agree  with 
you." 

**Tho  most  beautiful  effect  in 
the  room  is  the  reflection  of  the 
garden  in  that  mirror,"  said  the 
sculptor,  thoughtfully.  ''My Hebe 
would  look  far  feebler  than  she 
does  anywhere  but  by  the  side  of 
those  vivid  greens." 

'*  Ahy  now  !  I  see  just  what  it 
wants — Oil,  Mr.  Seagrave,  that 
would  make  it  perfect !  " 

The  artist  looked  up  at  the  lady 
with  an  expression  of  half  amused 
expectancy. 

They  wore  standing  near  the 
wide  centre  i'rench  window  of  the 
large  dining-room  in  the  Earl  of 
Eivermere's  new  country  house. 
The  old  Earl  had  lived  in  a  massive 
but  dingy  ediiico  which  stood  upon 
one  of  the  most  beautifid  sites  in 
the  county,  and  when  his  eldest 
son  came  into  the  property  one  of 
his  first  acts  was  to  pull  down  the 
old  house  and  begin  a  new  build- 


ing, designed  to  please  himself  and 
his  lady,  who  had  many  pet  notions- 
of  her  own  upon  art  and  archi- 
tecture. 

The  house  was  now  bidlt  and 
the  rooms  mostly  completed.  Sea- 
grave had  come  down  to  arrange* 
the  placing  of  his  statues,  which 
he  had  executed  to  please  Lady 
Eivermere's  classic  taste. 

He  was  a  clever  sculptor,  some- 
thing of  a  genius  indeed,  when  he- 
gave  his  thoughts  room  to  breathe- 
in  and  to  materialise  themselves. 
But  he  was  never  quite  at  his  best 
with  Lady  Rivermere,  though  she 
was  one  of  his  most  admiring 
patrons. 

She  forced  him  into  critical 
moods.  For  instance,  she  stood 
now  with  clasped  hands,  in  an 
attitude  of  childish  delight  at  her 
own  idea.  And  he  could  not  help 
observing  that,  though  the  childish 
delight  was  in  a  measure  there, 
yet  its  expression  was  helped  out 
by  the  art  acquired  through  the 
life  of  a  woman  of  fashion. 

*'  It  is  all  lovely,"  she  said,  look- 
ing into  the  mirror.  *'  That  broad 
peep  of  the  river  comes,  just  as  it 
should,  to  heighten  the  effect  of 
the  smooth  green  lawn.  And  the- 
trees  bend  beautifully  over  the 
river,  and  that  queer  brown  rock 
beneath  them  is  charming — but, 
oh,  Mr.  Seagrave,  don't  you  see 
what  struck  me— how  the  rock 
nearly  make3  a  sort  of  figure — a 
sat3rr-like  figure  ?    It  seems  to  me- 
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ihat  a  few  touches  would  turn  it 
into  a  great  man  sitting  there  witli 
A  pipe  in  his  hand,  and  lo  !  there 
is  the  great  god  Pan,  come  to  sit 
hy  my  river-side  and  gleam  thence 
into  my  mirror  and  make  me 
happy ! " 

Seagrave  looked  and  smiled. 
He  saw,  now  she  shewed  it,  just 
the  possibility  of  the  form  in  the 
rock. 

"^^  Heard    melodies    are    sweet,    but 
those  uuheard 
Are  sweeter,'* 

.She  went  on,  "Oh,  how  I  shall 
dream  the  summer  days  away  to 
the  sound  of  that  wonderful  reed. 
You  will  do  it  for  me  ?  "  she  added, 
turning  upon  him. 

'•  Gladly,"  said  he ;  '*  it  is  a 
pretty  fancy  of  yours.  Lady  Biver- 
mere.  But  I  fear  it  will  be  a 
heavier  piece  of  work  than  you 
imagine,  and  I  have  but  a  brief 
few  days  that  I  may  stay  here." 

"  Then  I  must  get  some  one  to 
help  you,"  she  said,  determinedly. 
^*  Could  not  a  clever  stone-cutter 
work  at  it,  under  your  directions  ? 
Btcause  I  know  just  such  a  man — 
a  mason  who  came  down  with  the 
other  workmen  to  build  the  house. 
He  has  brought  his  wife  and 
settled  here,  and  I  hope  he  will 
.«tay,  for  he  can  just  do  little 
things  for  me  that  I  sometimes 
want.  See — he  made  that  stone 
basin  out  there  for  my  pigeons." 

They  stepped  out  of  tne  window, 
looked  at  the  basin,  and  the 
pigeons  that  fluttered  round  it, 
and  then  went  to  inspect  the 
embryo  god.  Lord  Rivermere 
joined  them  here,  and  after  awhile 
the  stone-mason,  whom  Lady 
Rivermere  had  sent  a  servant  to 
search  for. 

Seagrave  cast  his  eyes  over  him, 
.and  saw  that  he  had  that  diflicult 
person,  a  clever  workman,  to  deal 
with.  However,  he  approached 
him  in  friendly  fashion,  and  talked 


him  into  the  idea,  so  ingeniously 
that  Lady  Rivermere  listened  with 
much  amusement.  By-and-bye 
lunch  interrupted  the  group. 

*'I  quite  admired  your  way  of 
talking  to  that  man,"  said  the 
lady,  as  they  walked  across  the 
lawn  to  the  house.  '*  You  seemed 
to  make  him  a  sharer  in  your  idea 
at  once,  instead  of  a  workman 
under  you." 

"  Well,  Lady  Bivermere,  I  have 
had  some  experience  with  these 
men ;  and  I  feel  that  we  have  but 
a  short  time  in  which  to  carry  out 
your  wish.  I  know  what  an 
artisan  is  who  fancies  himself,  as 
this  fellow  evidently  does :  he 
thinks  that  basin  he  made  for  you 
is  a  work  of  art.  If  I  had  talked 
like  a  superior  the  work  would 
have  taken  double  the  time,  or  the 
rock  might  have  been  spoiled." 

Lady  Bivermere  laughed  her 
low,  subdued  laugh  at  the  artist's 
sagacity. 

In  the  afternoon  there  were 
callers ;  and  Lady  Bivermere, 
dressed  in  a  costume,  not  only 
fashionable,  but  also  perfectly 
artistic,  and  harmonious  in  colour- 
ing, received  them  in  her  smaU 
drawing-room.  The  drawing- 
room,  like  the  dress,  was  not  only 
beautiful  in  itself,  but  bore  a 
special  relation  to  its  owner.  Every 
colour  used  in  its  delicate  fur- 
nishing had  a  subtle  connection 
with  the  tints  in  Lady  Bivermere's 
complexion.  At  least,  so  thought 
Seagrave,  looking  in  upon  the 
scene,  as  he  passed  out  again  into 
the  garden.  Perhaps  he  was  too 
critical.  He  stroUed  over  the 
grass,  and  down  to  the  brown 
river-side  rock,  where  he  found 
Dennis,  the  mason,  hard  at  work. 

This  was  the  sort  of  thing  which 
Seagrave  enjoyed,  as  a  healthy 
change  from  delicate  studio-work. 
In  a  few  moments  he  was  chisel- 
ling away  as  busily  as  Dennis,  his 
half -smoked  cigar  thrown  aside. 
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Dennis  had  begun  by  looking 
somewhat  askance  at  the  sculptor ; 
he  had  only  been  half  won  over  by 
the  other's  politic  mode  of  ap- 
proaching him.  He  had  a  feeling 
that  this  '*  gentleman  "  was  rather 
making  believe  to  be  on  equal 
terms  with  him.  As  he  stood  in 
his  workman's  apron  and  cap^  and 
looking  up  from  his  employment, 
saw  Seagrave  loimging  over  the 
lawn,  a  half-amused  smile  on  his 
face  (brought  thither  b}'  Lady 
Rivermere's  drawing-room),  and  a 
cigar  in  his  mouth,  he  had  mut- 
tered to  himself,  *'  A  dandy  fellow 
like  that  know  his  business  better 
than  me?"  and  then  pretended  to 
be  desperately  absorbed  in  his 
work.  But,  when  an  hour  had 
gone  rapidly  by,  and  Seagrave 
was  still  working  at  his  side,  with 
quick,  resolute  movements,  and  a 
concentrated  expression,  not  only 
in  his  face,  but  his  whole  figure, 
Dennis,  stealing  looks  at  him  now 
and  then,  began  to  feel  that  he 
really  was  in  the  presence  of  a 
superior  worker — a  man  using  his 
head  as  well  as  his  hands. 

Presently,  Seagrave,  who  had 
been  standing  on  some  steps  to 
reach  the  face,  came  down  and 
retired  to  a  little  distance,  to  see 
what  effect  they  had  produced. 

**  'Tis  coming!"  he  exclaimed, 
**  the  god  emerges.  'Tis  a  stale 
enough  saying  that  the  statue 
lives  in  the  marble,  and  the  sculp- 
tor has  but  to  find  it ;  but  there's  no 
doubt  that  old  Pan  has  sat  here  by 
the  river,  half  clouded  by  the 
rock,  waiting  for  Lady  Rivennere's 
quick  eye  to  see  him,  and  for  us  to 
unveil  him.  Nature  did  what  she 
could  for  him,  and  left  the  rest  to 
Art." 

**  What  is  art,  Mr.  Seagrave?" 
said  Dennis,  stopping  also  from 
his  work  and  looking  round.  *'  And 
what  is  the  use  of  art,  sir  ?" 

**  Art  makes  life  beautiful,"  said 
Seagrave,  scntentiously  ;  and  then. 


glancing  at  Dennis's  listening  f  ace^ 
felt  ashamed  of  a  shallow  definition 
and  added,  ''And  interprets 
nature." 

"  Art  is  religion,  too,"  he  went 
on,  returning  to  his  work,  up  the 
steps,  while  Dennis  worked  down 
below.  **It  is  the  exponent  of 
the  good  and  true,  as  well  as  the 
beautiful,  and  we  artists  are  its 
high  priests.  And  it  is  a  grand 
religion,  one  which  not  only  glori- 
fies the  high  places  of  the  world, 
but  creeps  into  domestic  life  and 
weaves  its  magic  about  the 
humblest  things.  There  is  art 
carried  into  the  details  of  every 
room  in  that  house  yonder,  and 
thus  the  artist  continually  im- 
presses his  thought  upon  the 
dwellers  in  those  rooms,  and 
necessarily  affects  their  atmos- 
phere. 'Tis  a  wonderful  thing  to 
pass  an  hour  in  the  Vatican  or  the 
Louvre.  I  hope  the  people  who 
dine  under  the  shadow  of  my  Hebe 
may  gain  something  even  by  that.*' 

As  he  spoke  he  slung  himself 
on  to  a  shoulder  of  the  great  rough 
figure,  from  which  eminence  he 
looked  laughingly  down  at  Dennis. 

**  But,  sir,"  said  Dennis,  casting 
his  eyes  up  to  Seagrave's  face, 
"  art  is  so  removed  from  us  plain 
l^eople.  Is  it  a  religion  for  the 
rich  and  great  only,  and  are  the 
poor  to  have  another  religion  ?" 

•*  Why,  Dennis,  what  nonsense," 
said  the  sculptor,  tossing  back  his 
hair,  and  looking,  as  he  stood  upon 
the  statue,  chisel  in  hand,  like  an 
inspired  teacher  on  art ;  **  go  into 
the  National  Gallery  next  time  j'ou 
are  in  London,  and  watch  the 
people.  On  some  days,  I  allow, 
there  are  a  good  many  well-dressed 
loungers,  and  it  would  be  a  disgrace 
if  there  were  not,  considering  what 
treasures  of  art  make  that  gallery 
beautiful ;  but  generally  you  will 
see  a  steady  succession  of  the 
l)oorest  and  most  imcultivated,toall 
appearance,  of  our  commoner  work<» 
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men.  They  are  learning  rapidly 
to  appreciate  their  national  pos- 
sessions, and  it  is  hard  to  shut  them 
out  from  the  enjoyment  of  private 
ones.  Can  Lord  Rivermere  keep 
the  architectural  beauty  of  that 
noble  building  to  himself?  Not 
flo,"  he  went  on  rather  absently 
— **  it  is  ours  as  much  as  West- 
minster Abbey,  and  Lord  River- 
mere  does  but  keep  it  warm  for  us. 
If  the  house  had  no  life  within  its 
walls  it  would  be  but  a  dreary 
object  until  nature  had  made  a 
grand  ruin  of  it.  And  in  every 
phase  its  abstract  beauty  is  the 
portion  of  all  men.  And  it  is  from 
the  pure  abstract  that  we  gain  in 
art.  It  is  the  most  unreal  part  of 
that  building,  which  is  everjrfching. 
We  can  obtain  no  more  from  it  by 
touching  it,  by  residing  within  it ; 
we  must  stand  away  &om  it  and 
view  it  merely  as  a  phenomenon, 
to  appreciate  its  artistic  value.  It 
is  unreality  which  fflorifies  our 
lives.  These  trees — tney  are  real 
if  we  cut  them  down  and  sell  them, 
or  turn  them  to  accoimt  as  imi- 
brellas  or  parasols.  They  are 
wholly  unreal  when  we  draw  back 
from  them  to  regard  them  as  shows 
of  nature,  through  an  artistic  sense, 
yet  then  do  we  gain  the  most  from 
them.  We  have  placed  them  in 
the  ideal.  ...  It  is  its  innate 
imreality  which  makes  sculpture 
the  most  glorious  of  arts.  I  revel 
in  colour,  but  I  regard  it  as  a 
sensual  delight  beside  that  which 
is  given  by  the  reposeful  beauty 
of  pure  form.  Colour  is  coarse — 
motion  is  vulgar — beside  the  chaste 
loveliness  of  the  colourless  shape, 
which  stands  silently,  unobtrusively 
before  us,  in  a  single  attitude  of 
ideal  perfection.  .  .  .  which 
appeals  to  our  most  remote  and 
dignified  perceptions." 

Seagrave  had  got  quite  excited, 
and  discovered  in  the  pause  which 
followed  his  speech,  that  standing 
on  an  elevation  in  the  mid-day 


sun,  and  indulging  in  enthusiastic 
oratory,  even  before  so  select  an 
audience,  was  by  no  means  cool 
work.  So  he  came  down  from  his 
proud  position,  and  stepping  under 
the  shade  of  the  trees  threw  him- 
self down  upon  the  g^ass  to  rest. 

"But,  sir,  what  are  we  to  learn 
from  these  shapes  of  beauty  ? " 
asked  Dennis,  presently,  in  a  doubt- 
ful, half-abashed  manner,  some- 
what contrasting  with  his  usual 
self-sufficiency. 

**  Words  can  never  convey  the 
meaning  of  sculpture,  because 
sculpture  itself  is  its  own  expres- 
sion. But  no  man  who  familiarises 
himself  with  any  great  work  of 
art  but  will  feel  himself  raised 
above  the  vulgarities  of  the  world 
about  him,  and  will  find  that  a 
subtle  influence  is  tending  to  make 
his  own  living  more  elevated,  and 
of  a  better,  more  refined  sort." 

Much  more  of  this  kind  of  talk 
passed  between  them,  for  the  day 
was  hot,  and  when  Seagrave  rested 
from  his  labom*s,  and  lay  upon 
the  pleasant  grass,  looking  up 
into  the  lovely,  gleaming  depths 
of  the  foliage  above  him,  he 
generally  wandered  off  into  some 
sort  of  dissertation,  regardless  of 
the  chaotic  effect  he  might  be 
producing  in  the  semi-educated 
mind  of  his  hearer. 

Later  on  in  the  afternoon  Lady 
Rivermere  and  some  of  her  friends 
came  out  into  the  garden.  The  scene 
by  the  river  tempted  them  thither. 
The  sun  was  low,  and  the  rays 
slanted  between  the  trees.  They 
fell  upon  the  two  men,  who 
looked  strangely  picturesque, 
working  so  busily  upon  the  great 
brown  rock  that  seemed  almost  to 
rise  out  of  the  dancing  blue  river 
water.  Seagrave  was  a  true 
Saxon,  impulsive,  enthusiastic, 
with  vivid  colouring  and  bright 
brown  hair,  which  the  sun  turned 
to  gold  as  he  leaped  down  to  meet 
the  ladies,  most  of  whom  he  knew. 
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'*Qt)od  day,  Dennis/'  said  he, 
putting  on  his  hat,  *'I  think  IVe 
struck  work  for  to-day.  We  can 
finish  the  thing  easily  now." 

Joining  the  group,  he  talked 
with  them  for  a  few  moments 
about  the  rock  and  the  forth- 
coming statue ;  and  then  walked 
away  in  their  midst.  He  was 
rather  a  favourite  of  Lady  River - 
mere's,  and  she  liked  to  have  him 
to  talk  art  to. 

Dennis  looked  after  them,  and 
then  stooped  to  gather  up  his 
tools. 

He  was  a  dark  man,  with  close- 
cut  curly  hair  and  beard,  intelli- 
gent eyes,  and  a  habit  of  frowning ; 
a  slight,  though  strong  fig^e, 
which  he  carried  with  that  up- 
right, independent  manner  peculiar 
to  the  modern  well-to-do  artisan. 

He  slung  his  bag  of  tools  over 
his  shoulder,  and  then,  with  a 
parting  glance  at  the  group  of 
ladies  and  gentlemen  in  the  dis- 
tance, set  off  with  a  quick  stride 
along  the  banks  of  the  river.  He 
crossed  it  by  a  little  bridge  lower 
down,  and  following  a  field  path, 
was  soon  out  of  the  park.  His 
way  lay  across  a  stretch  of  glorious 
rich  meadow  land  which  belonged 
to  Lord  Rivermere's  home  farm. 

Dennis  was  hardly  in  the  mood 
to  appreciate  the  beauties  which 
lay  around  him  as  he  walked. 
His  mind  had  been  stirred  by 
8eagrave's  talk,  though  perhaps 
only  stirred  superficially.  Yet  it 
was  somewhat  shaken,  and  con- 
sequently restless.  He  was  natur- 
ally of  a  dissatisfied  and  ambitious 
nature.  As  yet  an  imperfect  edu- 
cation had  left  him,  in  a  great 
measure,  blind;  he  had  worked 
on,  inflating  himself  with  the  idea 
that  in  his  own  line  he  was  pre- 
eminent. This  idea  he  had  caught 
from  his  class;  and  found  it  a 
pleasant  one  to  hug.  And  it  was 
right  enough,  too ;  for  Dennis  was 
a  clever  and  valuable  workman. 


But  to-day's  familiar  intercourse 
with  an  artist  and  a  gentleman 
had  left  its  mark  upon  him.     ELis 
atmosphere  was  changed  in  colour. 
He  had    had    a    glunpse   into   a 
different  world    of    thought   and 
feeling — a  world  which  ms  mind 
was  just  sufficiently  artistic  and 
gentle  to  be  sensitive  to  and  con- 
scious of.     He  had  never  been  one 
of  the  true  old-fashioned  work- 
men,   whose   hard  hands  of   toil 
were  their  greatest  pride,  and  who 
rested  content  in  the  routine  of 
manual    labour.      He  had    early 
learned  to  read,  and  as  he  g^ew 
up  had  read  in  a  desultory  fashion/ 
guided  merely  by  his  own  fancies. 
Through    this    reading     he    had 
drifted  into  scepticism,  into  hot- 
headed    Radicalism,    and     many 
minor  evils  of  thought.     But  of 
late  years,  since  his  marriage,  he 
had  grown  calmer  ;  for  his  wif e^ 
a  vigorous,  bright-soided,  quick- 
witted, true-hearted  woman — ^had, 
by  her  rapid,  intuitive  mode  of 
thought,  startled  him  out  of  some 
of  his  most  cherished  fallacies. 

To-night  he   went  towards  his 
cottage  with  a    slower  step  than 
usual.    As  a  rule,  the  great  shows 
of  nature  are  entirely  unseen  by 
her  simple  children  who  live  right 
in  her  bosom.     The  woodchopper, 
though  he  may  know  every  creature 
that  haunts  the  woods  and  all  their 
quaint  ways,  will  never  notice  their 
colours    or    the  beauty  of    their 
movements.   There  are  exceptions, 
of  course ;  there  are  beings  who 
come  into  the  world  with  their  eyes 
open,  and  who  do  not  require  years 
of    complicated    education  before 
they  begin  to  see;  but  such  are  not 
common.      Dennis — ^who  had  now 
and  then  dipped  into  a  volume  of 
Tennyson— -did  sometimes  cast  his 
eyes  about  as    he  walked  home 
through     this     pastoral    English 
Iscenery,  and  reflect  that  his  lines 
lay  in  pleasant  places.      But  now 
he  walked  on,  his  eyes  upon  the 
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ground ;  even  the  fervent  glow  of 
a  burning  sunset,  which  flamed 
across  the  sky,  did  not  tempt  him 
to  raise  them.  That  was  common 
to  him,  for  all  men  might  have  it ; 
the  eyes  of  his  mind  had  been 
dazzled  by  partial  glimpses  of  a 
beautiful  something — was  it  art, 
or  luxury,  or  education,  he  knew 
not — which  belonged  only  to  the 
few. 

"And  what  ails  thee,  George, 
my  man  ?"  suddenly  said  a  quick, 
rich  voice  close  beside  him.  He 
looked  up,  with  a  smile  breaking 
through  the  cloudiness  of  his 
mood ;  for  that  voice  was  always  a 
brightness  to  him. 

He  was  close  to  his  cottage  gate, 
and  there,  leaning  upon  the  garden 
fence,  was  his  wife. 

*'  Nothing,  lass,"  said  he. 

"  You  don't  walk  so  slow  to  your 
tea  most  times,"  she  answered,  **  so 
I  fancied  there  might  be  something 
amiss,"  and  with  a  lic^ht  step  she 
walked  on,  and  reaching  the  gar- 
den gate  first,  opened  it  for  him. 

A  vague  sense  of  discontent 
oppressed  him  again  as  his  eye 
rested  upon  her  form :  perhaps, 
like  the  sunset,  it  was  too  beautiful 
for  him.  For  at  that  moment,  with 
the  slanting  sun  rays  falling  upon 
her,  Martha  Dennis  looked  like  a 
piece  of  absolute  nature  herself. 
Her  skin  was  radiant  from  health 
of  body ;  her  eyes  glowed  with 
health  of  mind  and  temper ;  her 
form  was  lithe  with  vigour,  yet 
upright  as  a  birch  tree.  Dennis, 
whose  eyes  had  never  been  really 
opened  to  the  beautiful,  had  yet, 
like  her  other  admirers,  always 
regarded  Martha  as  a  **  fine  grown 
lass,"  and  pleasant  to  look  upon ; 
hut  to-night  something  in  that 
blue  kerchief  over  her  shoulders, 
which  looked  as  if  Mother  Nature 
had  flung  it  there  herself,  to 
heighten  the  effect  of  the  bright 
brown  mass  of  hair  which  crowned 
Martha's  head  (just  as  she  teaches 


the  green  creepers  to  fling  them- 
selves upon  the  red  and  yellow 
sands  and  stones) — something  iu 
the  blue  kerchief  and  the  spotless 

Srint  dress  annoyed  him.  That 
ainty  group  of  ladies  whom  Sea* 
grave  had  joined  on  Lord  River- 
mere's  lawn,  was  daguerreotyped 
ill  his  brain,  and  not  yet  thrust, 
aside  to  keep  among  its  other 
furniture:  he  was  still  uncon- 
sciously considering  the  pict\ire. 
And  now  as  he  looked  at  Martha's 
figure,  he  made  out  of  it  another 
and  a  different  picture,  and  placed 
the  two  side  by  side. 

He  walked  up  the  little  path, 
(which  was  bordered  by  a  few 
sweet  flowers,  beyond  which  cab- 
bages and  scarlet  runners  had  the 
plot  of  ground  to  themselves),  and 
threw  his  tools  into  a  little  shed. 
After  which  he  washed  the  work 
stains  from  his  hands  and  face, 
before  he  repaired  to  Martha's 
tea  table.  It  was  simple  enough ; 
a  white  coarse-fabricked  cloth 
half  covered  a  table  whiter  even 
than  the  cloth,  but  made  of  deal. 
Tea  out  of  a  homely  teapot ;  bread 
and  butter  upon  willow  pattern 
plates,  and  a  rich-hearted  lettuce 
fresh  cut  from  the  garden. 

Dennis  much  misdoubted  whether 
art  could  be  nourished  in  a  mind 
which  dwelled  amid  these  sur- 
roundings ;  but  soon  health}'-  hun- 
ger came  to  the  rescue,  and  the 
dreaminess  into  which  he  had  been 
plunged  yielded  before  Martha's 
bright  talk  and  some  of  her  rich 
caroUings,  for  Martha  possessed  a 
lovely  untutored  voice.  While  he 
smoked  a  contemplative  pipe,  and 
she  cleared  away  all  traces  of  their 
meal,  her  low,  melodious  notes 
made  the  cottage  gay.  When  she 
had  done  she  came  out  where  he 
sat  by  the  door  and  stood  beside 
him. 

**  'Tis  getting  dark,"  she  said. 
*'  I  shall  be  in  bed  soon,  for  I  want 
to    be    up    bright  and  early  to- 
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morrow  that  I  may  do  a  day's 
wasliing." 

"  Butwhy,Martlia,"  said  Dennis, 
•a  little  peevishly,  "  why,  I  wonder, 
should  you  do  so?  I  get  good 
wage,  and  there's  no  neea  for  you 
to  work,  like  a  poor  body." 

'*  Nay,  George,"  she  said,  gently, 
jret  in  a  tone  or  surprise,  "  I  could 
never  be  idle." 

*'  No,  not  idle,"  said  he,  some- 
what perplexed,  **  but  I  don't  like 
that  you  should  work  like  a  poor 
body  with  no  man  to  keep  her." 

Martha  laughed  softlj^. 

**  'Tis  but  a  pleasure  to  do  all  I 
have  to  do,"  she  said,  **  and 
then  I  know  I'm  no  burden  to 
you.  "We  are  working  folk, 
and  should  earn  our  bread. 
'Twouldn't  be  right  that  I 
should  sit  and  fancy  myself  a  lady, 
would  it  now?"  and  laughing 
again,  Martha  turned  into  the 
cottage,  and  he  heard  her  singing 
low  to  herself  as  she  moved  &om 
room  to  room  of  the  little  dwelling. 
In  the  morning,  when  he  slung 
his  bag  of  tools  over  his  shoulder 
again,  and  issued  from  the  door  of 
the  little  shed  where  he  kept  them, 
into  the  glad  morning  air,  Martha 
stepped  out  from  the  cottage  door. 
She  had  cleared  away  their  break- 
fast things  and  tidied  the  house, 
and  now,  her  sleeves  rolled  up  „ 
above  her  elbows  and  a  great  apron 
tied  over  her  dress,  she  came  out, 
carrpng  a  pail  of  water,  which  she 
emptied  into  a  wash-tub  that  stood 
on  a  bench  by  the  door. 

She  paused,  pail  in  hand,  to  wish 
him  '•  God  speed,"  and  Dennis 
went  qiiickly  along  the  meadow, 
with  a  half -formed  grudge  in  his 
mind  against  Martha  for  her  home- 
liness. 

Martha,  meantime,  filled  her  tub 
with  water  and  prepared  her  work, 
and  then  merrily  scrubbed  and 
rubbed,  with  her  arms  all  plunged 
in  the  soapsuds.  And  while  she 
worked  she  sang,  hardly  knowing 


that  she  sang.     Martha's    music 
welled  up    from   her  heart,   li^e 
bird-melody.     She    sang  because 
she  was  glad.    And  in  that  most 
radiant  morning  sunshine,  the  task 
which  to  Dennis  had  seemed  vul- 
gar was  to  her  a  true  and  delight- 
ful labour.    Not  that  she  thought 
about  it  in  this  way — Martha  was 
a  creature  whose  wit  was  intuitive, 
not  in  fcellectual.   She  was  conscious, 
unthinkingly,   that    the  simshine 
thrilled  her  healthy    frame,   and 
filled  it  with  a  glow  of  delight,  and 
she  knew  it  was  right  for  a  slarong 
body  to  be  busy.     And   so   she 
sang    from    sheer    content,    and 
her  song  was  an  unconscious  hymn 
of  praise,  like  the  song  of  the  full- 
throated    thrush.    Presently    she 
broke  off  her  employment  and  her 
music  together,  and  wiping  the 
suds  from  her  arms,  turned  to  fetch 
something  she    needed  from  the 
cottage.    In  doing  so  she  noticed 
a  gentleman,  who,  standing  in  the 
road,  was  regarding  her  intently. 
His  gaze  was  so  full  upon  her 
that  he  seemed  to  feel  some  ex- 
planation necessary,  and  stepping 
nearer,  he  asked  whether  the  field- 
path  led  to  B-ivermere. 

*'It  goes  straight  there,  sir," 
she  answered,  shading  her  eyes 
from  the  sun  with  her  hand  as  she 
spoke  to  him.  ''You  must  cross 
the  river  and  then  turn  to  the 
right." 

Seagrave — for  it  was  he— did 
not  listen,  because  he  knew  the 
way  well  enough,  but  he  looked  at 
her  searchingly. 

**May  I  have  one  of  these 
roses  ?  "  he  asked,  approaching  a 
rose  bush  which  himg  its  blossoms 
generously  over  the  fence. 

** Certainly,"  said  she;  <'they 
do  look  beautiful  this  fine  morn- 
ing. But  these  are  finer  roses.'* 
And  plucking  a  d^ep-hearted 
cream-coloured  flower  from  a  bush 
that  stood  by  the  path,  she  stepped 
to  the  fence  and  handed  it  to  iiim. 
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As  he  took  it  and  thanked  her,  he 
looked  into  the  depths  of  her  dear 
eyes.  He  did  not  attempt  to  hide 
the  admiration  he  felt  for  her,  and 
he  knew  it  was  in  his  face.  But 
Martha  neither  blushed  nor 
lowered  her  gray  eyes.  "With  a 
simple  unconsciousness  which 
seemed  to  Seagrave  to  make  this 
woman,  working  like  a  peasant, 
as  dignified  and  iinapproachable 
as  a  queen,  she  said  '*  GK)od 
morning,"  and  moved  up  the 
garden  path  into  the  house. 

As  he  turned  away  her  carolling 
Toice  again  fell  upon  his  ear,  and 
he  looked  down  at  the  roses  in  his 
hand. 

"What  a  vigorous  and  healthy 
form!"  he  said  to  himself ;  ''what 
strength  and  beauty  in  every 
attitude !  Could  I  but  put  her  into 
marble,  wash-tub  and  all !" 

He  was  returning  from  an  early 
ramble  among  the  woods,  and  not 
yet  having  breakfasted,  he  only 
paused  to  look  at  Dennis,  who 
was  hard  at  work  on  the  rock; 
and  then  went  on  his  way  to  the 
house.  But  by  and  bye  he  came 
out  again,  accompanied  by  Lady 
Rivermere  and  another  lady.  This 
was  a  fresh  visitor  at  the  house  : 
a  beautiful  heiress,  who,  being 
well  accustomed  to  general  admir- 
ation, flung  her  haughty  eyes 
Upon  Beag^ave,  as  he  was  the 
only  man  present.  It  was  an  odd 
coincidence  that  as  this  young 
lady,  in  her  delicate  embroidered 
morning  dress,  a  broad  white  sun- 
shade held  in  one  slim  gloved 
hand,  came  with  dainty  steps  over 
the  grass,  both  men  fell  to  criti- 
cising her.  Seagrave,  whose  mind 
had  been  strengthened  and  re- 
freshed by  Martha's  wholesome 
beauty,  as  by  a  sea  breeze  or  a 
breath  of  mountain  air,  fell  foul 
of  the  heiress's  abnormally 
slight  waist,  of  her  ungraceful  walk, 
which  told  of  high  heels,  and 
of     her     well     managed     eyes. 


But  Dennis,  pausing  a  moment 
in  his  work  to  look  at  the  ap- 
proaching^group  and  doff  his  cap 
to  Lady  Kivermere,  said  to  him- 
self, "Ay,  poor  Martha's  right;, 
she  never  could  make  herself  look 
like  a  lady,  howsoever  I  tried  to 
keep  her  like  one." 

Lady  Rivermere  delightedly  ex- 
amined the  rapidly  forming  figure, 
and  then  (the  heiress  evidently 
regarding  the  g^eat  god  Fan  as  a 
man  not  sufficiently  modem  or 
flirtable  with  to  be  interesting)  the 
ladies  strolled  away  again,  while- 
Seagrave  set  to  work. 

He  was  not  so  dissertative  to- 
day, for  his  thoughts  were  stirring. 
B[is  mind  was  filled  to  over-flowing- 
with  a  stately,  yet  superbly  simple^ 
figure ;  he  saw  himself  the  author 
of  a  great  work,  if  but  he  could 
find  his  way  to  the  doing  of  it. 
Now  and  then  he  looked  down  at 
a  cream-coloured  rose  which  he- 
wore  in  his  coat,  as  if  for  inspira- 
tion.   Dennis  noticed  this. 

"You  have  a  beautiful  rose 
there,  Mr.  Seagrave,"  he  re- 
marked. 

"Yes,"  said  Seagrave,  abstrac- 
tedly. 

**'Tis  not  from  his  lordship'a^ 
rosary,  I'm  thinking, "  went 
on  Dennis,  "for  Mr.  McMonagh 
doesn't  care  for  it,  and  he  is  the- 
most  stuck-up  Scotchman  I  ever 
saw,  though  certain  he's  a  good 
gardener.  I've  got  a  fine  plant  of 
it  in  my  garden." 

Dennis's  gossip  failed  to  draw 
Seagrave  out ;  and  it  was  not  till 
after  lunch  that  he  grew  talkative. 
Lord  Rivermere's  light  wines  must 
have  rendered  his  mind  more  fi.uid. 
and  discursive. 

**  You  say  that  no  art-teaching 
can  permeate  the  masses  and 
refine  them !"  he  exclaimed,  in 
answer  to  a  somewhat  desponding^ 
remark  of  Dennis's.  "Is  there  not 
refinement  and  the  lack  of  it  in  all 
classes  ?  I  have  seen  refinement  of 
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expression  on  the  face  of  a  work- 
woman as  great  as  in  the  most 
delicate  lady.  I  have  seen  grace 
and  simple  dignity  and  exquisite 
artistic  beauty  in  pose,  attitude, 
and  manner,  in  a  simple  country 
woman  at  a  cottage  door." 

Seagrave  was  speaking  from  the 
memory  of  Martha's  grace. 
Dennis  sighed  as  he  spoke,  for  his 
thoughts  wandered  also  to  Martha, 
but  only  disparagingly.  Those 
who  have  not  artistic  appreciation 
become  blind  to  any  boautif  ulness 
which  is  familiar  to  them :  it  takes 
either  a  true  artist,  or  a  man  of 
high  culture  to  daily  admire  a  daily 
presence.  The  imdeveloped  senses 
require  a  shock,  a  siu'prise,  to 
stimulate  them  to  admiration. 
Dennis,  looking  upon  his  life  with 
discontented  eye,  saw  in  Martha's 
wholesome  gaiety  only  a  vulgar 
Tivacity ;  he  reflected  that  the  lady 
whom  he  had  seen  this  morning 
was  languid  in  all  her  movements, 
and  indifferent  in  all  she  said ;  he 
presumed  that  to  bo  the  artistic 
repose  which  Seagrave  worshipped. 

He  loitered  on  his  way  home 
this  evening,  and  was  even  later 
than  he  had  been  the  day  before. 
As  he  approached  a  gate  between 
two  of  the  broad  fields,  he  heard 
voices  in  gay  chatter,  and  then 
Martha's  rich  laugh  feU  upon  his 
ear.  He  paused  a  moment,  and 
recognising  the  voices,  knew  she 
was  with  a  poor  neighbour  of 
theirs,  who  having  a  delicate  * 
baby,  would,  when  she  had  time 
in  the  afternoons,  carry  it  to  play 
among  the  daisies  and  buttercups. 
Martha  would  often  amuse  the  child 
awhile,  and  gossip  with  the  mother: 
and  doubtless  the  gossip  was  frivo- 
lous enough,  for  the  mother  was 
but  a  poor  toiling  woman,  with  no 
room  for  finer  sentiments  than 
honesty  and  industry.  And  the 
laughing  and  talking — certainly 
different  from  the  laughing  and 
talking    which    he    heard  when 


Lady  Bivermere  and  her  friends 
were  by — and  the  sight  of  Martha 
romping  with  the  pallid  and 
perhaps  not  over  clean  infant,  dis- 
gusted his  new  sesthetic  soul. 

He  went  quietly  through  the 
gate,  and  Martha,  seeing  him,  put 
the  child  back  at  its  mother's  side 
and  j  oined  him — her  cheeks  flushed, 
her  eyes  a&low,  her  bosom  heaving 
with  the  beautiful  movements  of 
healthy  respiration.  But  Dennis 
greeted  her  coldly,  for  that  colour- 
ing which  made  Martha's  beauty 
akin  to  the  beauty  of  a  flower  or 
a  simset,  was — to  him,  now — 
coarse. 

Martha,  finding  him  silent, 
became  silent  herself,  and  walked 
quietly  home  by  his  side.  He  had 
always  been  a  man  of  moods,  and 
she  had  learned  that  moods  are 
best  unnoticed,  unless  you  are 
sure  you  have  the  right  medicine 
to  administer.  So  the  evening 
passed  as  usual— only  more  silently 
— and  Dennis  went  early  to  his 
work  in  the  morning. 

On  the  two  preceding  days  he 
had  left  work  about  twelve  o'clock, 
according  to  his  custom,  and  gone 
home  to  dinner,  as  the  cottage  was 
so  near.  But  to-day  he  felt  indis- 
posed to  leave  the  company  he  was 
in  to  go  back  to  the  simple  home 
and  unaristocratic  meal.  He  felt 
out  of  time  for  it;  he  found  his 
mood  to  be  exalted  so  far  that 
Martha's  simple  talk  would  but 
jar  upon  him.  Seagrave's  rhapso- 
dies had  filled,  his  easily  influenced 
nature  with  a  sentimental  yearning 
for  a  form  of  life  less  prosaic  and 
vulgar  than  that  of  the  plain  work- 
man. Not  that  he  rebelled  against 
his  work ;  the  sculptor's  geniality 
had  given  him  a  pleasant  feeling 
that  after  all  they  were  brothers  in 
art;  and  he  resolved  to  obtain  books 
upon  the  subject,  and  to  try  to 
originate  compositions  for  himself. 
But  he  was  no  genius ;  he  did  not 
bum  with  love  for  the  sculptor's 
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mistress,  Art.  What  "  raising 
himself"  really  meant  to  him,  if 
imconsciously,  was  an  elevation  in 
the  social  scale.  He  saw  no  reason 
why  he  was  not  as  good  as  any 
other  man  ;  he  felt  that  if  he 
earned  more  money  it  was  all  that 
was  needed  to  enable  him  to  cast 
aside  his  workman's  cap  and  apron, 
and  for  Martha  to  go  in  silk  attire, 
and  make  the  best  of  herself — if 
but  she  would. 

Seag^ave  had  rhapsodised    his 
fill  this  morning ;  he  had  dreamed 
all   night    of    the    statue    which 
Martha's  form  had  suggested  to 
his  mind,  and  to-day  he  was  con- 
vinced that,  could  he  but  obtain 
(perhaps,  with  Lady  Rivermere  to 
help  him,  he  could)  this  inspiring 
woman  as  his  model,  he  would  pro- 
duce a  great  work.     Consequently 
he  was  on  a  tremendous  mental 
eminence,  and  talked  as  though  he 
were  Michael  Angelo  at  least.     He 
rather  enjoyed  talking  to  Dennis — 
whose  presence  he  forget  half  the 
time — because,  though  the  artisan's 
questions  were  often   difficult  to 
deal  with,  yet  he  was  always  ready 
to  admire  the  sculptor's  eloquence. 
Some  time  before  the  luncheon 
hour  Seagrave  flung  himself  down 
on  the   shady  grass  to  rest  and 
reflect.     For  some  indefinable  rea- 
son he  felt  a  little  afraid  of  Martha. 
She    was  no  common  person   to 
whom  money  could  easily  be  offered. 
How  could  he  approach  her  and 
obtain  her  as  his  model  ?    If  Lady 
Rivermere  would  help  him,  per- 
haps the  thing  might  be  done; 
and    so    he    considered    how    to 
suggest  it  to  the  lady  at  limch, 
and  inflame  her  artistic  fancy  so 
that  she  would  become  his  ally. 

His  thoughts  were  wandering 
off  into  the  more  imaginative  part 
of  his  project,  when  a  few  faint 
liquid  notes  of  melody  fell  on  his 
ears. 

Faint  though  they  were,  he 
knew  the  voice;    and  cautiously 


raising  himself  upon  his  elbow,  he 
looked  between  tiie  tree-trunks  in 
the  direction  whence  came  the 
sound.  He  could  see  the  gleaming 
river,  and  the  path  beside  it,  and 
presently  he  saw,  coming  with  her 
active  step,  Martha,  a  basket  on. 
her  arm.  He  did  not  move :  he 
forgot  to  ;  for  his  most  developed 
sense  was  instantly  occupied. 
Intently  he  watched  her  every 
movement,  with  absorbed  and  con- 
centrated attention;  had  he  not 
been  so  intent  he  would  probably 
have  seen  how,  when  Martha 
turned  from  the  path  and  ap- 
proached the  rock,  Dennis,  seeing 
her,  flushed  darkly. 

*'I  guessed  you  must  be  too 
busy  to  come  home,  George,  and 
thinking  you'd  be  famished  by 
now,  I've  brought  you  your 
dinner." 

Dennis  felt  nearer  to  hard  words 
than  ever  before  in  his  connections 
with  her — to  be  so  humiliated ! — 
to  have  so  common  and  vulgar  a 
phase  of  his  life  brought  right 
under  the  eyes  of  this  eesthetic 
gentleman — and  by  Martha,  too  ! 
Dennis  never  despised  her  as  at 
this  moment,  but  knowing  that 
the  said  gentleman  was  within 
earshot,  he  suppressed  his  temper, 
and  merelv  said — 

**  I  wasn't  hungry ;  you  may  set 
it  down,  lass." 

Martha  placed  the  basket  beside 
him  and  withdrew  to  look  up  at 
his  work. 

**'Tis  fine,  indeed,"  she  said, 
after  a  pause  ;  **  but  I'm  not  sure 
I  like  to  see  the  brown  old  rock 
changed.  There  was  always  a 
sort  of  man  in  it,  and  it  used  to 
make  me  think  of  fairy  tales  to  see 
him  looking  out  of  the  rock.  It 
seems  more  common-like  now 
you've  made  a  whole  man  of  him." 
'*  God  bless  me,"  exclaimed  Sea- 
grave,  naentally ;  **  that's  where  my 
disappointment  lay.  I  never  wholly 
took  to  Lady  Rivermere's  pretty 
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fancy,  and  yet  I  knew  not  why, 
nor  why  I  did  not  care  for  the 
work  we  have  done,  good  though 
it  is.  I  see  now  that  Nature  had 
given  us  a  grand  piece  of  her  rough 
suggestive  ideal,  and  we  have 
been  bringing  it  nearer  the  real." 

**  I  don't  think  you  know  much 
about  such  matters,  Martha,"  said 
Dennis,  constrainedly,  and  working 
away  as  if  for  his  life.  He  sorely 
wanted  her  to  go,  and  not  make 
any  more  blunders. 

Martha  instinctively  felt  he  did 
not  want  her,  and  so — ^though  she 
did  not  know  of  Seagrave's 
presence — she  said  nothing  further, 
but  turning  away  went  on  her 
homeward  path. 

Seagrave— who  had  been  leaning 
on  his  elbow — ^lay  back,  and  drew 
a  deep  breath.  **Can  she  be  his 
wife?"  he  said  to  himself.  "I 
suppose  she  must  be— but  how 
can  he  be  discontented,  as  he  evi- 
dently is,  with  such  a  rich  and 
wholesome  piece  of  womanhood  to 
refresh  him  ?  " — ^never  dreaming 
how  he  had  mistakenly  fostered 
these  seeds  of  discontent,  by  his 
unknowing  development  of  the 
man's  struggling  and  iU-anchored 
mind. 

Dennis  went  on  busily  with  his 
chiselling,  partly  to  hide,  and 
partly  to  work  ofi*,  his  mortification 
and  disgust.  And  Seagrave,  when 
he  got  up  to  go  into  the  house, 
seeing  him  so  deeply  occupied, 
went  silently  away.  For  Dennis 
wore  a  new  glory  in  Seagrave's 
eyes.  He  felt  towards  him  much 
as  he  remembered  feeling  towards 
a  certain  man  who  bored  him 
much  by  invitations  to  dinner  ;  but 
one  day  he  raised  his  eyes  from 
his  plate  to  the  opposite  wall,  and 
saw  there  a  new  picture — a  genuine 
Correggio — and  from  that  hour  he 
felt  shy  and  respectful  towards 
his  dull  friend,  who  appeared  to 
him  en-haloed  by  the  beauty  of  his 
possession. 


He  did  not  come  out  again  after 
limcheon.  Lady  Rivermere  saw 
her  fancy  approaching  completion 
so  rapidly  that  she  felt  herself 
justified  in  claiming  Seagrave's 
society  awhile.  So  Dennis  worked 
on  alone,  and  went  gloomily  home 
across  the  fields  again,  when  his 
day's  work  was  done. 

He  had  sat  down  to  the  tea 
table,  and  Martha,  a  steaming, 
hissing  kettle  in  her  hand,  was 
just  in  the  act  of  making  the  tea, 
when  a  form  in  the  doorway  end- 
denly  cast  a  shadow  across  the 
kitchen,  into  which  the  front  door 
opened,  as  is  the  fashion  in  such 
cottages;  and  the  window  being 
small,  it  stood  wide  to  admit  the 
air  and  light. 

Dennis  turned,  and  saw  Sea- 
grave, standinfi^  on  the  threshold, 
looking  very  humble  and  apolo- 
getic. 

**I  am  so  sorry  to  intrude,"  he 
said.  **I — ^I  will  call  again,  if  I 
may — I  was  passing,  and  thought 
I  would  like  to  see  the  vase  you 
said  you  were  making,  Dennis." 

Dennis  was  too  taken  aback  by 
the  situation  to  reflect  that  this 
interest  in  the  vase  was  very  sud- 
denly augmented,  or  thai,  to  the 
best  of  his  knowledge,  Seagrave 
did  not  know  where  he  lived. 

**This  is  Mr.  Seagrave,"  he 
said  to  Martha,  in  such  a  tone  of 
helplessness  that  she  looked  up, 
wondering  whether  there  could  be 
anything  about  this  Mr.  Seagrave 
which  was  alarming ;  and,  looBing, 
recognised  the  gentleman  of  the 
rose-incident.  She  wondered  then 
what  could  ail  Dennis,  for  the 
sculptor  seemed  to  her  a  pleasant 
and  unassuming  gentleman. 

**Iwill  be  proud  to  shew  you 
my  work,  sir,'  said  Dennis ;  **  'tis 
out  in  my  workshed,  if  you  would 
not  mind  stepping  in  there  ?" 

**Nay,  do  not  let  me  disturb 
you!"  cried  Seagrave,  to  whom 
the  homely  tea  table,   the  sim^^le 
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cottage  kitchen,  with  its  bright, 
fresh  washed  brick  floor,  its  pale 
blue  walls,  and  the  white  scrubbed 
dresser,  all  hung  with  cups  and 
jugs,  making  itoelf  into  a  sort 
of  *'  Dutch  interior "  back- 
ground for  Martha's  glowing 
comeliness,  formed  a  most  fascina- 
ting picture.  It  may  have  been 
evident  to  Martha's  perceptions 
that  he  considered  himself  oy  no 
means  above  entering  her  kitchen, 
or  else  she  spoke  out  of  that 
homely  hospitality  which  often 
helps  to  unite  dasses,  without 
breaking  down  any  distinctions 
between  them — at  all  events  she 
just  then  gave  Seagrave  the 
chance  he  wanted.  **  Perhaps  Mr. 
Seagrave  would  take  a  cup  of  tea," 
she  said,  without  seeming  at  all 
abashed  at  the  primitive  fashion 
in  which  she  must  needs  play 
hostess. 

"  I  should  like  it  so  much,"  said 
Seagrave,  simply,  coming  forward 
from  the  threshold  where  he  had 
all  this  while  remained  standing. 
Tea  always  disagreed  with  him, 
but  he  would  have  accepted  an  in- 
vitation to  a  bowl  of  water  g^el 
at  Martha's  hands  just  then. 

Dennis  was  thunderstruck  ;  but 
he  succeeded  in  placing  a  chair 
for  their  guest,  while  Martha  took 
another  cup  and  saucer  from  the 
dresser.  In  a  moment  Seagrave 
was  as  happy  as  a  king.  He 
began  to  talk,  for  he  saw  that 
Dennis  was  ill  at  ease,  but  Martha 
waited  on  him  so  naturally  and 
quietly  that  he  felt  at  home  at 
once. 

**  Why,  this  is  home-made 
bread,"  he  exclaimed.  '*I  have  not 
seen  a  home-made  loaf  since  the  day 
when  I  used  to  go,  as  a  little  boy, 
to  visit  my  grandmother.  I 
thought  such  bread  as  hers  would 
never  be  seen  again,  but  this  is 
quite  as  good." 

**  Folks  don't  learn  to  ma^e  it 
nowadays,     sir/'     said     Martha, 


smiling.  "  I  was  a  farmer's  daugh- 
ter, and  my  mother  was  an  old- 
fashioned  housekeeper,  so  I  can 
make  bread,  and  home-made  wine, 
and  different  things,  as  well  as 
butter  and  cheese." 

**1  think  the  people  would  be 
stronger  and  finer  if  they  had  more 
wholesome  home  produce,"  said 
Seagrave,  reflectively. 

'*  Ah,  sir,"  said  Martha,  quickly, 
"  that's  what  I'm  always  saying  to 
them.  Why,  the  poor,  white,  dusty 
baker's  bread  is  no  nourishment. 
But  I'm  thinking  'tis  rather  from 
the  ladies  that  it  comes,  sir ;  ladies 
did  use  to  work  themselves  and 
teach  their  maids  to  work,  but 
now  the  poor  women  have  but 
little  teaching.  The  ladies  don't 
like  to  soil  their  hands,  and  are 
glad  for  the  baker  to  do  the  baking, 
and  so  the  maids  never  leam  the 
way." 

**  True  enough,"  said  Seagrave. 
'*  But  the  ladies  have  got  schools 
of  cookery  now,  I  hear,  and  are 
beginning  to  learn  again." 

''I'm  glad  of  that,"  said  Martha, 
with  bright,  earnest  face.  **I've 
often  thought  I'd  like  to  teach 
poor  women  to  do  many  of  these 
things,  and  if  the  ladies  leam,  the 
poor  will  in  time,  I  hope." 

Seagrave  looked  at  her,  thinking 
that  she  might  teach  many  things 
besides  cooKery.  The  simplicity  of 
her  manner,  which  was  so  modestly 
unassuming,  yet  so  dignified, 
momently  added  to  his  respect  for 
her — ^yet  it  made  him  wholly  at 
ease  in  her  presence. 

Meantime  Dennis  sat  silent,  and 
in  wonder.  He  drank  tea,  and 
ate  the  lauded  home-made  bread 
and  butter,  somewhat  stolidly  to 
outward  seeming ;  but  within,  his 
mind  was  chaotic.  He  simply  was 
puzzled  by  Seagprave,  who,  pro- 
fessedly dwelling  in  refinement, 
in  the  ideal,  in  abstract  beauty, 
could  thus  sit  down  and  share  so 
vulgar  and  ill-set  a  meal,  holding 
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the  while  a  conversation  with 
Martha,  who  was  regarded  by 
Dennis  as  below  his  own  intellec- 
tual level — and  apparently  enjoy 
it  aU! 

The  repast  did  not  take  long, 
and  when  it  was  done,  the  sculptor 
followed  Dennis  to  the  shed  where 
stood  the  avowed  object  of  inte- 
rest. Martha,  meanwhile,  went 
on  undisturbed  with  her  duties, 
and  singing  in  a  low  voice  to 
herself,  proceeded  to  "wash  up." 
This  seemed  a  bright  and  pleasant 
employment  in  Martha's  hands, 
for  everything  was  cleanly  and 
deftly  done.  All  Aiartha's  appli- 
ances were  clean  and  sweet  to  the 
housewifely  critic,  and  (with  her 
in  the  midst  of  them)  pleasant  to 
the  artistic  eye.  Seagrave  soon 
came  out  of  the  shed  again,  and 
lingered  near  the  cottage  door, 
talking  to  Dennis,  but  Martha, 
being  still  busy,  did  not  come  out 
to  them,  and  Dennis  did  not  ask 
liim  in  again.  So  at  last  he  had 
to  go  away. 

In  the  evening  he  took  the 
opportunity  of  a  vacant  seat  by 
Lady  B-ivermere,  and  told  her  all 
about  his  idea.  She  watched  him  as 
he  spoke  with  covert,  keen  glances, 
probing  his  countenance  with  those 
quick-seeing  eyes  of  hers. 

When  he  began  she  said  to 
herself :  **  Now  this  tiresome  man 
has  seen  Martha  and  fallen  in  love 
with  her.  He  can't  quite  know 
he  has  yet,  or  he  would  not  come 
to  me  like  this  about  it ;  but  he 
has  fallen  in  love  with  Martha 
Dennis,  and  now  what  a  trouble 
he  will  be — and  I  expect  it  will 
end  in  my  losing  her  useful  hus- 
band. ...  I  can't  spare  him 
or  Seagrave  either.  .  .  I  must 
stop  it."  But  when  Seagrave 
had  talked  a  little  further  into  his 
subiect  she  altered  her  mind.  **  I 
do  believe,"  thought  she,  "that 
my  dear  Seagrave  is  a  real  artist 
after  aU.     He  is  in  love  with  his 
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imagined  statue,  not  with  Martha. 
How  delightful !  I  knew  he  was 
in  love  with  something.  Well,  I 
am  glad  it  is  not  Martiia."  And 
ere  he  had  finished  she  had 
resolved  to  help  him. 

"  I  know  Martha  Dennis,"  said 
she  when  he  had  done,  "  and  I  do 
not  wonder  at  your  admiration  for 
her.  You  are  right:  she  is  a 
type  of  the  people  that  we  are  fed 
by,  and  get  our  national  strength 
from.  But  you  will  find  no  diffi- 
culty in  obtaining  her  as  modeL 
She  is  far  too  smiple  a  soul  to 
hesitate  about  such  a  thing;  a 
vulgar  woman,  a  genteel  womazL, 
a  woman  of  the  middle  class, 
thinking  herself  a  lady,  would 
make  a  fatal  blunder,  and  hesitate 
about  consenting ;  but  Martha  has 
the  innocence  which  makes  her 
judgment  as  correct  as  that  of  the 
ady  by  birth.  Both  would  think 
your  proposal  a  true  honour. 
Take  my  advice — ask  her  husband 
straight  out ;  if  he  is  doubtful,  tell 
him  to  ask  her ;  if  you  fail,  I  will 
come  to  the  rescue." 

Acting  on  this,  Seagrave,  in  the 
midst  of  the  next  momin&^'s  work 
and  talk,  turned  suddemy  upon 
Dennis,  and  asked  him,  "Did  he 
think  his  wife  would  allow  him  to 
model  a  statue  from  her,  and  would 
he  let  her  ?" 

"  I  would  not  overtax  her,"  Sea- 
gprave  went  hurriedly  on,  seeing  a 
confused  and  doubtful  expression 
upon  Dennis's  face.  "  I  would  not 
ask  her  to  give  me  much  time  or 
long  together,  and  I  want  her  in 
her  usual  dress — no  affectation  of 
drapery,  which  would  give  her 
trouble.  Don't  refuse  me,  Dennis. 
I  will  make  a  statue  which  shall 
breathe  the  very  spirit  that  makes 
the  English  people  what  it  is — 
such  strength,  and  beauty,  and 
dignity  as  it  has,  arises  from  such 
noble  men  and  women  as  this.  She 
has  inspired  me  with  a  thought 
that  must  out — ^if  she  will  but  let  it 
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be  expressed  by  the  dignity  of  her 
form  and  the  pure,  simple  beauty 
of  her  face,  1  can  do  it — ^I  can 
make  my  statue  live  and  speak !" 

Seagrave  had  m>wn  excited,  as 
was  his  way,  and  had  almost  f or- 

fotten  Dennis.  But  now  pausing, 
e  looked  at  him,  and  saw  no  sign 
of  answer — ^the  man's  face  wore 
an  expression  that  he  did  not 
imderstand,  but  he  saw  no  promise 
m  it. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  a  little  fiercely, 
"you  can't  take  memory  away 
from  me — I  had  rather  not  have 
to  trust  to  memory  in  a  g^eat  work 
like  this — ^but  I'll  do  it,  all  the 
same— an  artist  has  a  right  to  his 
eyes ;  and  you  can  no  more  keep 
ail  Martha  Dennis's  sweetness  ana 
beauty  to  yourself  than  the  Earl 
of  Bivermere  can  hide  the  stately 
proportions  of  this  castle  of  his." 

And  throwing  down  his  tools 
upon  the  grass,  Seagrave  walked 
away,  among  the  trees. 

Dennis  stood,  leaning  against 
the  brown  rock,  in  the  same  atti- 
tude as  when  Seagrave  first  spoke. 
He  was  lost  for  the  moment — 
utterly  fogged,  like  a  man  groping 
in  darkness.  Slowly  he  mentally 
repeated  Seagrave's  quickly  spoken 
words,  and  endeavoured  to  grasp 
the  meaning  of  each.  It  was  diffi- 
cult, for  it  was  like  turning  himself 
roimd,  so  as  to  take  in  a  totally 
different  view  of  things  from  any 
which  he  had  before  entertained. 

Having  learned  himself  to  regard 
Martha  as  below  his  own  level — 
not  only  of  intelligence,  but  of 
refinement  and  delicacy — and 
having  thus  become  in  a  certain 
degree  indifferent  to  her,  he  was 
at  first  altogether  unable  to  take 
in  the  thought  that  Seagrave  en- 
thusiastically admired  her.  Indeed 
he  was  totally  unable  to  grasp  it, 
in  the  sense  in  which  Seagrave 
meant  it.  As  he  thought  of  the 
artist's  last  words — which  Sea- 
grave would  never  have  uttered  had 


he  given  himself  time  to  think 
that  there  might  be  any  other 
reading  of  them  than  his  own — a 
light  broke  upon  his  mind.  His 
dark,  uneasy,  suspicious  nature 
aroused  itself  and  stirred,  as  some 
sleeping  beast  mieht,  when  dis- 
turbed, have  moved,  growling  and 
lowering,  from  its  quiet  and  secret 
lair.  His  brain,  quick  but  not 
subtle,  flashed  its  light  through 
the  words  of  Seagrave's  speecn, 
and  constructed  from  them  a 
nameless  horror — ^a  new  degrada- 
tion—a new  humiliation. 

This  fine  gentleman — this  dandy 
fellow,  whom  he  hated  when 
he  first  set  eyes  on  him — ^thi* 
man,  who  talked  like  a  friend 
— ^who  spoke  of  the  ideal  and 
the  pure  ! — this  man  treated  him 
now  as  a  poor  devil  who  had  no> 
power  even  to  keep  his  wife  to- 
himself.  This  artist,  who  admired 
only  the  most  refined  and  delicate 
beautifulness ! — ^how  could  he  see^ 
aught  in  poor  Martha  but  a  coarse- 
beauty  and  a  cheap  gaiety,  which, 
belonging  to  the  lower  order,  might 
serve  as  a  passing  excitement,  an 
amusing  change,  to  the  refined 
gentleman  who  spent  his  life  in 
contemplation  of,  and  commune 
with,  all  conceivable  forms  of 
delicacy  and  nobility  ? 

To  Dennis,  in  this  state,  Sea- 
grave's proposal  appeared  a  mere 
mockery — a  mere  taunt — thrown 
in  for  the  amusement  of  shewing 
him  the  inferiority  of  his  position. 
As  he  realised  this,  with  an  in- 
tolerable vividness  of  imagination 
which  placed  before  him  a  hideous 
picture  of  Seagrave's  present 
thoughts,  he  could  control  himself 
no  longer,  but  with  clenched  fists, 
and  veins  starting  on  his  forehead, 
strode  down  among  the  trees  to 
where  Seagrave  stood:  and  with 
all  the  intensity  with  which  a  half - 
developed,  half -seeing,  undiffused 
nature  expends  itself,  when  roused 
by  rage,  flung  a  few  violent  words 
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at  liiin.  The  sculptor  had  fallen 
into  a  reverie,  and  was  so  far 
bewildered  by  Dennis's  sudden 
attack  that  be  was  as  unable  to 
grasp  the  meaning  of  tbe  words 
addressed  to  him  as  Dennis  had 
been  a  while  ago.  He  gazed  at 
the  man  in  silent  astonishment ; 
and  Dennis,  regarding  this  as  the 
silence  of  shame,  poured  a  torrent 
of  scorching  indignation  upon  him. 
So  bitter  was  he  that  when  he 
ceased  speaking  he  staggered  back, 
exhausted:  and  feeling  that  he 
had  spent  his  power,  he  quickly 
tumea  to  go. 

This  released  Seagrave  f  om  the 
spell  under  which  amazement  had 
placed  him,  and  stepping  forward 
he  laid  his  hand  upon  Dennis's 
arm.  The  latter  stopped  and  faced 
him  :  and  then  the  scidptor — who 
had  turned  pale  under  the  fire 
of  the  workman's  wrath — answered 
him :  not  in  many  words,  but  in 
words  which  had  much  effect  upon 
Dennis :  possibly  as  much  because 
of  the  brave  eyes  which  looked  as 
quietly  into  his  as  Martha's  own 
might  have  done,  and  because  of 
the  deep  earnestness  with  which 
the  artist  spoke, — as  by  reason 
of  the  words  themselves. 

''Why,"  said  Seagrave,  at  last, 
taking  his  hand  away  from  Den- 
nis's aim,  "could  I  have  enter- 
tained such  ideas  as  you  credit 
me  with  in  connection  with 
your  wife,  I  should  be  unable 
to  appreciate  that  innate  purity 
and  simplicity  which  makes 
her  beautiful."  And  then,  sud- 
denly, he  plimged  into  the  subject 
of  the  statue,  which  as  yet  only 
existed  in  his  brain,  so  ardently 
that  at  last  Dennis  could  not  but 
feel,  as  Lady  Rivermere  expressed 
it  to  herself,  that  it  was  not  the 
man  loving  the  woman,  but  the 
artist  loving  the  idea  which  the 
woman  had  inspired.  He  was 
unable  to  put  it  thus  clearly  to 
himself :  but  by  the  time  Seagrave 


had  stopped  speaking,    the   man 
stood  abashed  and  stammering. 

"I  don't  know  what  to  say,  Mr. 
Seagrave;  please  forget  my  hot 
words.  I  did  not  understand  you, 
for  Martha  is  no  lady  that  you 
should  think  anything  of  her- 
looks." 

"It  lies  just  there,  Dennis,'*" 
cried  Seagrave,  turning  on  him 
with  glowing  face  ;  **  don't,  out  of 
any  mistaken  idea  of  refinement, 
or  in  consequence  of  any  position 
you  may  acquire,  persuade  her  to 
ape  our  ladies — she  is  a  lady  now, 
in  the  truest  sense,  but  it  is  by 
being  her  own  true,  beautiful,, 
wholesome,  simple  self.  ...  I 
want  her,  Dennis,  just  in  that 
dress  she  ordinarily  wears — it  is- 
perfect  for  my  purpose — ^the  simple 
dress,  the  kercnief  on  her  shoul- 
ders. .  .  .  Tell  her  that,  because 
then  she  will  see  I  shall  not  gpive 
her  much  trouble." 

Filled  with  delight  at  his  success, 
thus  far,  Seagrave  talked  on, 
gradually  imparting  his  idea  to 
his  companion,  till  Dennis  himself 
felt  overflowing  with  it  and  ex- 
cited by  it. 

He  went  home  to  dinner  that 
day  in  a  strange  state ;  as  to  hi» 
mind,  overcrowded  with  ideas,  and 
with  little  notion  how  he  was  to 
represent  these  to  Martha ;  as  to 
his  feet,  walking  like  one  in  a 
maze.  Had  not  the  way  been 
plain,  indeed,  and  made  familiar 
by  habit  he  would  scarcely  have 
easily  reached  his  cottage  door; 
for  he  was  like  a  man  whose  eyes 
had  been  suddenly  opened. 

Seagrave,  bumiDg  with  the 
idea  which  he  believed  would  not 
only  change  his  position  as  a 
sculptor,  but  would  introduce  a 
new  phase  of  English  art,  had 
spoken  burning  words,  which 
carried  his  hearer's  mind  a  whole 
step  onwards  in  its  development. 
"Walking  home  to-day  in  his 
workman's  dress,    with  his  tools- 
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upon  liis  shoulder,  he  felt  them  to 
he,  not  the  bad&^es  of  a  low  station, 
4LS  he  had  felt  them  yesterday,  but 
honourable,  and  even  poetical  ad- 
juncts to  an  honoiirable  state, 
through  the  sheer  fitness  of  things. 
Martha's  homeliness,  her  undis- 
guised broom  and  wash-tub,  her 
primitive  dress,  had  suddenly 
taken  on  them  aa  idylic  beauty ; 
for  Martha,  by  that  very  persis- 
tent homeliness  and  that  very  un- 
disguised simplicity,  had  been 
Belected  instead  of  any  of  the 
refined  ladies  of  the  land  as  the 
type  of  England's  strength,  beauty, 
and  virtue. 

When  Dennis  entered  the  cot- 
tage Martha  saw  at  a  glance  that 
the  mood  of  the  last  two  or  three 
days  had  passed  from  him.  She 
made  no  remark,  but  only  entered 
the  more  gaily  into  his  cheerful- 
ness. 

He  said  but  little,  yet  Martha 
was  somewhat  puzzled  by  the  way 
he  looked  at  her.  He  did  not  tell 
her  till  he  was  just  starting  out 
again,  of  Sea^rave's  request.  She 
was  surprised,  but  made  no  ob- 
jection ;  so  he  carried  her  consent 
to  Seagrave,  and  worked  on  all 
that  day  by  the  sculptor's  side  in  a 
dream— a  dream  which  was  con- 
tinually augmented  by  the  other's 
talk.  But  it  was  a  wholesome 
dream ;  it  made  his  simple  life 
seem  beautifid ;  and  by  the  new 
light  which  was  within  him  he 
began  to  resolve  to  lay  aside  his 
own  artistic  attempts.  He  saw,  as 
Seagrave  talked,  that  he  had  never 
known  and  never  could  know  the 
stirrings  and  the  burnings  of 
genius  like  this ;  and  he  recognised 
that  honest  workmanship  was 
superior  to  imitative  and  un- 
original art. 

Lady  Rivermere  offered  Sea- 
grave a  room  in  her  house  to  work 
in.  She  did  not  approve  the  idea, 
for  she  affected  classicality,  and 
fihe  argued  against  this  vigorous 


outrush  of  the  sculptor's  into  a 
purely  modem  idyl.  Nevertheless, 
she  enjoyed  these  arg^uments,  and 
the  lurtistic  atmosphere  pleased 
her.  The  sculptor,  charmed  with 
the  chance  of  commencing  his 
great  statue  at  once,  threw  up  the 
engagement  which  had  limited  his 
stay  at  Bivermere ;  and  in  a  day 
or.  two — taken  by  him  not  only  to 
complete  the  great  god  Pan,  but 
to  develope  his  thought — ^he  was 
busily  at  work  in  an  impromptu 
studio.  This  room  soon  became 
the  choicest  place  in  the  house: 
the  Earl  and  his  lady  found  in 
its  atmosphere  a  certain  rare 
refreshment.  Seagrave  was  more 
completely  lost  in  the  enthusiasm 
of  his  art  than  he  had  ever  been 
before :  and  Martha,  in  her  simple 
dress,  with  her  simple  ways,  and 
her  earnest  desire  to  do  her  part 
properly,  was  as  interesting  to 
watch  as  the  artist. 

Dennis — ^whohad  gone  to  other 
work  now  the  god  was  completed 
— got  into  a  habit  of  walking 
over  to  Rivermere  in  the  even- 
ing, while  Martha  was  busy 
in  the  cottage,  and  when  he  knew 
all  the  inmates  of  Rivermere 
House  would  be  at  dinner.  He 
liked  to  pay  a  solitary  visit  to  the 
clay  form  which  was  gradually 
taHng  upon  it  the  superb  linea- 
ments of  Hfe.  At  first  he  did  it 
as  a  means  of  gratifying  a  sort  of 
jealousy  which  he  could  not  wholly 
put  out  of  his  heart ;  but  the  pro- 
gress of  the  great  conception 
educated  him,  and  in  a  while  he 
knew  that  it  did  so.  His  quiet 
visits  gi'ew  longer,  for  daily  the 
majesty  and  itistic  beauty  of 
the  form  more  and  more  surprised 
him.  Not  only  w«w  it  a  true  art 
education  to  him,  but  it  shewed 
him  the  folly  of  his  jealousy. 
Through  it,  he  saw  Martha  anew. 
By  it  he  wooed  and  won  her  anew, 
though  without  words  or  confes- 
sion.    Her  essential  part  became 
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Tisible  to  him,  and  liis  mmd 
Attuned  itself  to  hers,  so  that  this 
simple  workman  and  his  wife 
found  a  new  happiness,  which 
made  their  lives  a  constant  though 
unobtrusiye  harmony. 

Not  for  a  year  was  that  statue 
exhibited.  The  people  went  in 
crowds  to  see  it,  as  they  go  in 
crowds  to  see  eYer3rthing,  and  a 
few  among  them  recognised  that  a 
new  keynote  had  been  struck. 
The  man  who  modelled  that  had 
left  behind  him  the  pecidiar  beauty 
of  Gb*eece.  Bising  from  English 
soil,  he  had  bravely  seized  upon 
characteristic  English  beauty  and 
made  it  the  expression  of  his  hope 
and  belief  in  English  power. 

In  the  face  of  Seagrave's  asser- 
tion that  ''words  cannot  explain 
sculpture,  for  the  art  is  its  own 
•expression,"  we  will  say  no  more 
about  the  statue.  Lady  Biver- 
mere  was  much  provoked  that  her 
•offer  for  it  (as  well  as  some  others) 
was  politely  refused. 

"  How  disagreeable  of  you  to 
leepit  to  yourself,  Mr.  Seagrave," 
she  said ;  **  what  are  you  going  to 
do  with  it  ?  Leave  it  to  the 
nation  ?" 

"Perhaps,"  said  the  sculptor, 
"with  a  quiet  smile,  which  piqued 
the  lady  because  she  did  not  know 


what  it  meant.  Seagrave  had 
g^own  graver  and  more  concen- 
trated since  he  had  executed  that 
statue. 

Between  Lady  Bivermere  and 
Martha  there  had  arisen,  during 
the  many  days  spent  in  Seagrave's 
studio,  an  unexpected  friendship, 
which  refreshed  the  lady  and 
educated  Martha,  without  either 
stepping  from  her  special  sphere 
in  life.  So  Seagrave  appealed  to 
her  ladyship  to  help  him  in 
rewarding  Martha.  But  she  found 
it  no  easy  task.  Martha  wanted 
nothing. 

**0h!"  cried  out  Lady  Biver- 
mere, at  length,  **I  wish  I  coidd 
do  anything  to  please  you,  Martha. 
I  shall  be  ashamed  to  see  Mr. 
Seagrave  ag^ain  if  I  can  find  no 
way  for  him  to  shew  his  gratitude, 
for  he  is  really  vexed  that  you 
shoidd  have  so  little  pleasure  for 
all  your  trouble." 

**  I  want  nothing,  my  lady.  I 
think  I  have  but  one  wish  in  the 
world :  I  shoidd  like  to  teach  poor 
girls  to  cook  and  scrub  and  keep 
their  homes." 

'^  And  so  you  shall,"  cried  Lady 
Bivermere.  "  And  I  hope  you'll 
teach  them  to  sing  wmle  they 
work!" 
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HENEY    ntVING. 

Op  all  literary  tasks  it  is  surely  the  most  pleasing  to  trace  the  course  of 
a  man  of  genius  from  youth  and  obscurity  to  maturity  and  fame.  In 
the  labour  of  the  biographer  there  is  at  all  times  a  charm  imequalled  in 
the  whole  range  of  letters ;  but  that  chronicler  of  a  career  has,  we 
think,  the  most  enviable  lot  whose  duty  it  is  to  record,  not  a  startling 
success  at  the  first  onset,  but  the  gradual  development  of  unsuspected 
resources,  the  display  of  which,  when  the  time  comes,  has  all  the  force 
of  a  revelation.  The  writer  of  fiction  has  an  ideal  pleasure  in  depicting 
the  trials  and  dangers  from  which  his  hero  is  to  emerge  in  triumph  at 
the  end  of  the  story  ;  and  much  the  same  kind  of  interest,  though  in  a 
far  greater  degree,  is  felt  by  the  biog^pher  in  the  earl}'  struggles  of 
the  man  who  eventually  springs  from  the  level  allotted  to  him  by  the 
public  voice  into  a  sphere  which  demands  such  g^s  as  only  a  very  few 
ever  imagined  him  to  possess.  In  literature,  which  is  fruitful  enough 
of  surprises,  it  is  difficult  to  name  any  remarkable  instance  of  an  author 
passing  at  a  bound  from  the  position  of  a  writer  of  peculiar  but  limited 
talent  into  the  higher  walks  of  representative  genius.  The  success  of 
Charles  Dickens  was  immediate,  and  the  characteristics  which  marked 
his  first  literary  efforts  were  those  which  soon  afterwards  established 
his  reputation.  The  case  of  Thackeray  is  different,  for  the  qualities 
which  obtained  for  his  early  writings  the  recog^tion  of  an  original  vein 
of  humour  did  not  prepare  the  world  for  the  vivid  and  varied  power  of 
the  great  epic  of  **  Vanity  Fair."  But  it  is  in  the  annals  of  the  stage  that 
we  find  the  most  striking  examples  of  fame  suddenly  achieved  in  the 
highest  art  by  men  who  toiled  for  years  either  wholly  unknown,  or 
accepted  as  clever  interpreters  of  a  useful  but  not  exalted  element  of 
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their  vocation.  As  long  as  the  drama  has  any  interest  for  the  English 
people,  the  romantic  story  of  Edmund  Kean  will  be  read  with  delight 
and  wonder.  The  career  of  the  most  distinguished  actor  of  our  own 
time  is,  in  some  respects,  not  less  remarkable  than  that  of  his  g^eat 
predecessor,  and  in  the  sequel  it  will  appear  that  the  obstacles  which 
beset  the  path  of  Kean  were  not  greater  than  those  which  ha^e  been 
overcome  by  the  genius  and  ambition  of  Henry  Irving. 

John  Henry  Brodrib  Irving  was  bom  at  Keinton,  near  Glastonbury, 
Somersetshire,  on  the  6th  of  February,  1838.    He  was  an  only  son.    Of 
his  parents  no  more  need  be  said  than  that  his  father,  who  noted  with 
the  minute  care  of  parental  pride  every  step  in  his  upward  progress, 
extracting  from  the  public  journals  every  reference  made  to  him,  lived 
to  see  him  at  the  head  of  his  profession.     At  the  age  of  eleven  Irving 
was  placed  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Pinches,  a  very  worthy  "  instructor  of 
youth,"  who  had  a  school  in  George  Yard,  Lombard  Street.     The  boy 
soon  displayed  an  absorbing  passion  for  everything  dramatic,  and  the 
good  Doctor  sometimes  thought  it  his  duty  to  damp  this  dangerous 
ardour.    On  one  occasion  young  Irving  begged  to  be  allowed  to  recite 
Bell's  poem,  *'  The  Uncle,"  at  the  school  entertainment,  but  his  master 
drew  the  line  at  *•  The  Uncle,"  and  said  that  it  was  **  too  theatrical." 
A  few  months  ago  Mr.  Irving  recited  this  same  piece  at  the  Compton 
Benefit  at  Drury  Lane,   and  it  is  pleasant  to  think  that  Dr.  Pinches, 
had  he  lived  long  enough,  would  have  rejoiced  that  his  prohibition  of 
what  was  **  too  theatrical "  had  made  so  slight  an  impression  on  his 
pupil's  mind.     In  the  recitals  which  were  given  by  the  boys  at  Christ- 
mas, Irving  displayed  an  enthusiasm  and  a  talent  which  were  incom- 
prehensible to  his  companions,  who,  like  most  schoolboys,  were  disposed 
to  look  upon  anything  out  of  the  common  in  these  performances  as  rather 
ridiculous  than  otherwise.      The  "  theatrical "  yoimgster  derived  some 
encouragement,  however,  from  the  hints  and  suggestions  of  a  visitor 
who  was  occasionally  present  at  the  rehearsals.     This  was  the  well 
known  actor,  Mr.  Creswick,  to  whom  it  may  now  be  some   satisfaction 
to  remember  that  he  taught  young  Irving  how  to  grasp  a  dagger  in   a 
tragic  manner.     When  fourteen  years  of  age  Irving  entered  the  office 
of  an  East  India  merchant,  but  his  heart  was  not  in  colonial  produce 
and  invoices.     Like  many  who  have  become  famous  in  art  or  literature, 
he  began  life  in  circumstances  as  remote  as  possible  from  his  true  voca- 
tion.    But  all  the  time  that  he  coidd  spare  was  devoted  to  the  pursuit 
on  which  his  mind  was  set.    He  joined  an  elocution  class  of  yoimg  men, 
some  of  whom  were  almost  as  ardent  as  himself,  while  all  regarded  the 
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art  i\i»y  studied  as  a  much  more  serious  business  than  young  men  con- 
sider it  now.  At  the  meeting^  of  the  class  recitations  were  given  by  the 
members,  every  detail  of  which  was  afterwards  discussed.  In  this, 
interchange  of  ideas  Irving  bcHre  his  part,  but  it  was  in  the  periodical 
entertainments  with  which  the  little  society  used  to  favour  their  friends- 
that  he  chiefly  distinguished  himself.  The  applause  won  on  these 
occasions,  and  the  conaciousness  of  increasing  capacity,  determined  hint 
to  seek  fame  and  fortune  on  the  stage.  This  resolution  was  a  grave 
one,  for  the  path  of  the  actor  may  be  said  to  be  paved  with  the  crushed 
hopes  of  those  who  have  gone  before  him,  and  fallen  ;  but  imf altering 
courage  was  numbered  amongst  Irving's  qualities  from  the  first.  An 
actor  named  Hoskins,  from  whom  he  had  taken  lessons,  introduced  him 
to  Mr.  Phelps,  who  immediately  offered  him  an  engagement  at  Sadlers' 
Wells.  Though  he  did  not  avail  himself  of  this  kindness,  Irving  has 
never  forgotten  it ;  and,  twenty  years  later,  when  the  two  men  stood 
together  on  the  boards  at  Drury  Lane,  at  the  complimentary  benefit  to- 
liir.  Buckstone,  the  one  the  honoured  representative  of  the  Old  School 
and  the  other  the  foimder  of  the  New,  the  veteran  actor  may  have  been 
gratified  by  the  reflection  that  his  judgment  did  not  fail  him  when  h» 
sought  to  enlist  the  services  of  the  boy  of  eighteen. 

An  engagement  at  Sadlers'  Wells  must^have  seemed  tempting  to  & 
young  aspirant,  but  Irving  resolved  to  beg^n  his  career  in  the  provinces. 
He  wished  to  come  back  to  London  with  a  name.  The  provinces  were 
then  what  in  a  great  measure  they  have  since  ceased  to  be,  a  school  of 
acting,  and  the  beginner  had  before  him  the  prospect  of  hard  work^ 
and  of  varied  and  invaluable  experience.  But  the  result  of  his  first 
essay  was  not  calculated  to  raise  the  young  man's  hopes.  His  first 
appearance  on  the  stage  was  made  at  the  openiug  of  the  Lyceum 
Theatre,  Sunderland,  in  1856,  and  the  play  was  RichelUu.  In  the  light 
of  what  occurred  seventeen  years  later,  when  Richelieu  was  played  at  a 
more  famous  Lyceum,  and  in  far  different  circumstances,  this  incident 
has  a  singular  interest.  Irving's  part  on  this  occasion  was  the  small 
one  of  Orleans,  and  never  was  the  timid  Duke  in  such  trepidation.  All 
the  confidence  with  which  the  young  actor  had  declaimed  to  his  com- 
rades in  the  elocution  class  deserted  him  when,  for  the  first  time,  he 
faced  an  audience  to  whom  he  was  entirely  unknown,  and  felt  the  cold 
stare  of  some  hundreds  of  critical  eyes.  Orleans  stuttered  and  stam- 
mered to  an  extent  which  even  the  natural  hesitation  of  his  character 
did  not  justify,  and  after  this  performance  Irving  was  strongly  recom- 
mended to    return   to    the    East    India    merchant.     Undaimted,    he 


1877.]  Our  Portrait  Gallery.  287 

determined  to  persevere,  but  the  second  venture  was  far  more  disas- 
trous than  the  first.  He  appeared  as  Oleomenes,  in  A  Winter* 9  TaU. 
He  would  not  study  his  part  on  Sunday,  and  had  only  a  brief  time  the 
following  day  to  learn  the  lines  he  had  to  deliver  the  same  evening* 
Gleomenes  is  not  a  very  important  personage,  but  in  the  fifth  .  act  he 
expresses  an  opinion  as  to  the  state  of  affairs  which  makes  him  for  the 
moment  the  centre  of  attention.  At  this  point  Irving's  nervousness 
overcame  him ;  he  forgot  everything  he  had  to  say,  but  remembering  a 
wildly  inappropriate  line  from  some  other  play,  he  exclaimed,  "Come 
on  to  the  market-place,  and  1*11  tell  you  fiirther,"  and  fled.  As  ihis 
invitation  to  the  market-place  was  wholly  unexpected,  the  equanimity 
of  the  other  players  was  a  good  deal  disturbed.  This  mishap  provoked 
severe  comments  from  the  local  press,  and  Irving  expected  that  his  first 
engagement  woidd  end  ingloriously  in  a  dismissal,  but  the  manager 
was  forgiving  to  inexperience,  and  simply  took  the  opportimity  of 
administering  a  little  sound  advice.  In  1857,  Irving  went  to  the 
Theatre  Royal,  Edinburgh,  where  he  remained  two  years  and  a  half,, 
playing  with  such  artists  as  Miss  Cushman,  Miss  Helen  Faucit,  Van- 
denhofP,  Robson,  Charles  Mathews,  Benjamin  Webster,  and  Wright. 
During  this  period  he  may  be  said  to  have  acted  everything,  from 
minor  characters  in  Shakespeare  to  "  singing  parts,"  like  Henry  Bertram 
— a  somewhat  comprehensive  training.  In  Edinburgh  he  made  his- 
mark  as  an  actor  of  great  promise.  It  was  a  proof  of  his  eagerness  to 
spring  high  that,  when  bidding  farewell  to  the  Scottish  capital,  he  played 
Claude  Melnotte  for  the  first  time.  It  was  here  that  he  made  the 
acquaintance  of  Toole,  with  whom,  widely  divergent  as  have  been  their 
aims  in  art,  he  has  since  maintained  an  imbroken  friendship.  Toole- 
thought  he  saw  an  opening  in  London  for  his  friend,  and  in  1859, 
Irving  signed  an  engagement  for  three  years  with  Mr.  Augustus 
Harris,  then  manager  of  the  Piincess's  Theatre.  This  new  enterprise, 
which  promised  so  well,  ended  in  bitter  disappointment.  Confident  of 
his  rapidly  developing  abilities,  the  young  actor  dreamed  of  success  in 
the  Metropolis  which  ho  was  not  even  to  have  the  opportunity  of 
achieving.  He  was  deeply  mortified  to  find  that  he  had  virtually  bound 
himself  for  three  years  to  play  insignificant  parts,  as  the  monopoly  of 
the  important  characters  by  the  elder  actors  deprived  him  of  all  chance 
of  winning  distinction.  Forttmately,  his  bond  was  not  enforced,  and 
he  quitted  London  with  the  determination  not  to  return  except  with  an 
established  claim  to  a  prominent  position.  His  resolve,  though  he  did 
not  then  see  its  full  effect,  was  virtually  the  famous  '^  Aut  Casar  au 
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nulliis  "  of  Edmund  Kean.  But  before  leaving  London  lie  gave  ample 
•evidence  of  his  powers  in  a  reading  of  Virginiiu  and  the  Lady  of 
ZyonSf  which  made  a  deep  impression  on  the  literary  and  dramatic 
critics,  amongst  whom  were  E.  L.  Blanchard,  Edmund  Yates,  and 
many  members  of  the  old  Arundel  Club,  who  assembled  to  pass 
judgment  on  the  rising  artist.  Stimulated  by  their  unfeigpaed  approba- 
tion, Irving  went  back  to  the  provinces  with  energies  fully  braced  for 
the  years  of  toil  which  still  separated  him  from  the  opportunity  which 
was  pregpaant  with  his  future  greatness. 

After  spending  a  short  time  in  the  company  formed  by  the  late  Edmund 
Olover,  Irving  found  himself  at  Manchester,  where  his  individuality 
soon  asserted  itself.  Talents  so  much  above  the  common  order  were 
justly  estimated  by  the  Manchester  playgoers,  who  gave  a  practical 
acknowledgment  of  them  by  suspending  the  rule  of  a  nightly  change  of 
characters.  But  the  most  remarkable  incident  of  all  the  years  which 
Irving  passed  in  this  city  occurred  on  the  eve  of  his  departure. 
For  his  benefit  he  was  anxious  to  play  Hamlet,  and  the  rest  of  the 
company,  with  whom  he  was  very  popidar,  were  pleased  with  a 
project  which  they  regarded  as  an  excellent  joke.  The  idea  of  a  young 
man  who  was  very  well  as  Laertes  proposing  to  scale  the  heights  of 
tragedy  in  this  fashion,  caused  much  diversion,  and  Irving  had  to 
submit  to  a  good  deal  of  friendly  banter  about  his  audacity.  He  played 
Hamlet,  and  there  was  no  more  joking.  Both  audience  and  actors  were 
full  of  wonder  and  enthusiasm.  The  performance  Was  afterwards 
repeated  for  three  nights,  and  some  acute  observers  who  witnessed  it 
built  great  hopes  upon  the  young  actor  who  had  revealed  such  a 
capacity  for  higher  things.  But  it  is  very  noteworthy  that  these 
•expectations  were  not  shared  by  the  actor  himself.  The  outlook  did 
not  encourage  him  to  indulge  in  such  ambitious  dreams,  for  he  could 
•conceive  no  possible  chain  of  circumstances  by  which  he  might  win  a 
reputation  in  the  higher  drama.  Managers  were  not  fond  of  specula- 
tions in  Shakespeare,  and  to  suppose  that  he  should  ever  find  a  manager 
willing  to  take  him  out  of  the  groove  in  which  he  had  been  trained  and 
support  him  in  the  most  dangerous  venture  known  to  the  profession, 
seemed  to  him  a  chimera  which,  if  foolishly  cherished,  could  only 
excite  fever  and  vexation  of  spirit. 

This  was  in  1865,  and  in  the  following  year  Irving  obtained  a 
recognised  position  in  the  Metropolis.  True  to  the  purpose  with  which 
he  had  left  London  six  years  before,  he  had  declined  the  terms  several 
times  ofpQred  by  Mr.  Fechter,  which  would  have  confined  him  to  a 
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subordinate  rank,  and  had  joined  Mr.  Dion  Boucieault's  provincial 
company,    on    condition  that  if  he  made  a  mark  he  should  haye  an 
engagement    in  London    as    leading    actor.      The  fulfilment  of  this 
contract  was  his  appearance  at  the  St.  James's  Theatre  in  the  character 
of  Doricourt,  in  The  Beliefs  Stratagem^  one  of  the  few  comedies  of  last 
century  which  have  survived  to  the  present  day.^    In  this  impersonation 
some  of  the  most  striking  qualities  of  the  actor's  style,   the  artistic 
refinement,  the  delicate  humoiir,  suggested  rather  than  expressed,  were 
conspicuous,  and  the  performance  was  received  with  the  greatest  favour. 
Prom  the  man  of  fashion  of  the   18th  century,  Mr.  Irving  passed  to 
the  gambler,  Bawdon  Scudamore,  in  Mr.  Boucicaidt's  Hunted  Down,  and 
confirmed  the  impression  made  by  his  first  appearance.     From  this  time 
he  became  identified  with  the  portraiture  of  villainy  in  all  its  forms,  and  it 
is  not  a  little  curious  to  note  the  contemporary  criticism  of  the  consunmiate 
iniquity  which  it  was  often  his  task  to  depict.     The  phrase  by  which  he 
was  generally  introduced  in  an  article  was,  '^  Mr.  Irving,  who  seems  to 
have  a  monopoly  of  stage  villains,"  and  the  critic  rarely  concluded  his 
comments  without  an  expression  of  wonder  at  the  actor's  power  in 
embodying  the  essence  of  wickedness.     One  writer  was  moved  by  his 
feelings  to  recall  Dr.  Jolmsou's  dictum  about  Qtirrick,  that  if  the  latter 
really  imagined  himself  to  be  the  abominable  rascal  whose  character  he 
represented  on  the  stage,  he  ought  to  be  hanged  every  time  he  played 
it;  and  this  cheerful  sentiment  Mr.  Irving' s  critic  evidently  thought 
it  his  duty  to    apply    to    him.      But  it  was  the    imiversal    opinion 
that  here   was    an    artist    of    no    common    order,    whose   criminals 
were  not  of  the  conventional,  exaggerated,  stagey  type,  but  instinct  with 
a  realism  which  stamped  them  as  transcripts  from  life.     The  grasp  of 
character,  the  elaboration  of  detail,  and  the  freedom  from  extravagance 
were     recognised    by     all    judges,    foremost    amongst     whom    was 
the  late    Mr.   Charles    Dickens,   who    expressed    in    a  letter  to  Mr. 
Edmund  Yates    his  imbounded    admiration    of    Mr.    Irving's    "  sin- 
gular power."     A  few  of  these  stage  villains  may  be  enimierated  to 
shew  Mr.    Irving's    versatility  in  this    branch    of    his    art.      Joseph 
Surface  and  Count  Falcon,    the  latter  a  prominent  character  in  an 
adaptation  from  Ouida's  novel  of  *'  Idalia,"  belonged  to  the  intellectual 
class  of  the   unserupidous,   but  after  them  we  find  in  a  descending 
scale  such  personages  as  Bob  Gassett  in  Bearer  than  Life,   Compton 
Kerr  in  Formoea,    Redbum  in   The  Lancashire  Lose,  Robert  Macaire, 
and  in  the  lowest  deep  of  all,  Bill  Sikes.      People  who  have  admired 
]k£r.  Irving's  Hamlet,  and  are  not  acquainted  with  his  exploits  ten 
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years  back,  will  be  astonished  to  learn  that  in  those  days  he  impenaii* 
ated  the  ruffian  of  Oliver  Twisty  and  that  his  conception  of  that 
character  was  much  applauded.  The  actor  who  has  spanned  the  golf 
which  divides  Bill  Sikes  from  Hamlet  has  surely  a  strong  daim  to 
be  considered  a  profound  student  of  human  nature.  But  Mr. 
Irying's  talents  were  not  limited  during  this  period  to  illustrationB  of 
crime.  As  Harry  Domton  in  The  Road  to  Ruifiy  Petruchio,  Chailes 
Surface,  Young  Marlow,  Captain  Absolute,  and  above  all,  as  Mr. 
Chevenix,  in  Byron's  comedy  of  **  Uncle  Dick's  Darling,"  he  proved 
himself  a  comedian  of  the  highest  class.  The  extraordinary  amount  of 
work  which  he  had  accomplished  during  his  provincial  training  seemed 
to  have  left  little  beyond  his  range,  and  his  transitions  from  melodrama 
verging  on  tragedy  to  high  comedy,  and  even  to  farce  of  the  Jeremy 
Diddler  order,  bewildered  those  who  expected  an  actor  always  to  corre- 
spond to  the  label  they  had  attached  to  him.  The  efforts  which  were 
made  to  determine  the  character  of  Mr.Irving's  genius  was  chiefly  labour 
thrown  away,  for  the  critics  had  no  sooner  decided  that  his  bent  was 
distinctly  in  one  direction  than  he  flashed  off  in  another.  Accordingly, 
we  And  that  the  actor  who  has  played  Mathias  and  Charles  I.  was  onoe 
ticketed  as  **  a  light-character-eccentric-comedian,"  and  that  other 
equally  marvellous  and  misleading  names  wore  found  for  him. 
But  though  it  was  apparent  to  some  that  in  everything 
he  undertook  at  this  time  he  shewed  nothing  so  clearly  as  his  superiority 
to  the  position  he  then  held,  it  may  be  doubted  whether  any  were  pre- 
pared for  the  revelation  which  was  close  at  hand.  But  we  should  make  one 
distinguished  exception.  Amongst  the  admirers  of  Mr.  Irving's  acting 
there  was  a  lady  whose  encouragement  was  well  calculated  to  spur  his 
ambition.  Mrs.  Sartoris  (Adelaide  Kemble)  wrote  that  he  reminded 
her  vividly  of  the  most  famous  members  of  her  family,  and  constantly 
urged  him  to  devote  himself  to  the  higher  drama. 

As  Digby  Grant,  Mr.  Irving  touched  the  point  at  which  his 
great  promise  as  a  comedian  was  completely  fulfilled  by  his  ripened 
powers.  This  was  his  most  finished  and  most  siiccessful  study  of 
the  phase  of  human  character  in  which  purely  ignoble  motives  are 
predominant.  Selfishness  is  the  ruling  passion  of  Digby  Grant, 
and  the  meanness  which  is  inseparable  from  excessive  egotism  is 
made  more  palpable  by  aristocratic  manners.  This  portrait,  which 
was  perfected  by  many  delicate  touches  of  art,  was  by  far  the  most 
original  in  the  play,  and  to  Mr.  Irving's  acting  was  justly  attributed 
the  great  success  of  Tnoo  Roses,  which  was  performed  two  hundred 
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nights  in  London  and  one  hundred  in  the  provinces.      But  the  interest 
with  which  this  impersonation  of  Digby  Ghrant  will  be  remembered  is 
due  to  the  fact  that  it  marked  the  turning  point  of  the  actor's  career. 
Mr.  Irving  now  stood,  if  not  foremost,  at  all  events  in  the  first  rank  of 
comedians,  but  he  was  restless  and  dissatisfied.    He  had  not  yet,  be  it 
observed,  formed  any  definite  aim.       In  the  first  stirrings  of  untried 
genius  there  is  no  element  of  calculation.     But  he  had  a  vague  idea 
that  he  could  strike  a  vein  far  higher  than  Two  Hoses,  and  all  that  he 
had  hitherto  achieved,  if  the  golden  opportunity  should  present  itself. 
The  impulse  towards  tragedy  which  had  led  him  to  play  Hamlet  five 
years  before  returned,  but  with  it  came  all  the  doubt  of  ever  finding  a 
manager  who  would  help  him^  and  all  the  natural  misgivings  as  to  his 
own  powers  and  the  public  support.      It  was  at  this  critical  moment 
ihat  he  met    Mr.   H.   L.   Bateman,   the    manager    of    the    Lyceum 
Theatre,  and  became  acquainted  with  I%e  Bellsy  a  dramatic  version,  by 
Mr.  Leopold  Lewis,  of  the  well-known  story  of  Erckman-Chatrian.     In 
this  extraordinary  play,  and  in  the  overtures  made  to  him  by  Mr.  Bate- 
man, Mr.  Irving  believed  he  saw  a  possible  realisation  of  his  dreams. 
But  there  was  the  uncertainty  whether  the  public  favour  would  sustain 
him  in  this  new  enterprise.     As  a  comedian,  no  actor  was  more  popular ; 
but  how  would  the  world  regard  a  sudden  flight  into  tragedy  and  poetic 
drama  ?  Mr.  Irving  resolved  at  last  on  an  experiment.    If  he  could  but 
strike  the  right  chord  he  would  be  fortified  for  the  great  undertaking 
which  filled  his  thoughts.     Without  imparting  his  motive  to  anyone,  he 
recited  for  the  first  time,  on  the  occasion  of  his  benefit  at  the  Vaudeville 
Theatre,  **  The  Dream  of  Eugene  Aram."     The  audience  was  curious 
and  distrustful,  but  curiosity  soon  gave  way  to  excitement,  and  distrust 
became  enthusiasm.     The  imaginative  force  of    the  actor  chained  his 
listeners  from  the  first.     The  frenzy  in  which  the  horrible  deed  was 
committed,  and  the  agony  cf  the  murderer  as  he  unburdened  his  soul, 
were  acted  with  a  power  which  was  new  and  strange,  and  thrilling  in  it» 
intensity.     When  the  supreme  point  in  the  tragic  story  was  reached — 

"  As  soon  as  mid-day  task  was  done, 
In  secret  1  was  there, 
And  a  mighty  wind  had  swept  the  leaves. 
And  still  the  corse  was  bare  " — 

the  storm  of  applause  assured  the  actor  of  the  completeness   of  his 

■ 

triumph.  Since  that  day  Mr.  Irving's  dramatic  recital  of  Hood's  weird 
poem  has  evoked  the  enthusiastic  plaudits  of  many  audiences,  but 
the  interest  which  it  has  always  excited  would  have  been  even  greater 
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liad  it  been  known  that  it  was  yirtually  the  foundation  of  the  actor's- 
fame  as  a  tragedian. 

The  success  of  this  test  of  pubKc  feeling  determined  Mr.  Irving  to* 
go  to  the  Lyceum.  This  decision  caused  much  astonishment  in  the  pro- 
f  ession,  nobody  being  able  to  imag^e  why  so  prosperous  an  actor  should 
quit  a  popular  theatre  like  the  Yaudeville  for  a  house  which  at  that 
time  was  by  no  means  popular.  •  Mr.  Irving  kept  his  own  coimsel,  and 
the  theatrical  quidnuncs  were  left  in  wonder  until  the  course  of  events  ex- 
plained the  mystery.  When  he  accepted  an  engagement  at  the  Lyceum^ 
Mr.  Irving  drew  the  manager's  attention  to  The  BelU^  and  expressed  his* 
belief  that  much  might  be  made  of  it;  but  there  was  no  stipulation  on  thifr 
head.  Mr.  Irving  had  then  and  always  the  greatest  confidence  in  Mr.  Bate- 
man's  friendship,  and  in  every  respect  his  trust  was  amply  justified.  Public 
interest  in  the  actor's  fortunes  at  the  Lyceimi  was  not,  however,  at  once 
aroused  by  a  tragpic  impersonation.  In  October,  1871,  Mr.  Irving: 
appeared  as  Jingle  in  Mr.  Albery's  adaptation  from  Pickwick — the  least 
likely  character  to  be  regarded  as  portending  a  venture  into  tragedy. 
Some  months  had  elapsed  since  playgoers  had  been  startled  by  the- 
recital  of  **The  Dream  of  Eugene  Aram."  The  belief  that  this  wonderful 
performance  heralded  a  new  career  for  Mr.  Irving  was  not  wide-spread^ 
and  of  the  few  who  entertained  it  some  must  have  looked  upoa 
Jingle  as  a  proof  that  the  actor  had  decided  to  remain  in  the  beaten, 
track.  As  the  ingenious  scamp  who  caused  Mr.  Pickwick  so  much 
concern,  Mr.  Irving  displayed  a  fertility  and  a  quaintness  of  comie 
suggestion  which  certainly  did  not  foreshadow  the  guilty  fears,  the 
agony,  and  terrible  death  of  Mathias. 

Expectation  was  at  this  low  ebb  when,  on  the  25th  of  November,. 
Th^  Pells  was  performed  for  the  first  time.  The  announcement  of  the- 
play  had  been  received  with  surprise,  for  it  was  well  known  iu 
literary  circles  that  Mr.  Leopold  Lewis  had  offered  his  manuscript  to- 
more  than  one  manager,  and  had  been  laughed  at  for  his  pains.  It 
was  the  general  opinion  of  those  who  claimed  authority  in  such  matters 
that  the  play  could  not  be  acted,  the  dream-scene  being  supposed  to  bo 
beyond  the  range  of  histrionic  power  possessed  by  any  English  actor.. 
Moreover,  a  version  of  "  The  Polish  Jew,"  by  Mr.  F.  C.  Buigiand,  had 
already  been  represented  at  one  of  the  minor  theatres  noted  for  melodrama 
of  the  deepest  dye,  and  the  residt  had  been  more  diverting  than  the  author 
intended.  But  when  Mr.  Irving  played  Mathias  the  affair  assumed  a 
very  different  complexion.  The  old  theatrical  phrase,  that  the  actor 
**  took  the  town  by  storm,"  was  never  more  apt  than  now.    The  ghastly 
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«tory  of  the  conscience-stricken  burgomaster  was  enacted  with  a  tragic 
force  which  nothing  in  the  memory  of  the  present  generation  of  playgoers 
liad  surpassed.  The  impression  created  by  the  vivid  horrors  of  a  murder 
delineated  in  a  dream,  and  a  death  caused  by  sheer  terror,  for  a  time 
•excluded  a  full  consideration  of  the  actor's  mastery  of  realistic  detaiL 
In  this  exhibition  of  overwhelming  passions  Mr.  Irving  was  as 
thorough  an  artist  as  in  the  delicate  minutiae  of  comedy.  Though 
Mathias  is  dominated  by  one  g^eat  motive — ^fear  of  detection — ^the 
<diaracter  affords  an  ample  range  of  varying  emotions.  Unrepentant 
AS  he  is— disposed  at  all  times  to  chuckle  over  the  cunning  with  which 
he  has  concealed  his  guilt  and  provided  against  the  contingency  of 
discovery,  the  man  is  not  inhuman.  He  loves  his  wife  and  child,  and 
d^eels  a  bitter  pang  when  he  thinks  of  their  innocent  confidence.  Even, 
when  lying  in  wait  for  his  victim,  he  struggles  with  the  impiilse  which 
tirges  him  to  crime.  ''  Kill  a  man !  Kill  a  man !  You'll  not  do  that, 
Mathias !  You'll  not  do  that !  "  For  a  moment  he  shrinks  appalled 
irom  the  devil  that  possesses  his  heart.  He  thanks  Gk)d  with  fervour 
when  he  fancies  that  the  Jew  has  escaped  him,  and  that  the  temptation 
is  removed.  Such  traits  as  these  were  depicted  by  Mr.  Irving  with  a 
skill  which  seemed  to  lay  bare  all  the  nerves  of  the  man's  nature,  each 
quivering  with  its  distinct  torture. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  only  acting  of  a  very  high  order 
could  have  assured  this  play  the  popularity  which  it  has  ever  since 
«n joyed .  The  British  public  prefers,  in  the  main,  being  amused  to  being 
terrified,  but  since  1871  Mr.  Irving  has  made  waste  paper  of  so  many 
oracular  axioms  as  to  the  conditions  on  which  alone  an  actor's  success 
is  possible — ^just  as  he  has  made  obsolete  some  of  the  dearest  traditions 
of  the  conventional  stage — that  it  is  imsaf  e  to  affirm  on  what  prejudices 
the  British  public  will  decide  to  make  a  last  stand  against  the  per- 
suasions of  genius.  The  drama  which,. according  to  the  prophets,  could  not 
be  acted,  and  which,  when  it  was  acted,  was  said  to  be  too  dismal  to  live 
long,  was  played  for  one  hundred  and  fifty  nights  in  London,  and  then 
taken  into  the  provinces,  where  its  success  was  not  less  decisive.  But, 
as  some  ingenious  people  remarked,  Mr.  Irving  could  not  play  Matthias 
for  ever,  and  as  the  season  of  1872  drew  near  the  ravens  again  sounded 
their  cheerful  note.  The  public  was  invited  to  consider  how  reasonable 
it  was  to  assume  that,  as  The  Belli  was  a  phenomenon,  and  as  phenome- 
nal plays  could  not  be  produced  every  year,  Mr.  Irving  would  have  to 
return  to  the  sphere  in  which  he  was  first  known.  To  them,  the  ravens, 
this  was  a  matter  of  deep  regret,  but  we  coiild  not  expect  to  have  a 
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comet  always  with  us,  and  Mr.  Irving  must  be  satisfied  with,  having' 
been  a  comet  for  a  whole  season.  Having  comfortably  disposed  of  Mr. 
Irving  in  this  way,  these  judges  were  much  disturbed  to  learn  that  this 
troublesome  actor  was  going  to  enter  an  entirely  new  field.  When  it 
was  understood  that  Charles  I.  was  to  be  Mr.  Irving's  next  impersonation, 
the  birds  of  pleasing  prediction  gave  way  to  mirth.  They  did  not  want 
to  jest  at  anybody's  expense,  but  really,  the  idea  of  Mr.  Irving  playing 
Charles  L  was  too  much  for  the  gravity  of  the  most  decorous  raven.  If 
he  intended  to  represent  the  innate  cunning  of  the  King,  they  could 
imagine  him  doing  this,  though  they  could  not  conceive  the  public 
enjoying  it ;  but  if  it  were  the  dig^ty  of  the  ill-fated  monarch  and  the 
pathos  of  his  misfortunes  that  Mr.  Irving  aimed  at  portraying,  why 
then  they  must  be  excused  for  croaking  immoderately  at  the  prospect  of 
inevitable  disaster. 

It  must  be  observed  that  up  to  this  time  Mr.  Irving  had  played  no 
part,  with  the  exception,  perhaps,  of  Harry  Domton,  in  which  pathos  was 
a  prominent  feature.  The  ang^sh  of  Mathias  was  pathetic,  but  it  was 
overshadowed  by  a  great  wickedness  which  deprived  it  of  all  claim  to 
pity.  Characters  in  which  suffering  virtue  appealed  to  the  sympathy  of 
mankind  had  hitherto  been  [foreign  tc  Mr.  Irving's  art.  From  Bill 
Sikes  to  Digby  (Jrant,  from  brutality  to  the  idolatry  of  self,  he  had 
elaborated  only  the  vices  and  the  weaknesses  of  humanity.  But  the 
reserve  of  poetic  feeling  which  had  been  accumidating  in  his  nature 
demanded  an  outlet.  In  Mr.  Wills's  drama  of  Charles  L  there  was 
scope  for  some  of  the  most  important  qualities  which  the  actor  was 
rapidly  developing.  Mr.  Wills's  Charles,  though  not,  perhaps,  the 
Charles  of  history,  is  a  noble  figure,  and  in  nothing  did  the  actor's  con- 
ception fall  short  of  the  beauty  of  the  character.  Whether  as  the 
affectionate  husband,  'the  tender  father,  the  just  and  upright  sovereign 
wronged,  betrayed,  and  done  to  death,  Mr.  Irving  realised  to  the  full 
the  ideal  set  before  him.  The  quality  of  which  above  all  he  was 
supposed  to  be  devoid  was  the  most  striking  element  of  the  representa- 
tion. Charles  in  his  most  kingly  moments — in  his  disdain  of 
Cromwell's  dishonourable  [advances,  in  his  calm  reliance  on  his  own 
rectitude,  in  his  courage  in  the  hour  of  danger,  in  his  dignity  in  the 
midst  of  ruin — was  a  study  of  rare  power ;  but  Mr.  Irving  obtained  his 
finest  effects  in  the  most  mournful  passages  of  the  play.  One  of  these 
was  the  speech  to  the  traitor  Moray. 

''  I  saw  a  pictare  once  by  a  great  master  : 
'Twas  an  old  man's  head. 
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Narrow  and  evil  was  its  wrinkled  brow, 
Eyes  close  and  canning — a  dull  vulpine  smile ; 
'Twas  called  a  Judas.   Wide  that  artist  err*d« 
Judas  had  eyes  like  thine,  of  candid  blue  ; 
His  skin  was  soft ;  his  hair  of  stainless  gold  ; 
Upon  his  brow  shone  the  white  stamp  of  truth  ; 
And  lips  like  thine  did  give  the  traitor  kiss." 

But  it  was  in  the  last  parting  of  Charles  with  his  Queen  and 
children  that  Mr.  Irving  gave  the  strongest  proof  of  his  command 
of  the  tears  of  his  audience.  It  may  be  said  with  truth  that  all  London 
was  moved  by  the  pathos  of  that  farewell. 

Ckarhs  I,  was  played  for  nearly  seven  months,  and  was  followed  by 
a  success  almost  equally  great.  Indeed,  that  tide  of  prosperity  was 
now  in  full  flow,  which  is  without  a  parallel  in  modem  theatrical 
Mstory.  Mr.  Irving  liad  the  ball  at  his  foot  at  last.  A  manager 
devoted  to  him,  and  full  of  enterprise,  a  theatre  in  which  he  was  * 
supreme,  a  public  which  had  welcomed  with  delight  the  sudden  out- 
break of  his  genius,  and  which  rewarded  each  new  effort  with  acclama* 
tion, — these  were  indeed  great  conquests.  Triumphs,  as  well  as  griefs, 
come  in  battalions.  The  actor  was  no  longer  confronted  by  that  bar- 
rier which  is  so  often  impassable — ^lack  of  opportimity.  "With  free 
play  for  energies  which  are  in  themselves  remarkable,  he  was  rapidly 
rising  to  the  level  of  his  gifts.  On  the  19th  of  April,  1873,  Mr.  Irving 
assumed  the  principal  character  in  the  drama  of  Eugene  Aram,  by  the 
author  of  Cliarles  I.  In  this  case  overj'body  anticipated  a  success,  for 
the  nature  of  the  i>lay  was  akin  to  Mr.  Irving's  earliest  achievement  as 
a  tragpic  artist.  People  remembered  now  how  he  had  recited,  or  rather 
acted.  Hood's  famous  poem,  and  they  wondered  that  they  should  ever 
have  forgotten  it.  But  as  Eugene  Aram,  Mr.  Irving  astonished  the 
audience  which  had  come  prepared  to  admire.  Mr.  Wills  had  fitted 
the  actor  with  a  fine  impersonation,  but  he  had  also  given  him  a  task  of 
almost  unexampled  difficulty.  There  was  no  repetition  of  The  Bells* 
Mathias  and  Eugene  Aram  were  wholly  unlike,  though  they  had  a 
great  crime  in  common.  The  burgomaster  had  murdered  a  man  for  his 
money,  and  when  not  haunted  by  the  terrible  phantoms  conjured  up  by 
a  fevered  brain,  exulted  over  the  success  'with  which  he  had  defied 
justice.  The  schoolmaster  had,  according  to  the  dramatist,  avenged  the 
dishonour  of  the  woman  he  loved,  and  suffered  the  erer-present  remorse 
of  a  refined  and  sensitive  nature  in  the  midst  of  the  surroimdings  of 
love  and  respect  which  attached  to  an  apparently  blameless  life.     The 
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cunning  of  MatHas  delighted  in  expedients  for  mitigating  the  con- 
sequences  of  possible  det^tion.  Aram  was  east  in  a  higher  mould,  and 
there  was  in  him  a  latent  force  of  will  which  in  sudden  danger  presented 
an  intrepid  front  to  the  enemy  of  his  peace.  The  advent  of  a  dissolute 
companion  of  the  murdered  man,  who  threatens  to  expose  Aram  on  the 
eve  of  his  marriage  with  the  Vicar's  daughter,  leads  to  a  conflict 
between  intellect  and  brute  audacity  in  which  the  nervous  power  of  the 
principal  actor  was  displayed  with  startling  effect.  When  he  has  only  to 
deal  with  the  ruffian  who  may  denounce  him,  Aram  triumphs  by  sheer 
superiority  of  mind,  but  the  discovery  of  the  skeleton  revives  all  the 
horror  of  his  deed,  and  resolution  gives  way  to  conscience.  In  this 
transition  from  courage  to  despair,  Mr.  Irving  presented  a  picture  of 
mental  agony  which  was  almost  unendurable.  But  something  more 
extraordinary  was  to  follow.  The  whole  of  the  last  act  was  occupied 
by  Aram's  dying  confession.  For  half-an-hour  the  actor  sus- 
tained a  monologue  in  which  frenzy  at  the  thought  of  the  injuries 
which  had  provoked  the  crime,  and  the  remorse  of  the  departing  soul 
were  painted  with  every  variety  of  tragic  expression.  No  one  who  was 
present  that  night  can  ever  forget  the  scene.  It  is  not  too  much  to  say 
that  it  seared  the  memory  of  all  who  witnessed  it. 

The  time  had  now  come  for  an  even  more  distinct  assertion  of  Mr. 
Irving's  claims  as  a  tragedian.  It  was  loudly  affirmed  that  what- 
ever he  might  have  done  in  plays  which  had  been  written  for  him,  he 
would  signally  fail  if  he  invited  comparison  with  the  great  actors  of  the 
past  in  "  legitimate  drama."  Such  a  challenge  must  in  any  case  have 
been  accepted,  but  Mr.  Irving  had  determined  on  his  course  long 
before  this  challenge  was  given.  Richelieu  had  been  chosen  as  the 
character  in  which  he  should  first  claim  kindred  with  his  predecessors 
in  tragic  art.  As  far  back  as  T/ie  Belh,  the  late  Lord  Lytton  himself 
had  suggested  this  assumption,  and  had  written  of  the  actor  in  these 
terms  :  "  Mr.  Irving's  performance  in  The  Bells  is  too  admirable  not  to 
be  appreciated  by  every  competent  judge  of  art,  and  it  will  be  a  sure 
good  fortune  to  any  dramatic  author  to  obtain  his  representation  in 
some  leading  part  worthy  of  his  study  and  suited  to  his  powers."  But 
the  actor  was  keenly  alive  to  the  gravity  of  this  step.  He  had  to 
contend  against  the  prepossessions  of  the  playgoers  who  remembered 
Macready — ^prepossessions  which  strengthened  that  hostility  which 
every  man,  an  actor  above  all,  has  to  meet  who  oversteps  the  limits 
which  have  been  confidently  assigned  to  his  abilities.  This  conscious- 
ness of  the  forces  arrayed  against  him,  acting  upon  nerves  already 
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highly  strung,  deprived  Mr.  Irving's  first  performance  of  RtchelieUy 
•on  September  27th,  of  much  of  its  due  effect.  But  with, 
the  audience  his  'success  was  undoubted.  More  enthusiastic 
applause  had  never  been  heard  at  the  Lyceum.  To  some,  however, 
who  are  wont  to  pronoimce  a  final  judgment  without  waiting  to 
see  whether,  when  suffering  no  disadvantages,  the  actor  will  rise  above 
ihe  level  of  the  first  representation,  it  seemed  that  Mr.  Irving  had 
Attempted  more  than  he  coidd  perform.  It  was  said  that  his  conception 
^f  Eicheliou  was  so  subtle  that  it  was  beyond  his  physical  ability,  or  that 
of  any  human  being,  to  carry  it  out.  The  later  performances  extinguished 
this  dictum.  Mr.  Irving  has  since  accomplished  greater  things,  but  his 
!Richelieu  remains  in  many  respects  his  most  artistic  impersonation.  The 
multiplicity  of  suggestive  detail  with  which  he  was  at  first  supposed  to 
liave  over-weighted  the  character  is  now  the  chief  source  of  its  fascina- 
tion. Some  trait  in  the  nature  of  this  wonderful  old  man,  whose  figure 
and  aspect  are  so  picturesque,  seems  expressed  by  almost  every 
movement  of  the  restless  hands,  and  every  light  and  shade  on  the 
imperious  brow.  In  the  midst  of  the  varying  phases  of  craft,  passion, 
indomitable  \^ill — the  sorrowful  dignity  of  the  minister  in  disgrace,  the 
mocking  triumph  over  baffled  foes — the  age  and  infirmity  of  the 
Cardinal  aro  alwaj's  preserved.  This  important  point  is  most  note- 
worthy in  the  last  scene,  when  Eichelieu,  apparently  in  a  dying  state, 
confounds  his  enemies  by  his  sudden  renewal  of  life  and  energy  in  the 
moment  of  victory.  The  triumphant  exclamation,  *' There!  at  my 
feet ! "  is  not  uttered  with  all  the  force  of  the  actor's  lungs, 
but  in  the  gasping  falsetto  of  an  aged  man.  Mr.  Irving's 
cultivated  sense  of  comedy  enabled  him  to  give  to  the  grim  humour  of 
Uicheliou  a  prominence  which,  it  was  generally  admitted,  had  marked  few 
other  representations  of  the  character.  These  great  and  varied  qualities 
achieved  a  success  which  was  imperfectly  measured  by  the  performance 
of  Lord  Lytton's  play  at  the  Lyceum  for  one  hundred  and  twenty  nights. 
In  the  provinces  this  impersonation  has  always  been  accepted  as 
indisputable  evidence  of  the  force  of  Mr.  Irving's  originality. 

In  the  latter  part  of  the  season  of  1873-74  Mr.  Irving  played  Philip 
in  Hamilton  Aide's  romantic  drama  of  that  name.  In  this  he  was  on 
the  old  ground,  though  this  time  the  remorse  was  for  a  supposed,  not 
an  actual  murder.  A  new  motive— jealousy — was,  however,  intro- 
duced, and  this  was  invested  by  Mr.  Irving  with  unusual  interest.  But, 
coming  between  Richelieu  and  Hamlet  in  the  actor's  career,  Philip  must 
always  be  very  much  in  the  shade.     It  was  now  known  that  the  autumn 
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of  1874  would  witness  Mr.  Irving's  appearance  as  Hamlet,  and  as  the 
time  drew  near  public  excitement  reached  a  white  heat.  It  was  agreed 
on  all  hands  that  this  experiment  in  the  drama  of  Shakespeare  would 
decide  once  for  all  the  question  whether  Mr.  Irving  was  entitled  to  be 
considered  a  tragedian  of  the  first  rank.  Subsequently,  some  effort 
was  made  to  prove  that,  after  aU,  success  in  Hamlet  was  no  g^eat 
matter,  that  it  was  a  part  in  which  young  actors  were  always  more  or 
less  successful,  for  the  character  was  in  itself  so  interesting  that  anyone 
who  could  speak  his  lines  fairly  could  not  possibly  fail  in  it.  This- 
attempt  at  disparagement  is  mentioned  to  shew  to  what  sorry 
expedients  some  people  will  resort  to  depreciate  an  actor  who  has  done 
them  the  mortal  wrong  of  becoming  famous.  Mr.  Irving's  Hamlet  was 
not  the  essay  of  a  tyro,  but  the  culminating  point  of  a  career  in  which 
genius  and  arduous  study  had  marked  every  stride.  That  it  was 
generally  regarded  as  the  effort  which  should  make  or  mar  him 
was  shewn  by  the  feverish  expectation  with  which  the  public 
awaited  the  event.  As  early  as  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon 
of  the  31st  of  October  the  crowd  began  to  form  at  the  pit 
door  of  the  Lyceum,  and  soon  a  struggling,  seething  mass  of 
himian  beings  extended  down  the  covered  way  right  out  into  the  Strand. 
The  pit  that  night  was  a  memorable  spectacle.  Never  had  that  tribunal 
been  so  highly  charged  with  anxiety,  impatience,  and  enthusiasm.  The 
entire  audience  was  an  extraordinary  assemblage,  for  the  fact  that  Mr. 
Irving  had  set  his  reputation  on  a  cast  which  was  also  to  decide  whether 
the  times  were  indeed  too  degenerate  for  Shakespeare  to  bo  popular,  had 
brought  most  of  the  representatives  of  art  and  letters  to  witness  the 
hazard  of  the  die.  The  actor's  welcome  was  an  outburst  of  unfeigned 
admiration  of  the  courage  with  which  he  was  about  to  grapple  with  the 
most  difficult  and  exacting  of  Shakespearian  creations.  But  for  a  time 
the  novelty  of  the  conception,  and  the  absolute  independence  of  familiar 
traditions  bewildered  the  audience.  This  sad  and  self-disti'ustful 
Hamlet,  who  gave  natural  and  constant  expression  to  his  thoughts  as 
they  occurred  to  him,  instead  of  delivering  a  number  of  unnatural 
**  points  "  like  stones  from  a  catapidi^  excited  a  growing  interest,  but 
two  acts  had  almost  passed  before  he  began  to  be  understood.  It  may 
be  remarked  here,  as  a  striking  trait  of  a  conscientious  artist^ 
that  after  the  scene  with  the  Ghost  Mr.  Irving  came  off  the  stage 
depressed,  not  by  the  silence  of  the  auditory,  but  by  the  thought 
that  he  had  fallen  below  his  ideal.  But  when  the  tender^ 
sympathetic  nature  of  this  Hamlet  fairly  revealed  itself,  the  affections 
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of  all  were  won.  It  was  the  most  human  Hamlet  they  had  ever  known. 
The  irresolution  of  the  man  was  due  not  so  much  to  intellectual  doubt 
as  to  kindliness  of  heart.  The  strife  of  emotions  in  the  scene  with 
Ophelia — the  passionate  tenderness  which  shone  through  the  ravings^ 
of  the  **  antic  disposition  " — ^roused  the  house  to  enthusiasm  which  was- 
intensified  by  the  fire  of  the  play-scene,  which  immediately  followed. 
This  was  the  greatest  triumph  of  the  night.  The  hysterical  frenzy  of 
Hamlet  as  he  sank  into  the  chair  from  which  the  affrighted  King  had 
fled  caused  a  tempest  of  excitement  unparalleled  in  the  experience  of 
the  oldest  playgoer.  The  daring  and  originality  of  the  actor  were  again 
conspicuous  in  the  interview  with  the  Queen,  the  most  noteworthy  feature 
of  which  was  that  Hamlet  discarded  the  customary  ''counterfeit  present- 
ments" and  brought  home  to  his  mother  the  contrast  between  his  father 
and  his  unde  by  sheer  imaginative  power.  Perhaps  the  passage  in  this- 
remarkable  scene  which  will  linger  longest  in  the  memories  of  many  la- 
the simple  "Good  night,  mother,"  ill  which  the  revival  of  filial  affection 
after  the  storm  of  reproach  was  exquisitely  marked.  The  performance 
was  now  one  long  success.  The  address  to  the  players  charmed  every- 
one with  its  ease  and  grace ;  the  philosophy  and  passion  in  the 
graveyard  sustained  the  interest  at  its  height,  and  when  the  curtain 
fell  upon  the  consummation  of  the  tragedy  the  immense  assembly 
clamoured  its  delight  till  nearly  one  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

The  impression  created  by  this  great  achievement  was  deep  and 
wide-spread.     For  many  a  day  newspapers  and  reviews  abounded  in 
dissertations  on  Mr.  Irving' s  Hamlet  or  on  particular  characteristics  of 
it.     Everybody  found  himself  quoting  Hamlet  involuntarily.  Writers  of 
leading  articles  suddenly  shewed  a  surprising  freshness  of  memorj'  with 
regard  to  apposite  passages  from  the  play.     Numbers  of  people  were- 
heard  expressing  innocent  amazement  that  so  much  of  our  idiomatic- 
English  in  constant  use  was  derived  from  this  work  of  the  poet.  All  over 
the  country  Hamlet  became  a  subject  of  study  and  discussion  to  many  who* 
had  previously  regarded  Shakespeare  as  a  genius  to  be  spoken  of  with 
reverence,  but  very  dry  and  rarely  intelligible.     Here  was  an  interpreter* 
of  the  poet  who  mode  his  innermost  meaning  plain  to  all.     It  seemed  as 
if,  having  at  last  found  out  the  inexhaustible  beauties  of  this  noble 
tragedy,  the  multitude  coidd    never    weary  of    them.       Mr.    Irving- 
had  never  expected  to  play  Hamlet  more  than  fifty  nights.     He  was. 
the  Dane  for  two  hundred. 

This  prosperity  was  not  without  its  alloy.     Before  Hamlet  had  run 
its  course,  the  sudden  death  of  Mr.  Bateman  deprived  Mr.  Irving  of  his* 
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atauncliest  friend,  to  whose  ability  and  enterprise  he  owed  so  much. 
ThQ  cares  and  responsibilities  of  the  ma,nagement  of  the  Lyceum  were 
thus  thrown  upon  Mrs.  Bateman,  who  has  sustained  them  with  an  energy 
.^jid  a  capacity  deserving  of  all  praise.  The  penalties  of  his  high 
position  were  soon  felt  by  Mr.  Irving  in  all  their  rigour.  He  had  attained 
.a  celebrity  which  bome  people  neither  expected  nor  desired,  and  he 
was  consequently  exposed  to  a  system  of  depreciation  which  was  quite 
apart  from  the  piirpose  of  criticism.  A  x^^blic  man  cannot  escape 
calimmy,  and  Mr.  Irving,  by  reason  of  the  suddenness  of  a  reputation 
which  was  a  dramatic  surprise,  was  the  subject  of  an  unusual  nimiber 
of  those  fables  which  expire  with  the  characters  of  their  inventors. 
Still,  it  needed  all  the  nerve  of  a  brave  man  to  bear  without  flinching 
iiie  attacks  which  were  frequent  at  this  time.  The  public,  always  true 
io  its  favourites  when  they  are  unjustly  assailed,  supported  Mr.  Irving 
throughout  the  storm,  and  fortunately  for  the  interests  of  dramatic  art, 
-enabled  him  to  live  down  the  prejudices  which  had  been  excited  against 
him. 

Macbeth  was  produced  at  the  Lyceum  in  1875,  and  Mr.  Irving's 
•conception  of  the  leading  character  afforded  matter  for  much 
animated  discussion.  The  stage  traditions  which  surrounded 
Jiacleth  were  more  formidable  than  those  which  had  attached 
to  Hamlet,  though  on  what  rational  basis  such  traditions  rested  it  was 
impossible  to  discover.  They  were  certainly  not  founded  by  Edmtmd 
Kean,  the  greatest  authority  of  the  modern  stage,  for  contemporary 
records  prove  that  his  interpretation  of  Macbeth  was  in  the  main  identi- 
•<}al  with  that  of  Mr.  Irving.  It  is  curious  that  the  utter  prostration  of 
mind  which  Kean  exhibited  after  the  murder  of  Duncan  was  extolled 
by  the  critics  of  his  day  for  its  truth,  while  Mr.  Irving,  who  expressed 
precisely  the  same  idea  of  the  murderer's  remorse,  was  informed  that 
his  Macbeth  was  too  abject  for  a  soldier.  The  connection  between 
.Shakespeare  and  this  later  ''notion"  of  Macbeth  as  a  bluff, 
blimt,  barbaric  warrior,  who  fears  neither  man  nor  ghost,  and 
is  the  simple  tool  of  his  wife  and  the  witches,  nobody  has 
been  ingenious  enough  to  define.  Mr.  Irving  presented  a  man  in 
whom,  before  the  action  of  the  play  begins,  there  is  a  taint  of  moral 
poison,  which  the  prophecy  of  the  witches  immediately  developes  into  a 
thought  of  usurpation  by  murder;  who  yet  has  so  much  nobility  of 
nature  that  it  is  the  determination  of  his  wife  which  screws  his  courage 
ix}  the  sticking-point  of  a  fearful  crime ;  who,  when  the  deed  is  done,  is 
490  appalled  by  the  terrors  of  conscience  that  his  delirious  imagination 
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liearB  an  accusing  voice,  and  liis  partner  in  guilt  reproaches  him  witit 
his  ''white  heart;*'  who,  hardened  in  sin,  x>asses  from  one  murder  to 
another,  but  is  terrified  by  the  ghost  of  Banquo ;  and  who,  when  the 
narrowing  circle  of  fate  closes  upon  him,  turns  at  bay  and  dies  like  a 
soldier.  This  conception  is,  we  consider,  supported  at  every  point  by 
the  text,  but  it  was  the  cause  of  as  hot  a  fight  as  commentators  ever 
engaged  in.  This  was  a  case  in  which  there  was  special  need  for 
playgoers  to  judge  for  themselves,  and  they  responded  to  the  call. 
Mr.  Irving's  Hamlet  had  taught  them  that  he  did  not  disregard 
tradition  without  excellent  reason,  and  the  extraordinary  popularity  of 
his  Macbeth,  obtained  in  the  face  of  adverse  opinion,  demonstrated  even 
more  strongly  than  the  imiversally  recognised  success  of  his  Hamlet  the- 
actor's  power  over  the  public  mind. 

Macbeth  was  withdrawn  after  having  been  played  for  eighty  nights.  Of 
its  success  Mr.  Irving  received  ample  testimony  of  the  most  g^atifying- 
Idnd.     Indeed  only  those  acquainted  with  the  numerous  and  varied 
expressions  of  interest  and  admiration  which  reach  the  actor  through 
private   channels    can   fully  estimate    his   influence    upon  the    time. 
Macbeth  was  succeeded  by  Othello ^  in  February,  1876,  and  Mr.  Irving  had 
now  to  meet  the  full  force  of  the  opposition  which  had  been  gathering- 
strength  for  a  final  struggle.     That  Mr.  Irving  should  play   Othello 
after  Signor  Salvini  was  a  dire  offence.      In  quarters  from  which  good 
breeding,  if  not  sound  judgment,  might  have  been  expected,  even  the- 
courtesy  due  to  an  actor  of  Mr.  Irving's  attainments  was  forgotten.   But 
the  fine  qualities  of  his  Othello  made  themselves  felt  in  spite  of  misrepre- 
sentation .  *  *  Genius, ' '  wrote  a  critic  in  the  Saturday  Review ^  by  no  means  too 
friendly  to  the  actor,  *  *  genius  will  overcome  natural  defects,  and  in  the  last 
act  we  almost  forget  Mr.  Irving  in  OtheUo."  In  the  catastrophe  caused  by^ 
the  fiendish  arts  of  lago,  the  despair  which  wrings  Othello's  soul,  and 
the  pathetic  dignity  of  his  death  were   most   impressive.       It  was 
at  this  time  that  the  actor  received  a  tribute  of  admiration  from  one  of 
the  most  distinguished  of  English  statesmen.     Walking  down  Bond 
Street  one  day,  Mr.   Irving  was   touched  on  the  shoulder  by  Mr. 
Gladstone,  who  introduced  himself  with  characteristic  frankness.      A 
night  or  two  later  Mr.  Gladstone  warmly  congratulated  Mr.  Irving  on 
his  acting,  and  since  then  the  reciprocal  esteem  of  the  ex-Premier  and 
the  artist  has  increased. 

To  Mr.  Ii'ving's  friendship  with  the  Laureate  was  due  the  production^ 
towards  the  close  of  this  eventful  season,  of  Mr.  Tennyson's  first  drama, 
Q^een  Mary,  the  honours  of  which  were  borne  chiefly  by  Miss  Bateman, 
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Mr.  Irving  playing  with  brilliant  effect  the  small  part  of  the  heartless 
.Philip.  Miss  Helen  Faucit  shewed  her  high  esteem  for  Mr.  Irving  by 
leaving  her  retirement  to  sustain,  with  all  her  wonted  grace,  the 
principal  character  in  King  Ren^B  Daughtery  for  the  actor's  benefit, 
^and  on  the  same  occasion  he  appeared  as  Doricourt  in  The  Beliefs 
Stratagem,  the  revival  of  which  a  few  weeks  previously,  together 
with  that  of  The  Belh,  had  proved  highly  successful.  But  Mr.  Irving 
was  now  to  receive  the  most  conclusive  evidence  of  his  popularity  as 
an  interpreter  of  Shakespeare  throughout  the  United  Kingdom. 
In  his  provincial  tour  in  the  autumn  of  last  year  his  Hamlet  was 
everywhere  welcomed  with  acclamation.  It  was  estimated  that  during 
his  stay  at  Manchester  nearly  eighteen  thousand  people  visited  the 
theatre.  In  Scotland  and  Ireland  the  same  enthusiasm  was  displayed* 
His  reception  at  Belfast  and  Dublin  gratified  Mr.  Irving  deeply.  To 
the  Irish  playgoers  his  method  was  strange,  being  widely  different  from 
that  to  which  they  were  accustomed,  but  he  won  both  their  heads  and 
their  hearts.  At  Dublin  he  received  an  academic  compliment  which 
will  always  rank  amongst  the  most  cherished  of  his  laurels.  On  the 
29th  November  an  address  was  presented  to  him  by  the  graduates  and 
undergraduates  of  Trinity  College,  who  expressed  in  eloquent  terms  the 
highest  estimate  of  his  genius.  ''To  the  most  carefcd  students  of 
Shakespeare,"  they  said,  "you  have^by  your  scholarly  and  original 
interpretation — revealed  new  depths  of  meaning  in  Samlet^  and  aroused 
in  the  minds  of  all  a  fresh  interest  in  our  highest  poetry.  .  .  Acting 
such  as  yours  ennobles  and  elevates  the  stage,  and  serves  to  restore  it 
to  its  true  fxmction,  as  a  potent  instrument  for  intellectual  and  moral 
culture.  Throughout  your  too  brief  engagement  our  stage  has  been  a 
school  of  true  art,  a  purifier  of  the  passions,  and  a  nurse  of  heroic 
sentiments ;  you  have  even  succeeded  in  commending  it  to  the  favour 
of  a  portion  of  society,  large  and  justly  influential,  who  usually  hold 
aloof  from  the  theatre."  That  night,  the  last  of  Mr.  Irving's  engage- 
ment in  Dublin,  he  played  Hamlet  in  compliance  with  a  command  from 
Trinity  College.  Conspicuous  amongst  the  audience  were  the  Duke  of 
Connaught  and  the  Lord  Lieutenant,  surrounded  by  a  brilliant  com- 
pany, while  the  body  of  the  theatre  was  filled  witli  graduates  and 
undergraduates,  every  man  wearing  the  red  ribbon  of  the  University  on 
his  breast.  Mr.  Irving  never  acted  with  greater  force  and  impressive- 
ness,  and  no  audience  was  ever  more  completely  swayed  by  histrionic 
power.  At  the  end  of  the  performance  the  universal  admiration  took  a 
shape  characceristic  of  the  warm-hearted  and  impulsive  citizens  of  the 
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Irish  metropolis.  Mr.  Irving  was  escorted  to  his  hotel  by  a  great  crowd, 
principally  students,  whose  enthusiasm  set  a  seal  upon  the  remarkable 
memorial  of  his  gifts  which  he  had  received  earlier  in  the  day  from  a 
body  representative  of  the  intellect  of  Ireland. 

In  January  of  the  present  year  Mr.  Irving  assumed  the  character  of 
King  Richard  III.  with  a  success  which  silenced  all  cavil.  It  was  not 
only  a  new  impersonation,  but  to  aU  intents  and  purposes  a  new  play, 
for  Mr.  Irving  had  set  aside  CoUey  Gibber's  hotch-potch  of  atrocities, 
and  restored  the  original  tragedy  of  Shakespeare.  It  had  been  affirmed 
that  this  would  be  found  tame  and  iminteresting  after  the  ordinary 
acting  version.  But  Mr.  Irving's  judicious  arrangement  of  the  text 
formed  a  well-sustained  story,  which  afforded  full  scope  for  powerful 
acting.  On  the  first  night  of  JHug  Richard  III,  Mr.  Irving  was  pre- 
sented by  Mr.  Chippendale  with  the  sword  of  Edmund  Kean.  He  also 
received  subsequently  from  Dr.  Canton  the  Order  of  St.  George  worn 
by  the  same  great  actor  in  the  part  of  Eichard.  Not  the  least  amongst 
these  mementoes  of  the  illustrious  dead  of  whom  he  was  regarded  as  the 
natural  heir,  was  the  ring  of  David  Garrick,  the  gift  of  the  Baroness 
Burdett  Coutts.  On  this  is  the  following  inscription  : — "  This  ring, 
once  Mr.  Garrick' s,  is  presented  by  the  Baroness  Burdett  Goutts  to  Mr. 
Henry  Irving  in  recognition  of  the  gratification  derived  from  his 
Shakespearian  representations,  uniting  to  many  characteristics  of  his 
great  predecessor  in  histrionic  art  (whom  he  is  too  young  to  remember) 
the  charm  of  original  thought,  giving  delineations  of  new  forms  of 
dramatic  interest,  power,  and  beauty."  Mr.  Irving's  Bichard  aptly 
illustrated  this  "  charm  of  original  thought,"  for  anything  more  remote 
from  the  audacious  knave  who  had  hitherto  passed  for  Shakespeare's 
Gloster  could  not  be  conceived.  Though  Bichard  had  resolved  to  be  a 
villain,  he  did  not,  in  Mr.  Irving's  opinion,  always  carry  his  villainy 
in  his  countenance,  so  that  everybody  who  ran  might  read  it,  or 
rather  might  read  it  and  then  find  it  expedient  to  run.  The  scene  with 
Lady  Anne,  which,  as  usually  represented,  was  an  insult  to  common 
sense,  became  under  Mr.  Irving's  treatment  credible  and  even  probable. 
This  Bichard  played  the  lover  with  an  ardour  and  persistency  which 
might  well  have  beguiled  a  foolish  girl.  So  artistic  was  this  assimied 
earnestness  that  the  sudden  transition  to  mocking  exidtation  when  the 
deceiver's  object  is  gained  and  he  is  alone,  had  all  the  interest  of  a 
surprise  to  an  audience  familiar  enough  with  the  sequence  of  events. 
The  profound  dissimulation  of  Bichard  was  again  strikingly  manifested 
in  the  scene  in  which  he  affects  sanctiiy  and  a  reluctance  to  accept  the 
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crown.     Here  occurred  one  of  those  fine  suggesfions  whicli  are  charac- 
teristic of  Mr.  Irving's  acting,  and  in  thinking  of  which  we  recall. 
Hamlet  turning  to  cast  a  lingering  g^e  at  the  spot  where  his  father's* 
spirit  had  told  its  awfid  tale,  or  sinking  into  the  King's  chair  after  the 
play-scene.     Richard,  feigpiing  to  be  persuaded  by  the  solicitations  oF 
the  citizens,  raises  the  prayer-book  to  his  face,  and  behind  that  screea 
smiles  cynical  triumph  at  Buckingham.     One  noteworthy  feature  of  this, 
impersonation  was  that  Bichard,  albeit  deformed,  had  all  the  royal 
bearing  of  a  Plantagenet.     He  did  not  halt  about  the  stage  looking 
like  a  lame  ape.    In  the  latter  part  of  the  tragedy,  Mr.  Irving  acted, 
like  a  warrior  and  a  king,  and  not,  as  is  the  wont  of  many  actors^ 
like  a  bull  of  Bashan.     It  was  a  singular  proof  of  the  tragedian's 
influence  over  the  imagination  that  in  the  tent-scene,  before  Bichard 
has  the  vision,  he  paced  the  stage,  warmed  his  hands  at  the  fire^ 
leisurely  studied  a  map  of  the  battle-field,  in  a  silence  which  lasted 
several  minutes,  and  yet  seemed  only  to  deepen  the  attention,  of  the^ 
audience.     Pictures  in  words  may  fail  to  give  to  posterity  a  just 
impression  of    an    actor's    success    in  identifying  himself    with  the 
characters  he  represents,  but  this  deficiency  is  supplied  by  the  skill  or 
the  artist  who  works  in  other  colours.      Mr.  Edwin  Long  has  painted 
a  life-like  portrait  of  Mr.  Irving  as  the  Duke  of  Gloster,  which  will 
take  its  place  in  that  gallery  of   ''  counterfeit  presentments "  which, 
enables  us  to  realise  to  some  extent  those  powers  of  expression  with 
which  great  actors  of  the  past  held  audiences  spell-boimd. 

In  May,  Mr.  Irving  undertook  the  dual  characters  of  Lesurques. 
and  Dubosc  in  Charles  Beade's  version  of  the  celebrated  drama  of  the- 
Courrier  de  Lyons,     This  is  probably  the  most  remarkable  of  all  stories 
of  mistaken  identity  which  have  been  transferred  to  the  stage,    and  it 
afforded  Mr.  Irving  an  opportimity  of  shewing  his  g^asp  of  two  natures 
opposite  as  the  poles,  but  connected  by  a  fatality  of  physical  resemblance  ^ 
which  nearly  causes  an  innocent  man  to  sufPer  for  the  crime  of  an 
assassin.     In  the  scene  in  which  Lesurques  is  urged  by  his  father  to 
commit  suicide  in  order  to  escape  the  infamy  of  the  scaffold,  and  that 
in  which  Dubosc,  gloating  over  the  expected  execution  of  his  victim,  is 
caught  in  a  trap,  Mr.  Irving  acted  with  a  dramatic  force  which  made 
the  Lyons  Mail  the  most  popular  melodrama  of  the  time.     In  the  midst 
of  this  success  the  actor  paid  a  visit  to  Dublin  and  gave  a  reading,  com- 
prising "The  Dream  of  Eugene  Aram,"  and  scenes  from  Othello  and 
King  Richard  IIL,  at  Trinity  CoUege.    The  most  brilliant  season  of  tho^ 
Lyceum  since  that  of  1874-75  was  brought  to  a  close  on  the  dOth  of 
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July,  wlien  Mr.  Irving  played  Hamlet  for  liis  benefit,  to  an  audience 
which  testified  by  numbers  and  sympathy  that  his  popularity  was,  if 
possible,  greater  than  ever. 

Such  is  the  record  of  a  career  which,  though  very  far,  let  us  hope, 
from  its  close,  has  numbered  its  achievements  amongst  the  most  remark- 
able in  the  history  of  dramatic  art.  Mr.  Irving  has  been  an  actor 
for  twenty  years,  but  he  has  barely  reached  the  prime  of  life  and 
intellectual  vigour,  and  some  of  his  varied  gifts  have  still  to  mellow  and 
mature.  But  what  has  been  set  down  in  this  sketch  of  his  progress  is 
sufficient  to  stamp  him  as  an  artist  original  and  versatile  in  a  rare 
degree.  There  is  no  precedent  in  our  knowledge  for  an  actor  of  high 
excellence  in  comedy  subsequently  attaining  a  foremost  position  in 
Shakespearian  tragedy.  It  must,  moreover,  be  borne  in  mind  that  as  a 
tragedian  Mr.  Irving  has  had  no  guide  but  his  own  insight.  Macready 
had  the  advantage  of  studying  g^eat  models,  and  of  observing  how  the 
traditions  embodied  by  the  eminent  actors  of  his  day  were  made  instinct 
with  original  power.  Mr.  Irving  has  had  no  models.  Another 
important  difference  between  Mr.  Irving  and  the  elder  tragedians  is 
that  the  latter  had  a  probation  in  the  provinces.  Kemble  and 
Edmund  Kean,  for  example,  had  worn  the  buskin  many  years 
before  they  displayed  the  fruits  of  study  before  a  London  audience. 
On  the  other  hand,  all  Mr.  Irving's  tragic  characters,  Hamlet  excepted—: 
and  in  this  connection  that  performance  at  Manchester  in  1865  cannot 
count  for  much — have  been  first  played  in  the  Metropolis.  Without  the 
invaluable  experience  derived  from  a  long  course  of  training  in  the 
highest  range  of  the  drama,  Mr.  Irving  has  appealed  straight  to  the 
supreme  court — the  most  critical  public  in  the  world — and  has  won  his 
cause. 

The  social  position  of  an  actor  in  this  country  has  not,  as  a  rule,  been 
consonant  with  his  self-respect.  A  not  very  commendable  pride  has 
prompted  too  many  people  to  regard  those  who  have  made  the  stage  their 
sphere  of  life  as  an  inferior  caste,  very  well  behind  the  footlights,  but 
not  fit  to  be  admitted  into  "  society."  Mr.  Irving  has  conquered  this 
prejudice,  as  Macready  conquered  it.  The  actor  who  has  made  Shakes- 
peare a  living  infiuence  on  the  modem  stage  has  a  just  claim  to  be 
classed  with  those  who  have  done  much  for  the  public  g^od.  Mr. 
Irving  has  obtained  the  social  recognition  which  is  his  due.  In  the 
highest  circles  in  which  genius  has  the  place  of  honour,  he  is  a 
Representative  figure.  Many  of  those  who  are  labouring  to  popidarise 
art  and  science  regard  him  as  a  powerful  ally,  and  this  year  he  has 
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been  elected  President  of  the  Peny  Barr  Institute,  near  Birmingbam, 
one  of  the  most  noted  of  those  organisations  for  the  diffusion  of 
culture  which  are  multiplying  throughout  the  country.  His  "readings'*' 
have  brought  large  sums  into  the  exchequers  of  public  charities.  It 
is  his  high  character  and  achievementB  which  have  brought  about  the 
rapprochetnent  between  the  stage  and  the  liberal-minded  amongst  the  derg^ 
which  is  now  exercising  the  souls  of  the  intolerant.  An  actor  amongst 
bishops,  as  Mr.  Irving  was  when  he  read  his  paper  on  the  Drama  before 
the  Church  of  England  Temperance  Society,  holds  a  position  which  ia 
altogether  unique.  The  friendship  of  prelates  may  not  be  the  ulitma 
Thule  of  human  bliss,  but  the  actor  who  enjoys  it  stands  out  from  hi8> 
fellows  as  pre-eminently  the  man  who  has  shed  lustre  on  hi8> 
profession. 

But,  before  aU  things,  the  great  evidence  of  Mr.  Irving's  power  is. 
that  he  is  paramoimt  with  the  young  minds  of  our  time.  Some  old 
playgoers  may  shcLke  their  heads,  and  protest  that  this  actor  who  shewa 
such  disrespect  to  tradition  cannot  be  ranked  with  the  immortals ;  but 
old  playgoers  do  not  make  the  verdict  of  the  age.  It  is  young  enthu- 
siasm, not  old  prejudice,  which  fills  the  niches  in  the  temple  of  fame. 
It  is  the  generation  that  is  in  its  spring  which  has  numbered  Henry 
Irving  with  the  few  who  bridge  the  real  and  the  ideal  for  the  delight  of 
the  world.  And  on  those  who  have  felt  the  charm  of  his  personal 
character,  his  influence  has  left  an  indelible  mark.  They  see  how 
unassuming  is  the  great  artist,  who  thinks  less  of  his  success  than  of  the 
difficulties  he  has  yet  to  conquer.  Those  who  saw  Mr.  Irving  *  i  his 
earliest  Shakespearian  creation  only,  and  were  among  those  who  said, 
with  little  consciousness  of  hyperbole,  "It  is  no  impersonation — he  i> 
Hamlet,"  may  find  it  diffioidt  to  realise  the  fact  of  the  actor  as  an 
individuality  moving  in  private  3ife.  It  is  not  the  least  pleasant  of 
Mr.  Irving^s  characteristics  that  in  private  intercourse  he  never 
seems  possessed  by  a  consciousness  of  his  public  position.  Some 
eminent  actors  have  retained  when  off  the  stage  the  bearing  of  the 
exalted  personages  they  represented  when  on  it,  and  amusing  anecdotes- 
are  told  of  their  tragic  self-importance  in  the  ordinary  affairs  of  life. 
Mr.  Irving  has  none  of  this  egotism.  He  is  never  anxious  to  mcLke  his 
own  achievements  the  topic  of  conversation.  A  man  of  refined  sen* 
sibilities  often  surroimds  himself  with  a  reserve  which  many  mistake  for 
pride.  Mr.  Irving's  ** aloofness,"  as  George  Eliot  would  call  it,  is  thus 
misconstrued,  and  strangers  sometimes  suppose  that  he  is  by  nature 
cold  and  unsociable.     Those  who  have  a  better  knowledge  of  him  can 
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speak  of  his  gonial  companionship,  and  even  of  the  heartiness  with 
which,  in  moments  of  enjoyment,  he  can  enter  into  a  frolic.  The  quiet 
humour  which  illustrates  the  keen  observation  of  the  man  of  the  world 
is  sometimes  succeeded  by  a  gaiety  which  is  irresistible.  When  he 
abandons  himself  to  the  fun  of  a  good  story,  and  gives  the  rein  to 
mimicry,  it  is  hard  to  realise  that  this  is  only  one  side  of  his  nature* 
At  all  times  he  inspires  admiration  and  esteem,  and  amidst  the  homage 
to  the  actor  and  the  student,  they  feel  themselves  privileged  whose  good 
fortune  it  is  to  know  him  as  the  kind  friend  and  the  polished  gentleman* 

AuousTiK  Lewis. 


EPIGRAM.— Faith  Hopb  and  Chabitt. 

"■^  Of  old  the  sister  Graces  met. 

And  Lovo  sat  first  of  all  the  three ; 
But  Faith  and  Hope  have  grown  ao  bold. 
They  leave  no  room  for  Charity. 
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DOES  GOD  GEOW  ? 


He  that  sees  a  stick  part  in  air 
and  part  in  water  sees  it  crooked  ; 
but  he  that  knows  refraction,  and 
uses  the  eye  of  the  mind,  sees  the 
stick  straight.  And  it  is  straight. 
This  is  a  very  simple  fact,  a  very 
A  B  0  of  facts,  and  yet  its  lesson  is 
not  learned.  Fart  in  spirit  and  part 
in  matter  as  we  are,  we  see  many 
things  crooked  that  would  be 
straight  could  we  but  rise  above 
the  cloudy  refractive  medium  that 
hangs  about  us  in  prejudices  and 
ignorances,  marking  the  early 
stage  of  our  development. 

Wisdom  and  ignorance  are  alike 
venturesome  ;  but  how  different  is 
the  confidence  of  the  one  from  the 
assurance  of  the  other !  The  man 
who  said  that  **  Fools  step  in  where 
angels  fear  to  tread,"  was  right, 
and  yet  not  right.  The  fools  do 
not  really  step  in;  they  only  appear 
to  themselves  to  do  so ;  they  can 
tread  no  a,ngelic  path,  but  only  the 
(vay'of  their  own  folly.  Goethe's 
saying,  **Even  in  God  I  discover 
d'efects,"  if  it  be  not  the  blind 
cry  of  the  lower  Fantheism,  is  but 
the  ridicidous  stepping  in  of  the 
fool ;  he  does  not  discover  defects 
in  God,  for  he  has  not  entered  into 
sight  of  God ;  he  is  only  criticising 
his  own  idea  of  God,  a  mere  re- 
fraction of  his  own  mind.  It  is 
with  him,  Ego  et  deua  meus :  myself 
and  my  puppet ;  or  else  he  is  in 
the  toils  of  the  fallacy,  God  is 
everything;  therefore  everything 
IB  God.  Had  he  said,  ''  Even  in 
light  I.diiscover  defects,"  the  world 


would  have  laughed  at  him,  find 
yet  light  is  only  a  physical  symbol 
of  the  Fount  of  all  beneficence. 
Goethe's  flippant  folly  is  well  re- 
proved by  Baron  de  Bielfield's 
deeper  thought — **To  know  what 
He  is,  one  must  needs  indeed  be 
God."  . 

It  is  a  metaphysical  impossibility 
for  sp6u:e  to  be  infinite ;  it  is  a 
practical  impossibility  for  us  to 
regard  it  as  finite.  If  space  were 
an  infinite  volume  of  gas  when  the 
very  interesting  process  of  our 
evolutionary  theorists  began,  it 
would  leave  a  void  on  its  exterior 
as  it  rushed  to  centralise  itself, 
— the  infinite,  that  is  to  say,  would 
have  aii  exterior,  which  is  absurd. 

Edgar  Foe's  singular  treatise 
''Eureka"  presents  us  with 
.  another  view  of  physical  limita- 
tion : — "  Were  the  succession  of 
stars  endless,  then  the  background 
of  the  sky  would  present  us  an 
uniform  limiinosity,  like  that  dis- 
played by  the  Galaxy — since  there 
could  he  absolutely  no  point  in  all  that 
background  at  which  there  would  not 
exist  a  star^  But  though  we  may 
thus  strive  to  grasp  and  limit  the 
material  plane,  we  must  not 
presume  so  to  limit  the  imiverse  ; 
there  may  be  more  planes  of  life 
than  there  are  stars  that  wo  see. 
Life  plays  upwards  and  down- 
wards, from  sphere  to  sphere,  from 
glory  to  glory,  as  well  as  laterally, 
over  an  immeasurable  plane  of 
substance,  the  elements  of  which  an- 
swer as  one  family  on  the  spectrum. 
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Pascal's  paradox  happily  and 
epigrammatically  suras  up  all  we 
Imow  : — "  The  universe  is  a  sphere 
of  which  the  centre  is  everywhere, 
the  circumference  nowhere."  The 
infinite  is  infinite  because  it  is 
beyond  our  faculties;  **the  mind 
admits  the  idea  of  limitless, 
through  the  greater  impoasibility 
of  entertaining  that  of  limited, 
space."  It  is  well  tliat  even  the 
physical  universe  should  baffle  the 
mightiest  intellect,  for  some  of  our 
scientists  are  such  that  they  would 
think  they  had  scored  a  point 
against  God  if  they  could  measure 
the  physical  universe  in  miles.  The 
next  proceeding  would  be  to  ex- 
plore this  measured  field,  acre  by 
acre,  with  a  telescope  ;  rffter  the 
work  of  a  few  centuries  they  would 
report  that  God  was  not  in  the 
miiverse — every  comer  had  been 
examined  without  trace  of  Him 
being  found. 

It  is  a  relief  to  turn  from  these 
water-logged  refractive  minds  to 
the  story  of  the  child  who  asked 
his  mother,  **  How  big  is  God? 
Is  He  as  big  as  an  elephant?" 
**  He  is  no  bigger  than  you,"  she 
replied ;  '4t  is  His  love  and  good- 
ness that  are  so  great." 

If  it  is  impossible  to  dogmatise 
about  space,  abstract  position,  or 
abstract  magnitude,  it  should  be 
more  so  to  dogmatise  about  God ; 
but  it  is  the  dogmatic  conception 
that  has  provoked  science  to  let  fly 
its  arrows  to  see  whether  the  figure 
were  alive  or  only  made  of  straw. 
And  the  only  figure  that  has  been 
hit  is  the  image  that  was  made  of 
straw. 

Science  is  doing  most  useful 
work  on  its  own  plane.  Materia- 
lism is  a  good  mental  attitude  for 
the  study  of  physical  minutiae, 
provided  it  leave  the  inmost  soul 
free  for  its  own  over-hovering  and 
larger  view,  and  let  its  living  in- 
tuitions interpenetrate  and  inform 
the  under-Boul.     Lovell    Beddoes 


said,  near  fifty  years  ago,  "Does 
it  not  seem  as  if,  at  certain  periods 
of  the  world,  some  secret  influence 
in  nature  was  acting  universally 
on  the  spirit  of  mankind,  and  pre- 
disposing it  to  the  culture  of 
certain  sciences  or  arts,  and  leading 
it  to  the  discovery  even  of  certain 
special  ideas  and  facts  in  these  ?  " 
There  is  no  doubt  that  the  over- 
pressure of  physical  discoveries 
has  somewhat  depressed  the  civi- 
lised mind  of  late,  and  kept  it  out 
of  its  larger  outlooks.  The  spiritual 
philosophy  of  the  greatest  souls  of 
the  greatest  nations  of  earth  has 
come  to  be  classed  with  the  super- 
stitions of  savages,  and  with  much 
access  of  prestige  to  the  classifiers, 
who  have  thereby  placed  them- 
selves on  a  pedestal  higher  than 
any  to  be  found  in  the  benighted 
darkness  of  five  thousand  years, 
and  fifty  mighty  civilisations. 

"  It  is  the  trick 
Of  these  last  livers  to  unbuild  belief  : 
They'd  rob  the  world  of  spirit.    Then 

each  look, 
Ay,  every  aspect  of  the  earth  and 

sky, 
Man's  thought  and  hope,  are  lies." 

Beiidoea. 

What  matters  that  dismal  fact 
in  the  glow  of  the  pride  arising 
from  the  overthrow  of  the  wisdom 
of  fifty  centuries  and  more  ?  If, 
indeed,  it  be  overthrown.  But  the 
pleasure  is  none  the  less  if  it  be 
only  reckoned  as  overthrown.  The 
glory  of  the  materialist  is  assured, 
if  not  his  conclusion.  He  has 
earned  his  right  to  be 

''  Rather  the  first  prince  at  an  inferior 
court 
Than  in  the  blessed  light  the  second 
or  still  less." 

VondeL   Lucifer  II 

We  say  God  is  infinite,  because 
we  cannot  conceive  the  idea  of  a 
finite  Otod  ;  and  we  are  measurably 
right ;  but  the  word  infinite  tends 
to  the  regard  of  physical  boun- 
daries, or  of  the  absence  of  ^k^oifiaSL 
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boundaries,  and  so  far  leads  astray. 
Inlinible  would,  perhaps,  be  a  better 
term,  as  meaning  not  liable  to 
boundaries.  But  whether  that 
then  would  be  a  true  epithet  would 
be  a  question.  Is  God  subject  to 
boundaries?  Here  we  approach 
what  will  lead  us  up  to  the  ques- 
tion, Does  GK>d  grow  ? 

These  questions  we  would  ask 
without  the  smallest  fear  of  any 
worthy  suspicion  of  blasphemous 
or  irreverent  intent : — 

*'  The  bliisphumies  areold,  notiitrong 

or  great ; 
£ti8y   to  learn.     Our  little  voice's 

wrath 
But  ad.l.  a  murmur  to  the  wailing 

Sounds 
That  reach  tbe  mournful  piiy  of 

the  skies. 
He  fashioned  us,  shall  He  not  fully 

know 
The  falls  that  come  before  we  step 

aright, 
The    first   rude   workings  of    our 

slumbrous  hearts ; 
Content    to    wait    their   yearning 

unto  His  ? " 

There  is  no  such  thing  as  un- 
intentional blasphemy ;  a  good 
man  will  pardon  apparent  insult 
BO  soon  as  he  is  shewn  that  no 
ofifence  was  meant.  Postulate  a 
GK>d,  and  he  must  be  one  that 
requires  no  explanations.  There 
is  a  superstitious  fearf idness  that 
is  as  blameworthy  as  open  irrever- 
ence. Unbelief  may  be  cowardly, 
belief  could  not  be.  We  do  not 
believe  in  God  at  all  if  we  are 
afraid  He  may  by  any  chance  be 
done  away,  or  that  a  serious  word 
or  thought  can  injure  or  enrage 
Him,  or,  if  we  cannot  say  staunchly 
with  Browning— 

''  That  One  Face,  far  from  vanish, 
rather  grows, 
Or  decomposes  but  to  recompose, 
Become  my  universe  that  feels  and 
knows." 

Here  is  Gt>d  that  science  and 
religion  can  unite  in  realising; 
-with     some     the     consciousness 


through  love  taking  a  warm, 
almost  personal  form,  with  others 
being  intellectualised  into  a  per- 
vading principle,  an  etemiuly- 
existing  law ;  with  those  who  have 
both  wisdom  and  love,  realising 
that  He  is  that  Wisdom  and  Love. 
It  may  be  said  that 

*' We  know  not  life  that  reaches  past 
our  own, 
More  than  a  leaf  can  flutter  thoughts 
like  ours." 

But  a  leaf  none  the  less  than  our- 
selves has  its  own  apprehension 
(whether  rising  to  consciousness 
or  not,  we  know  not)  of  influences 
from  beyond  itself. 

Any  thought  on  Gx>d  may  be 
decried  by  tne  scientific  mind  as 
merely  'more  or  less  apparent 
anthropomorphism.  It  may  be 
termed  anthropomorphism  to  say 
that  Grod  made  man  in  His  own 
image;'  but  could  there  be  any 
other  image  than  the  fashioning 
mind  itself?  To  dwell  for  a 
moment  on  such  a  subject  an  that 
of  a  God  presupposes  a  faculty 
competent  to  attempt  it,  and  pre- 
pared to  do  so.  The  money- 
making  strife  of  earth  would  not 
evolve  such  a  dream  in  a  mjrriad 
years ;  the  faculty  is  innate ;  hidden 
often,  obscured,  overgrown,  is  it 
ever  wholly  lost  ?  The  wonderful 
stories  of  deathbed  repentances, 
frightened  atheists,  have  had  occa- 
sional foundation  in  fact,  and  an 
inherent  possibility.  Practically 
we  can  only  fashion  our  conception 
in  one  of  two  ways — anthropo- 
morphically,  or  pneumamorpni- 
cally ;  by  an  expansion  of  the  idea 
of  man,  or  by  inspiration,  which  is 
inward  gift. 

As  the  fact  of  the  impossibility 
of  ascertaining  the  limits  of  space 
is  no  bar  to  fruitful  study  of 
physics,  but  we  can  dismiss  the 
difficulty  in  a  convenient  paradox, 
so  the  grand  difficulty  on  the 
spiritual  plane  of  a  co-existence  of 
an   Inflnite  will  with  individual 
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freedom  we  must  similarly  dismiss. 
We  are  conscious  of  an  absolute 
immovable  law,  we  are  simul- 
taneously conscious  of  our  own 
•absolute  freedom  on  the  plane  of 
will.  We  are  well  aware  that  we 
can  act  from  caprice  if  we  choose. 
Our  will  may  not  always  be  able 
to  act  with  power,  but  it  has  power 
to  decide  whether  it  shall  act  or 
mo.  This  co-exists  with  absolute 
law,  though  the  two  seem  co- 
impossible  ;  how  they  coalesce  we 
know  not;  we  leave  a  paradox 
which  is  entirely  beyond  our  range 
of  comprehension.  But  as  in 
physics,  we  are  not  thereby  pre- 
vented from  reaching  out  to 
Taluable  thought. 

K  a  mother,  through  sympathy, 
«eeks  to  lead  a  child  in  any  good 
direction,  and  the  child  rejects  that 
sympathy  and  retreats  into  self- 
will,  the  maternal  influence  is 
thereby  for  the  time  estopped. 
There  is  a  barrier  which  the  sym- 
pathy cannot  penetrate.  A  limit 
and  boundary  is  made  to  love. 
Attraction,  repulsion,  sympathy, 
rejection,  the  laws  of  the  force  and 
cohesion  of  the  worlds,  spiritual 
as  well  as  physical,  has  God  freed 
Himself  therefrom  ?  Though  logi- 
cally, in  cold  and  formal  articles,  we 
<^all  Him  passionless,  and  in  a 
limited,  technical  signification,  or 
rather  in  a  human  sense,  indeed  with 
truth  ;  yet  the  popular  intuition 
would  revolt  (through  some  Divine 
faculty)  against  any  denial  of  the 
blowing  certainty  that  God  is  Love. 
We  are  not  of  the  dying  paganism 
that  poetically — never  reaUy — ^im- 
■agined  gods  * '  careless  of  mankind. ' ' 
Such  as  these  are  merely  giants, 
and  of  an  alien  race ;  the  essential 
idea  in  the  word  God  is  of  some- 
thing that  has  relation  to  man. 

There  are  no  doubt  many  who 
see  keenly  the  faults  of  the  pro- 
fessedly religious — their  spiritual 
prides,  their  petty  spites,  bigotries, 
and  selfishnesses,  their  willingness 


to  enhance  the  bri&^htness  of  their 
expected  heaven  by  the  gloomy 
shadow  of  a  huge,  wretched  crowd 
outside;  nay,  more,  see  how,  with 
fearful  mockery,  a  religious  cry 
(so-called)  is  taken  up  by  a  whole 
nation  to  serve  a  purpose  of  political 
ambition,  and  plunge  tens  of  thou- 
sands into  blood  and  misery ;  see, 
moreover,  man  after  man  without 
any  professed  religion  leading  an 
honest  and  worthy  life,  full  of 
work  valuable  to  his  kind  and  of 
unselfish  interest  to  himself ;  there 
are  many  who,  seeing  these  things, 
are  inclined  to  leave  the  .thought 
of  God  altogether  aside,  and  say 
with  Clough — 

''  It  seems  Hii  newer  will 
We  should  not  think  of  Him  ut  all, 

but  trudge  it. 
And  of  tJie  world  He  has  assigned  us 

make 
What  beat  we  can." 

But  this  feeling,  which  is  appa- 
rently a  revolt  against  religion,  is 
not  really  so,  but  only  against 
what  passes  for  religion.  This 
making  the  true  best  of  a  world 
assigned  to  us  for  wise  ends  would 
be  religion — a  ''divine  secularism," 
not  a  corporate  and  canting  pre- 
tension to  offices  too  sacred  to 
profane. 

Now  if  we  tried  to  be  simply 
secular  the  probability  is  that  we 
should  find  ourselves  in  the  end 
more  deeply  religious,  in  the  best 
sense,  than  ever  we  were  before. 
Freed  from  the  distractions  of 
dogma,  the  spirit  woidd  learn  to 
see  clearly ;  and  even  though  it 
might  lapse  for  a  time  into  the 
blindness  of  interests  wholly  ma- 
terial, when  those  palled  or 
wearied  for  a  moment,  that  mo- 
ment would  either  reveal  utter 
despair  and  horror,  or  would 
disclose  a  vista  of  marvellous  hope 
in  the  discovery  of  the  perennial 
fount  of  life  that  we  call  God. 

We  are  content  to  feed  on  the 
productiveness  of  nature,  but  few 
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even  of  those  who  have  realised 
that  the  routine  of  life  on  earth, 
with  its  highest  advantages,  is  un- 
satisfying, can  step  in  the  line  of 
analogy  to  take  hold  of  the  one 
bright  thought  of  some  ancient 
dogmatic  work,  that  the  end  of 
life  is  the  enjoying  of  God  for 
ever.  How  to  enjoy  God  is  the 
puzzle  to  the  man  who  honestly 
avows  that  he  enjoys  nothing  that 
is  not  outright  physical.  He  is 
quite  right  to  avow  what  he  feels, 
or  does  not  feel ;  would  it  be 
honest  for  him  to  avow  that  he 
could  enjoy  nature  in  the  subtle 
way  of  some  old  painter,  to  whom 
every  leaf  and  blossom,  every  light 
of  sky  or  movement  of  water  is  a 
word  of  deep  and  priceless  mean- 
ing, if  he  were  without  that 
artist's  faculty?  He  must  wait; 
better  be  a  blind  man  and  know 
it,  than  a  pseudo-artist  making 
believe  that  he  possesses  a  love  for 
colour  and  form,  and  feeling  none. 

As  in  nature  we  willingly  con- 
fess that  all  that  we  enjoy  we  owe 
to  the  sunlight  and  its  gifts,  food, 
wealth,  health,  brightness, — so  in 
the  plane  that  transcends  physical 
lile  we  should  soon  find  merely 
intellectual  interests  cold  and 
sterile,  were  there  no  spiritual  sun 
from  which  to  draw  our  deepest 
life  and  heart-warmth,  the  food, 
wealth,  health,  and  brightness  of 
the  inner  being. 

These  thoughts  have  seemed  to 
be  a  necessary  preliminary  to  the 
discussion  of  tne  question  that 
heads  our  paper.  They  relate  to 
the  relation  of  Gt)d  and  man,  and 
without  some  definition — however 
feeble  and  shadowy — of  that  rela- 
tion, no  answer  could  be  made  to 
that  question.  Our  only  other  word 
of  preface  is  that  words  referring 
to  God,  to  creation,  to  the  relation 
of  God  to  man,  must  be  regarded 
as  no  more  than  the  most  imperfect 
approximation  to  adequacy.  But 
if  we    confined    inquiry    to   that 


which  we  could  fully  know,  we 
should  either  limit  our  minds  to 
work  in  the  channels  of  mechanical 
science,  or  be  for  ever  engaged 
in  a  hopeless  quest  of  the  absolute. 

Could  there  be  a  solitary  God 
pervading  a  boundless  inane? 
What,  then,  would  his  Godhead 
consist  in  ?  It  could  not  be  love, 
for  love  would  have  no  object.  It 
could  not  be  wisdom,  for  there 
would  be  no  evocation  of  wisdom. 
Creation  is  the  necessary  comple- 
ment of  God ;  in  the  making  of 
something  to  love,  may  we  not  say? 
God  becomes  God.  How  creation 
is  achieved  it  is  not  ours  to  know; 
the  mystery  of  an  infinite  free  will 
simdering  from  itself  a  finite  will 
empowered  to  oppose  the  parent 
will  from  which  it  has  its  being,  is 
too  profoimd  for  logic,  too  tre- 
mendous for  metaphysical  specida- 
tion  to  compass  any  whit. 

Even  analogies  here  are  difficult 
to  find, — analogies  that  are  the 
most  marvellous  helps  to  appre- 
hension of  deep  things,  eince  our 
world  and  its  ways  we  believe  to 
be  the  correspondences  to  spheres- 
too  fine  for  our  present  gaze,  to  be 
an  A  B  C  of  words  and  sentences 
that  we  know  not  yet.  There  is, 
perhaps,  a  slender  analogy  to  be* 
found  in  art  work;  the  late  F. 
Denison  Maurice,  in  a  letter  to  the 
writer,  used  the  following  words 
in  reference  to  a  particular  poem : — 
**  It  has  given  me  many  hints 
about  the  link  between  the  ideal 
and  the  real,  and  how  the  pursuit 
of  that  which  appears  to  be  a  crea- 
tion of  ours,  may  become  a  passion. 
It  is  a  very  deep  subject,  deeper 
than  I  can  fathom."  John,  the 
theologos,  or  God-speaker,  has- 
given  us  something  upon  this  deep 
subject : — *'In  the  beginning  (ar- 
chetype, origin)  was  the  Word,  and 
the  Word  was  with  God,  and  the 
Word  was  God.  The  same  was  in 
the  beginning  with  God.  There- 
through were   all  things  made.'^' 
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It  is  impossible  to  render  fully  the 
delicate  preciseness  of  the  Greek  lan- 
guage here.  The  commentary  that 
fbllows  will  shew  the  appositeness 
of  the  quotation  to  the  question  :  — 
"  Wisdom  was  Qx)d,  as  wisdom  will 
always  be  one  with  its  creator,  and 
wisdom  was  with  God,  as  now  and 
ever  it  affords  the  same  mysterious 
delight  of  being  one,  yet  outside 
of.  It  is  in  this  that  every  man 
of  genius  finds  his  highest  and 
most  exquisite  pleasure — the  com- 
panionship of  a  spirit  which  is 
nimself,  yet  is  outside  of  himself;  a 
pleasure  which  is  not  so  rare  in 
the  spiritual  world.  In  Sweden- 
borg  there  is  a  narration  that 
angels  throw  off  from  them  exis- 
tences which  they  afterwards 
cherish,  thus  making  out  of  them- 
selves a  life  which  is  not  them- 
selves." 

Is  it  not  conceivable,  without 
irreverence,  that  creation,  besides 
being  a  Divine  act  of  love  on  the 
part  of  God,  is  also  a  Divine  act  of 
His  patience  and  faith  ?  It  is  even 
conceivable  that  the  primal  soul, 
disparting  itself  into  myriads  upon 
myriads  of  individual  germs  of  ex- 
istence, lost  its  centrality  and  lived 
only  in  those  tiny  lives,  struggling 
upwards  ever  in  the  mystery  of 
their  growth,  yearning  towards 
the  glorious  unity  of  perfectness 
and  harmony.  This  would  be  bare 
Pantheism,  and  to  our  mind  not 
the  highest  Pantheism;  it  would 
be  the  paradox  of  Pantheism  (all- 
p;od-ness)  without  a  God.  The 
instinctive  feeling  is  against  this 
deposition,  or  resignation  of  infi- 
nite consciousness,  this  veritable 
abdication  of  the  throne.  Such 
analogy,  moreover,  as  can  be  found 
is  simply  and  strongly  opposed  to 
this  theory.  In  the  human  bodj- 
the  heart  goes  through  its  own 
motions,  the  lungs  have  tlieir  pro- 

Ser  business,  the  nerves  do  their 
uty   or  lapse   into    vagary,    the 
brain  moves  involuntarily  when  it 


has  been  overtaxed,  but  the  central 
spirits  wields  control  over  the- 
whole,  by  earnest  purpose  may 
stir  the  heart,  regulate  the  lungs^ 
dominate  the  nerves,  and  steady 
and  utilise  the  brain ;  can,  in  fact, 
within  certain  limits,  restore  thenii 
to  their  duty  if  they  go  astray. 

Man  is  not  his  senses  and  func- 
tions ;  he  is  their  lord,  and  yet  he- 
grows  through,  in,  and  by  them. 
This  is  as  wonderful  as  the  con- 
nection of  Qt)d  with  His  creation. 

Theology  has   always    allowed 
that  something  coidd  be  added  or= 
given  to  Qt)d,  though  the  return 
supposed  to  be  made  to  Him  is  the 
quality  represented  by  the  rather 
vague    word    riory.      But    even 
according  to  this  doctrine,  there- 
would  be  a  being  richer  or  poorer 
in  glory,  which  includes  a  differ- 
ence,  or    comparison.      It  would 
rather  strain  the  sense  to  add  here 
that  this  implies  a  possibility  of 
growth,  or  of  retardation.     **The 
dust  returns  to  the  earth  as  it  was, 
and  the  spirit  reverts  to  God  who- 

fave  it.*'  Can  it  be  supposed  to» 
e  of  no  matter  in  what  state  this 
returning  spirit  may  be,  whether 
full  of  life  or  full  of  despair  ? 

If  God  grows  it  is  by  food.  But 
what  is  spiritual  food?  The 
natural  body  grows  and  is  fed 
by  the  assimilation  of  natural  sub- 
stances ;  but  how  feeds  the  spirit  f 
By  its  life-work.  *'  My  food,"  said 
Jesus,  **  is  to  do  the  will  of  Him 
that  sent  me,  and  to  achieve  His 
work."  We  have  no  reason  to- 
believe  that  Jesus  did  not  mean 
what  he  said,  or  not  understand 
what  he  meant,  or  that  he  did  not 
speak  the  truth.  And  in  his 
simple  words  we  find  the  keystcne- 
of  our  thought,  the  idea  of  the- 
growth  of  God. 

We  may  find  much  in  parables, 
those  magical  caskets  of  which,  in 
the  centuries*  course,  the  keys  so 
often  have  become  lost,  but  which 
preserve  their  secret  essence  intact 
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through  eras  of  stagnancy  of 
thought,  and  render  it  again  ever 
fresh  to  the  appreciator  when  he 
•comes.  Here  is  one  : — **  The  king- 
dom of  heaven  is  like  unto  treasure 
hid  in  the  field ;  which  when  a 
man  found  he  hid,  and  for  his  joy 
goes  and  sells  all  that  he  has,  and 
buys  that  field."  What  is  this 
kingdom  of  heaven  ?  What  mean 
the  **  hidden  treasures  in  the  field, 
of  wheat  and  of  barley,  and  of  oil, 
and  of  honey  ?"  The  kingdom  of 
heaven  is  the  realm  of  GocPs  sway, 
the  soul  of  His  creation,  in  which 
He  moves  ;  we  may  say  the  spiri- 
tual being  of  man,  wherein  He 
temples,  wherein  His  love  finds 
dwelling  and  sovereignty.  The  man 
of  the  parable,  as  in  the  Talmudic 
parables  likewise,  represents  GK)d. 
His  **  all  that  he  has"  needs 
no  words  of  paraphrase  ;  it  is  His 
very  being.  He  surrendered  his 
own  life,  or  as  it  may  be  other- 
wise put,  exchanged  His  power 
•of  creating  pure  and  sinless  angelic 
beings,  untried,  and  therefore  mere 
gossamer-things,  for  the  purchase 
of  a  rude  substantial  field ;  that  is, 
for  the  power  of  creating  beings 
who  should  pass  through  matter 
(the  field)  with  freewill,  thereby 
becoming  rational  members  of  Him- 
self. "In  other  words.  He  saw  that 
in  the  field  of  the  material  world 
could  be  found  the  treasure  of  the 
spiritual  man.  Wherefore  He  sur- 
rendered His  breath  of  life,  and 
poured  it  into  the  lungs  of  this 
^spiritual  man,  evolving  the  ma- 
terial world  to  perfect  him  in. 

The  highest  peak  of  revelation 
that  is  visible  to  us  shews  a  way 
of  unselfishness  so  arduous  to  most 
of  us  that  by  pretty  general  con- 
sent we  leave  it  as  inaccessible. 
If  we  stretch  toward  it  seriouslj 
for  a  time,  we  soon  find  ourselves 
drawn  down  by  the  small  interrup- 
tions of  our  worldly  life,  and  end 
in  regarding  the  path  as  belonging 
to  an  imaginary  ideal  world,  where 


perhaps  we  may  be  some  day. 
Many  persons  cherish  an  idealisa- 
tion o£  themselves,  in  which  they 
see  themselves  following  the  way 
of  utter  unselfishness ;  but,  alack, 
they  are  soon  proved,  as  a  rule,  to 
be  very  unlike  their  phantom  in- 
dividuality, if  their  personality 
should  happen  to  be  outraged. 
In  these  days  of  narrow,  superficial, 
and  confident  philosophy,  our  eyes 
are  so  blurred  that  they  fail  to  see 
the  wide  and  delicate  differences 
of  development  that  mark  out 
spheres  of  life  from  one  another. 
Do  we  realise,  for  instance,  as  a 
simple  statement  of  unassuming 
fact,  the  words  already  quoted  ? — 
**  My  food  is  to  do  the  will  of  the 
Sender  of  me,  and  to  achieve  His 
work." 

Now  living  as  we  are  on  plain 
and  palpable  material  diet,  it  is 
sorely  difficult  to  realise  such  food 
as  is  here  spoken  of.  It  seems  so 
shadowy  and  unsubstantial.  But 
we  have  the  expression  '*  large- 
souled,"  and  we  know  to  some 
extent  what  we  mean  by  it.  And 
many  a  child  at  school  has  realised 
the  growth  in  strength  and  glad- 
ness on  the  vanquishment  of  some 
favourite  selfishness.  Even  the 
mind  grows  by  exercise.  The 
soul  that  strives  for  any  sincere 
end  grows  larger  in  the  process* 
What  is  called  an  awakening  may 
be  seen  sometimes,  which  is  the 
soul  marking  a  period  of  growth. 
If  two  friencU  of  similar  condition 
have  presented  to  them  a  similar 
choice  between  a  difficult  imselfish 
course  and  an  easy  selfish  one,  and 
take  different  roads,  they  will  soon 
realise  a  want  of  accord  one  with 
another ;  one  has  growth,  the 
other  has  consented  to  retardation. 
How  strong  one  is  made  by  such 
strange  food  as  following  the  abso- 
lute standard  or  Divine  ideal  given 
to  each  of  us,  may  be  judged  from 
the  simple  courage  of  J  esus.  There 
was  nothing  in  him  that  could  be 
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made  eifraid;  where  there  is  no 
selfishness,  what  is  there  to  touch? 
Fear  is  essentially  a  selfish  thing. 
The  thought  complemental  to  the 
•one  we  have  cited  is  this : — 

**  K  any  one  seeks  to  follow  in 
my  road,  let  him  renounce  (dis- 
•caid)  the  selfhood,  and  take  up 
his  cross  of  daily  things.  For 
whoever  longs  to  save  his  life, 
(whoever  selfishly  hugs  his  soul's 
safety )  is  on  the  way  of  losing  it." 
Into  the  self  is  the  first  step  of  our 
creation;  we  learn  our  indivi- 
duality, our  severance  from  the 
Infinite  life,  our  possibility  of 
freedom.  Out  of  the  self  is  the 
way  back  to  God ;  and  we  must 
take  it  some  time,  for  we  have  no 
life  of  ourselves  after  aU ;  as 
earth-creatures  we  feed  on  sun 
and  its  growths,  as  souls  we  feed 
on  light  and  love,  and  theirmyriad 
developments.  But  that  way  back 
we  take,  not  in  the  weakly  loveli- 
ness of  imtried  innocence,  but  in 
the  marvellous  consciousness  of 
being  a  part  of  the  Divine  fulness 
that  has  life  in  itself,  and  so  in  the 
assurance  of  being  fed  for  ever, 
provided  we  can  give  up  as  well 
as  take;  provided  we  are  honest 
«oris,  and  not  parasites. 

The  Indian  metaphysicians  say, 
^*  By  performing  the  corresponding 
duty  with  regard  to  each,  each 
quarter  is  preserved  in  peace  and 
free  from  danger  "  (Singalo  "VVada. 
Gogerly).  Here  is  a  paraphrastic 
rendering  of  the  truth  we  have 
illustrated. 

We  have  taken  the  deepest  idea 
of  the  destiny  of  man  ever  em- 
bodied in  speech,  that  he  is  to 
grow  by  doing  the  work  of  God, 
and  to  live  on  the  perennial  fount 
of  life,  beginning  by  throwing 
away  the  hobble  of  the  fretful, 
unsatisfied  self,  and  purging  him- 
self of  the  surfeit  of  ignorant 
pride.  We  may  thus  have  life  for 
the  pleasant  price  of  earning  it, 
and  have  it  without  stop  or  stay. 


However  doubtful  it  may  be 
whether  the  visible  universe  (which 
is  only  a  physical  plane  of  life)  is 
actually  without  boundarj',  no 
mortal  has  ever  truly  felt  that  the 
interior  life  that  feeds  all,  shews 
any  cessation,  weariness,  disincli- 
nation, or  inability  to  so  on 
feeding  for  ever.  Those  who  be- 
lieve in  the  annihilation  of  man 
in  less  than  a  thousand  months 
after  he  is  sent  into  this  particular 
world  (or,  can  we  say,  strolls  into 
it?)  must  have  well-nigh  as  tre- 
mendous a  consciousness  of  God's 
continuous  power,  for  on  their 
hypothesis  he  can  afford  to  produce 
and  waste  individuality  in  im- 
counted  multitude.  Logically, 
these  strong  believers  in  God's 
power  shoiud  have  no  difficulty 
in  conceiving  mankind 

*'  Assumed 
In  plenitude  of  Deity,  and  the  immeuae 
Seclusion  of  His  essence," 

where  for  ever  there  would  be 
room  to  build  our  individual  nests, 
and  grow,  as  a  small  bird  in  a 
heaven-spreading  tree,  full  of  food 
and  shelter. 

Now  to  turn  our  thought  roomd. 
As  the  Infinite  is  a  law  to  us,  is  he 
not  a  law  to  Himself,  whereunto 
such  law  as  we  can  appreciate  is  a 
faint  approximation?  If  we  are 
to  gain  our  true  life  by  discarding 
luxurious  self,  may  not  the  life  of 
God  consist  in  for  ever  discarding 
His  central  Divinity  ?  Is  not  our 
duty  of  self-abandonment  the  ne- 
cessity of  the  Eternal  ?  And,  as 
we  grow  in  noble  qualities,  and  so 
in  our  truest  self,  by  every 
strenuous  blow  in  the  direction  of 
good  and  the  conquest  of  the  sel- 
fishness that  makes  us  lag,  may  He 
not  find  growth  in  the  develop- 
ment of  me  myriads  of  His  litue 
men,  in  the  blossoming  of  His 
countless  clustering  spheres  of 
angels  ?  Our  meat  is  to  fulfil  His 
wiU ;  that  is,  to  do  and  love.  Is 
not  His  life  and  meat  to  do  and 
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love  too?  As  wo  do  not  lose 
really  our  best  life  in  giving 
up  "what  may  seem  at  the 
moment  of  abandonment  to  be 
that  best  life,  so  in  giving  up 
the  possibility  of  the  untroubled 
Olympian  life  that  filled  the  pagan 
imagination,  does  God  not  gain 
His  highest  crown  in  infinite 
fatherhood  and  motherhood,  in 
imiversal  responsibility?  As  we 
are  taught  to  give  up  our 
clinging  selfhood,  not  so  much 
from  knowledge,  but  in  faith,  so 
may  we  not  without  irreverence 
ask  ourselves  whether,  when  the 
Father  of  Life  gives  up  His  as- 
sured existence  and  pours  forth 
His  love  and  life  into  myriad 
mjrriads  of  individualised  beings, 
it  is  all  in  absolute  knowledge,  or 
whether  it  is  not,  in  a  sense,  rather 
in  trust  and  faith — ^for  is  not  the 
pettiest  individual  dowered  with 
the  mighty  gift  of  freedom  ?  And 
do  we  not  know  in  oiu'selves 
what  power  we  have  to  rebel  for 
ages,  and  refuse  to  seek  the  Divine 
heart  of  Heaven  again  ? 

Our  words  are  terribly  inadequate, 
though  but  little  more  so  than  our 
thoughts,  to  conceive  of  these 
things ;  but  we  may  feel  where  we 
cannot  reach  by  logic : — 

''He  who   thougli  vast  and  strange 
when  with  intellect  we  gaze. 
Yet  close  to  our  heart  steals  in,  in 
a  thousand  tender  ways/' 

As  **  he  that  giveth  up  his  life,  the 
same  shall  save  it,"  how  far  has 
God  permitted  His  own  life  to  be 
entrusted  to  His  creation  ?  As  we 
live  by  Him,  has  He  so  far  aban- 
doned His  central  life  that  He  can- 
not live  without  us  ?  As  Love  is 
Love,  is  not  creation  the  necessary 
complement  of  Godhead?  The 
profoundest  insight  has  shewn  us 
the  infinite  sensitiveness  that  inarks 
the  amplest  life, — **  inasmuch  as 
ye  did  ought  to  the  least  of  these 
My  brethren,  ye  did  it  unto  Me.*' 
We  have  endeavoured  so  far  to 


be  as  logical  as  so  transcendant  a 
matter  permits.  The  intellect  is- 
compelled  by  its  nature  fsave  when 
prejudice  for  the  time  blinds  it)  to 
accept  what  is  reasonable  ;  but  it 
has  the  power  of  living  in  isolated 
independence  and  rejecting  love. 
There  are  persons  still  in  a  state 
of  such  obf  uscation  that  the  words 
"  Bemember  that  all  God  covets  is. 
His  creatures'  happiness  and  their 
love,"  would  be  disagreeably  fanci- 
ful to  them ;  persons  who,  if  the- 
thought  were  pressed  upon  them, 
would  rejoin,  How  do  you  prove  it? 

Is  not  the  starvation  necessity  of 
work  in  our  world  the  rudimentary 
alphabet  of  learning  that  God  can- 
not keep  us  alive  {alive,  not  merely 
in  existence)  unless  we  work  for 
Him  ?  Those  who  will  not  work 
have  to  be  forced  to.  Physically 
we  might  be  placed  in  an  over- 
flowing garden  of  Eden,  but  a  fall 
(to  us,  constituted  as  we  are)  would 
be  a  necessity,  or  we  should  die  of  in- 
anition,— dwindle  as  many  a  lan- 
guid tribe,  or  many  a  lazy  man. 
And  if  we  were  living  in  the  pure 
Eden  of  spirit,  we  should  have  to 
fall  into  matter  to  learn  our  rudi- 
mentary lessons  by  remoteness- 
from  spirit.  In  the  higher  realms 
of  life,  what  do  wo  Imow  of  the 
response  made  to  God,  of  the  mu- 
tuality of  God  and  man  ? 

Jesus  said  that  his  true  suste- 
nance was  to  do  the  Father's  will^ 
and  his  life  shewed  that  he  felt 
and  meant  it.  Was  this  a  mere 
secretion  of  the  cells  of  his  brain  ? 
0  mighty  materialist,  you  have 
yet  to  prove  it.  If  such  thought  be 
the  product  of  association  of  ideas, 
who  started  the  links  of  the  chain 
that  binds  us  to  so  strange  a  con- 
ception as  infinite  fatherhood? 
We  could  enjoy  beef  and  beer 
quite  as  well  without  it,  possibly 
better. 

Does  this  Fatherly  Heart,  so 
close  knit  to  all  of  us,  then  grow  ? 
Do  our  hearts  grow,  then  grows 
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ihis.  Man  grows  in  the  surrender 
of  clierislied  selfness,  in  the  domi- 
nation of  personal  pride,  in  the 
exiling  his  truest  from  his  apparent 
43elf.  If  His  law  be  ours,  God 
grows  in  His  wondrous  self- 
abandonment  to  us,  in  His  ruin  of 
His  seclusion  to  live  in  us,  and  at 
our  mercy ;  in  His  hard-working 
faculty  rather  than  in  an  infinite 
oentrality  of  ease.  Man  grows  by 
the  love  that  pours  into  him  when 
he  hjw  done  well,  by  the  return 
CK)d  makes  for  every  slightest  act 
of  labour  for  godlike  purpose. 
God  grows  by  the  infinite  coming 
to  blosaom  and  fruit  of  His  grand 
oxperiment ;  His  heart  swells  with 


every  baby  growth  of  the  love  of 
the  children  that  hang  upon  His 
breasts.  He  is  joy  of  their  joy, 
and  they  joy  of  His.  And  in  His 
fullest  joy  he  renounces  Himself 
again  and  draws  breath  of  love  to 
pour  out  from  His  limgs  that  life 
which  shall  be  ten  thousand  times 
ten  thousand  more  children,  all 
treading  with  doubtful  steps  the 
old  stem  paths  of  growth;  all 
tending,  by  virtue  of  free  will 
eventually  finding  its  own  and  its 
best,  through  the  uncoimtable  a^es, 
back  to  that  tender  Heart  mat 
never  ceases  to  grow  in  love  and 
to  vibrate  with  new  creation. 

Keninoale  (Took. 
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M.   ABSINTHE   AND   MDLLE.    TARTINE. 

A  Story  of  Fabis. 

L 

How  bright  in  the  Bois  !    What  a  sweet  afternoon^ 
A  holiday  seemi  to  put  time  into  tune  ; 
But  if  only  things  happened  as  in  a  romance. 
There  would  come  no  old  gouvemante  looking  askance. 

But  the  loneliest  life  leads  the  wretshed  Uhfe  ; 

None  comes  to  amuse,  or  from  ennui  to  save  ; 

There  are  girls,  to  be  sure,  but  then  they're  of  no  count. 

And  Madame's  as  blue  as  a  frozen-up  fount. 

Oh  !  what  a  sweet  angel  sits  under  the  tree  ; 
He  surely  won't  dare  to  make  eyes  upon  me  ! 
Ah,  no  !    He  looks  tiiste,  distrait^  ennuyS  ; 
MaiSy  ah,  qu'U  est  joli  tout  pdle  gu^U  est  I 

Such  eyes  !    What  sentiment  there  and  what  fire  ! 
But  they  stare  straight  ahead  and  don't  pause  to  admire  ; 
Overstudy  no  doubt !    And  how  soiled  his  array  ; 
Mais,  ah,  qu'il  est  joli  tout  pdle  gu*il  est ! 

Shall  I  give  him  one  pitying  glance  as  I  pass  ? 
Mademoiselle  cannot  see  through  her  spectacle-glass. 
Shall  I  smile  just  a  soup^on  ?    What  xoould  Madame  say  I 
Mais,  ah,  q%i*il  est  joli  tout  pdle  qu^U  est  I 

Ingrat !  for  I  smiled,  and  I'm  sure  that  he  saw. 

But  his  lordly  look  didn't  alter  a  straw  : 

What  an  emperor  he  is.     If  he  *  asked,'  I'd  say  nay  ;  \ 

Mais,  ah,  qu'U  est  joli  tout  pdle  qu^il  est ! 

♦  ♦♦♦♦♦ 

Yes,  Mad'm'selle,  the  view  ! — 'tis  indeed  very  well ; — 
Ah,  qy»^\l  est  joli — tout  pdle — le  ciel ! 
Betum  !  what,  so  soon  ]    See  how  bright  is  the  day ; 
Ah,  qxCil  est  joli  tout  pdle  q%Cil  est  I 

II. 

The  last  throw  of  the  die  !    If  I  gain,  I  take  wife, 

And  settle  me  down  to  a  virtuous  life. 

If  it  fail,  there's  a  nook  in  the  silver  Seine, 

Where  one's  trouble  may  slide,  and  be  ne'er  felt  again. 
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Far  away  from  the  Morgue  there  are  willows  and  weeds ; 

A  dexterous  slip,  and  I'm  cradled  in  reeds  ! 

A  last  sick  smile,  and  a  long  good-bye, 

And  the  ooze  smoothes  over  tiie  place  where  I  lie. 

The  last  news  at  the  Bourse  was  that  l^entes  were  down, 
On  report  of  war  losses  :  well,  if  so,  I  drown. 
Stay ....  'tis  twenty  hours  yet  to  the  settling  time ! 
Long  enough  for  a  battle,  a  game,  or  a  crime. 

You  can  speculate  now  on  a  generous  scale, 

Millionaire  if  you  wiu,  or  hell  if  you  fail ; 

^nd  your  capital's  large  ; — does  the  risk  take  your  breath  ) 

Pshaw  !  there's  ample  reserve  when  your  banker  is  death. 

III. 

TWENTY  HOURS  AFTER. 

'^  Miss  C^cile,  your  Papa !  he  stands  waiting  below, 
And  has  something  to  tell  you,  so  pray  don't  be  slow  ; 
You  have  leave  for  the  day."    ''  Oh  Madame,  how  nice  ! 
Bon  jour,  dear  Madame,  I'll  be  dressed  in  a  trice." 
«««««« 

^'  Gome  along,  my  dear  daughter,  I  think  he  will  do  ; 

He  is  calling  at  five."     ''  But,  dear  Papa,  who  ?" 
'*  Half  a  million  of  francs  he  has  left  to  invest 

At  the  bank  in  securities,  all  of  the  best. 

''  And  he'll  take  but  a  quarter  of  that  as  your  dot ; 
Most  lover-like  he,  while  so  many  are  not : 
Five-and-forty,  too,  only  !  a  wonderful  catch  ; 
I  hope  now,  my  dear,  you'll  be  pleased  with  the  match." 

**  'Twill  be  better  than  school,  I  dare  say.  Papa  dear." 
'^  WeU,  you'll  see  him  at  once,  child,  and  then  we  shall  hear ; 
If  this  war  would  but  finish,  and  make  business  straight. 
We'd  soon  have  you  married  ;  nay,  why  should  we  wait  1 
♦  ♦♦♦♦♦ 

*'  Well,  dearest? he's  putting  his  coat  on  outside  ; 

What  now  am  I  to  say  ] — that  you  will  be  a  bride  ?  " 
**  Oh  hush.  Papa  dearest  ;  oh,  what  can  I  say  ? 

Ah,  qxCil  est  joli.  Unit  pdJU  qxCU  est  !  " 

*'  'Tis  all  right  with  the  girl,  as  I  hoped  ! — Well,  adieu. 
If  you  will !    By  the  bye,  though,  one  moment.  Monsieur ; 
The  news  of  the  victory  you  spoke  of  at  noon 
Turns  out  false  ;  what  a  blow  to  one's  hoping  too  soon ! 

'^  And  the  Bourse  must  have  felt  it.  I  dare  say  you'll  learn 
There  are  scores  of  men  ruined ;  well,  each  has  his  turn." 

**  We  must  shift  for  ourselves,  up  and  down  the  scale  goes ; 
I  lose  something  by  this ; — 'twas  some  rig,  I  suppose." 
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So  that  afiair^B  setlled  ! A  sweet  little  Miss  ! 

Her  smile  is  a  charming  soft  prelude  to  bliss. 
We'll  live  in  the  country  ;  'twill  give  me  a  rest 
From  the  load  that  lies  heavy  as  stone  on  my  breast. 

Life  balanced  itself  on  the  turn  of  an  hour, 
On  the  one  side  a  grave>  on  the  other  a  bower. 

Twenty  words  on  a  paper the  Bourse  takes  a  jump. 

And  a  nice  little  fortune  is  made  iti  a  lump. 

'Tis  how  the  world  taught,  so  the  world  needn't  fret ; 
And  now  it's  all  over,  1  soon  shall  forget. 

'Twas  neatly  done  too  ! ''  Hands  off !  what  d'ye  mean  T 

Take  me  for  a  spy  ! — ^you  will  ? — you  unclean 

Cur  of  a  gendarme^     *'  Sir,  you'd  better  not  spar. 
You  see  the  crowd  sway ;  should  they  scent  who  you  are, 
Yankee  Lynch  gives  the  word,  and  like  tigers  they'll  tear  ; 
I'll  not  promise  your  life  if  you  make  any  stir." 

'^  Enough  of  this  nonsense  !  I'm  known — ''  As  the  gent 
Who  forged  the  false  news  ! " — "  Oh  great  heaven,  relent  ! 
Is  there  no  escape  ? " — "  None,  we  have  been  on  your  track 
Since  noon.    Monsieur,  this  way,  the  street  at  the  back." 

"  But  I've  money  !  " — **  'Tis  nought !  all  around  us  are  eyes 
Of  my  comrades  who  envy  that  I've  got  the  prize ; 
I  am  old  and  have  found  two  professions  don't  pay, — 
Namely,  forging  and  bribery  ! " — *'  But  what  if  I  say 

Half  a  million  ? — I  trip  you  quite  gently  and  run  ! 
Take  my  chance  ol  escape  !    A  bargain  ?    Say  done  ! — 
I  leave  Paris  for  ever." — '^  Ah,  Monsieur  will  joke. 
We  are  playing  strict  game,  there's  no  grace  for  revoke." 
«  «  «  «  «  « 

Sits  a  girl  softly  telling  a  fanciful  dream, 
To  the  star  that  is  first  with  its  silver  sad  gleam, 
And — ^hist — from  her  window  just  over  the  way, 
She  sings  "  Ahy  gtt'iZ  est  joli  totU  pdle  qti*U  est !  " 

They  pass,  both  the  gendarme  and  ho  :  droops  his  head. 
For  the  strain  seems  to  sound  from  the  realms  of  the  dead. 
Bah,  'tis  nought,  one  must  come  to  the  end  of  one's  day, 
And  meet  death qii'il  est  joli  tout  pdle  qu'il  est ! 
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LOST  ELEMENTS  OF  ANCIENT  LORE. 


The  most  brilliant  triumplis  of 
science  have  been  due  to  the  care- 
ful investig^ation  of  residual  plie- 
nomena.  It  lias  been  in  the  study 
of  facts  which  ordinary  observers 
despised,  or  over-looked,  or 
assumed  that  they  thoroughly 
understood,  that  the  key  to  true 
theory  has  most  frequently  been 
found.  To  submit  ashes — the 
caput  mortuumj  the  crude  residuum 
of  a  chemical  process,  to  the 
balance,  would  have  seemed  to 
the  old  phlogistic  chemists  a 
ridiculous  waste  of  time.  Yet  on 
that  very  act  depended  the  whole 
splendid  discovery  of  quantitative 
analj'sis.  **  Pho,  pho,  a  pack  of 
weeds,  sir,  a  pack  of  weecls,"  was 
the  contemptuous  comment  of  the 
established  professional  dulness  of 
a  later  day,  when  a  3'oung 
naturalist,  afterwards  well-kno\vn 
to  fame,  timidly  presented  to  his 
college  superior  a  beautifully  pre- 
served ITortui  siccus  of  the  dt'licate 
marine  Alt^es  of  the  Scottish  shores. 
As  it  is  in  some  imconscious 
assumption  that  the  fallacy  which 
vitiates  an  argument  usually  lurks, 
so  is  it  in  some  obscure,  ill-under- 
stood, apparently  trivial  detail, — 
something  that  overAone  but  the 
possessor  of  that  exhaustive  pa- 
tience wlii<rh  is  one  mode  of 
genius  woidd  overlook, — that  the 
cause  of  the  utter  misconcej)tion 
of  an  important  philosophical 
proposition  may  often  be  detected. 
It  was  against  this  fertile  source 
of  eiTor  that,  of  all  men  who  ever 
taught    their  kind,    Euclid  most 


carefully  sought  to  provide.  AVe 
need  not  pause  to  inquire  whether 
there  is  not  a  certain  gap  oven  in 
his  fourth  proposition.  But  that 
his  *' elements"  were  rather  in- 
tended as  a  model  for  controversial 
writing,  allowing  no  room  for  error, 
than  as  a  method  of  geometric 
research,  has  been  the  opinion  of 
some  of  those  best  qualified  to 
judge.  We  know  something  of 
what  were  the  assumptions  as  to 
chemical  law  before  the  times  of 
Dalton  and  of  Cavendish  ;  as  to 
mechanical  law,  before  the  obser- 
vations of  Galileo,  or  indeed  of 
Newton  ;  as  to  j)olitics,  before  the 
date — and  among  those  who  are 
ignorant  of  the  political  studies 
and  writings  of  Aristotle  ;  as  to 
theology,  at  all  times — except  in 
the  one  small  sect  which  alone  is 
always  in  the  right,  but  the  iden- 
tification of  which  has  unfortu- 
nately not  yet  been  fully  accom- 
plished. But  perhaps  neither  the 
assumption  of  the  four  elements  of 
natural  substances;  that  of  nature's 
abhorrence  of  a  vacuum ;  that  of 
the  barbarism  of  all  human  races 
save  the  one  of  which  the  speaker 
is  a  member ;  or  that  of  the 
damnable  error  of  all  forms  of 
religion  save  that  held  by  the 
same  indeterminable  centre  of 
rectitude,  have  been  more  hostile 
to  the  pursuit  and  the  attainment 
of  truth,  than  is  the  contempt 
which  many  of  those  persons  who 
now  claim  to  be  the  teachers  of 
their  fellows  bestow  on  what 
formed  the  chief  portions  of  tho 
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wisdom  of  the  great  men  who 
preceded  them;  whose  shoe- 
latchets,  as  matter  of  intellectual 
stature,  they  are  not  worthy  to 
stand  on  tiptoe  to  unloose. 

In  fact,  one  tendency  of  any 
great  discovery  has  always  been 
to  throw  discredit  on  more  ancient 
discoveries,  with  which  the  new 
one  might,  at  the  first  blush,  seem 
to  disagree.  That  a  new  bit  of 
truth  should  at  once  fit  into  its 
proper  place  5n  general  theory, 
Uke  a  piece  of  a  Chinese  puzzle,  is 
the  common  expectation  of  the 
student.  It  is^  however,  very 
rarely  the  case  that  such  an  evident 
fitness  is  at  once  apparent.  Haste, 
and  reliance  on  the  latest  result, 
lead  not  imnaturally  to  deprecia- 
tion of  earlier  results,  of  no  less 
truth  and  importance,  with  the 
process  of  arriving  at  which  the 
later  student  is  unfamiliar.  And 
thus,  in  collecting  and  assorting 
the  ever  g^wing  multitude  ef 
known  truths,  out  of  which  a 
true  philosophy,  based  on  an 
exhaustive  science,  will  one  day 
spring,  some  of  the  most  deserving 
of  modem  thinkers  have  disfigured 
lineaments  which  posterity  might 
otherwise  have  better  loved,  by  an 
unseemly  sneer  at  the  labours  of 
greater  men  who  have  wrought 
before  them. 

We  have  seen  the  rise,  the 
culmination,  and  the  commence- 
ment of  the  decline,  of  one  of 
these  new  views  of  an  ancient 
problem,  since  the  time  of  the 
first  publications  of  Adam  Smith. 
Philosophy  owes  much  to  the 
lucid  manner  in  which  that 
writer  dissected  relations  which 
had  been  thought  too  obscure,  or 
too  unimportant  for  minute  study, 
before  his  time.  He  laid  the  basis 
of  the  science  of  national  wealth. 
But  those  who  followed  him,  and 
who  often  devoted  admirable 
labours  and  brilliant  powers  to 
the   investigation    of    what   was 


called — ^by  an  unconscious  contra- 
diction of  terms — ^political  economy 
(or  the    national    administration 
of    the    household)  fell    into    an 
error    which    they    might    havo 
avoided  by  the  philological  exami- 
nation of  the  very  name  of  their 
pursuit.     They  assumed  that  the 
love  of  gain  was,  not  a,  but  the, 
mainspring  of  human  action.  They 
confounded  the  words  wealth  and 
welfare.     They  described  as  great 
natural  laws,  relations,   any  defi- 
nition   of    which,    when    cartied 
beyond    a    degree    of    simplicity 
which  is  that  of  a  truism,  become 
too  complicated  to  reduce  to  any 
intelligible    rule.       Thus,     "the 
great  law  of  supply  and  demand  " 
is   spoken  of  by  public    writers, 
under  the  influence  of  fashion  in 
speech,  with  almost  as  much  ven- 
eration as  is  expressed  by  theo- 
logians as  to  the  famous  Filioque 
clause.     That  in  the  smaller  trans- 
actions of  barter  or  petty  trade 
there  is  a  close  inter-dependence  be- 
tween supply  and  demand  is  a  very 
simple    and  unimportant  remark. 
But  the  moment  we  ascend  much 
above  the    level  of  the  huckster 
such  difficulties  come  in  that  the 
great  law  becomes  extremely  unin- 
telligible in  its  operation.  We  have 
to    inquire    what    is    meant     by 
demand.     Is  it  the  application  for, 
or  the  felt  and  admitted  want  of, 
or  the  possibility   of   an  opening 
for  the  consumption    of,    a   new 
article   of  supply?    Under  either 
of  these  definitions  it  is  impossible 
to  lay  down  any  general  law  as  to 
whetiier  supply  or  demand  is  causo 
or  consequence.     At  times  there  is 
an    ample  supply,   but  no  corre- 
sponding demand.  This  is  called  a 
glut ;  as  in  the  recent  case  of  tho 
over  8U2)ply  of  the  Indian  market 
with  Manchester  cotton  goods,  for 
which  no  purchasers  were  forth- 
coming.    At  times  there  is  a  brisk 
demand  in  the  sense  of  applica- 
tion ;  as  in  the  case  of  a  call  for  the 
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stock  or  shares  of  an  enterprise, 
when  the  only  effect  of  the  demand 
is  to  raise  the  price  of  the  article 
irithout     increasing      either     its 
quantity  or  its  intrinsic  value.    At 
times  there  is  urgent  want  but  no 
supply ;  as  in  the  case  of  the  famine 
in  Orissa  in  1 865.     When  the  20th 
of  October  in  that    year  passed 
"without    rain,  the    whole    region 
became  struck  with  panic,  and  the 
effect  of  the  extra  demand  for  food 
was  that    the    country    ceased   to 
supply  the  towns.  At  both  Cuttack 
and  Pooree  the  bazaars  were  closed, 
and  the  terror  and  inconvenience 
became  everywhere  extreme.  If  we 
speak  of  demand  in  the  sense  of  a 
possible  opening  for  a  contingent  or 
novel  supply,  we  may  observe  that, 
since  the  time  of  Whittington,  the 
power  to  detect  indications  of  such 
a  state  of  things  has  been  one  of 
the  elements  of  the  genius  of  the 
great  meixihant.      Sometimes   the 
want,  however  urgent,  is  unsup- 
plied ;  as  in  the  case  of  the  want 
of  g^eat  statesmen,  great  patriots, 
or  great  orators,  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  or  great  men  in  Europe 
generally,  in  the  present  day.     At 
times  the  speculative  supply  of  a 
new    and   unprecedented    product 
has    produced   a   demand    almost 
without  limits,   as  in  thQ  case  of 
the  supply  of  the  modern  facilities 
for  locomotion ;  to  the  provision  of 
which  certain  financiers  of  the  old 
school  prided  themselves  on  never 
having  given  any  assistance.     Be- 
tween the  cases  of  the  unsatisfied 
demand  for  food  in  Orissa,   and 
the  development  of  the  third-class 
railway  traffic  in  England,  every 
imaginable  condition  of  relation, 
or  of  non-relation,  between  demand 
and   supply    may  so    readily    be 
pointed  out,   that  it  is  evidently 
absurd  to  offer  to  formidate  any 
general  law  regulating  such  rela- 
tion. 

Thus   in  political  economy  the 
residual  or  neglected  phenomena 


so  far  exceed  in  value  those  which 
the  statistician  can  reduce  to  rule, 
that  the  application  of  scientific 
method  is  only  practicable  with 
extreme  reserve.  And  thus  men 
enslave  themselves  by  the  use 
of  unmeaning  formulee— or  rather 
of  f  ormulfe  in  which  the  variants  so 
far  exceed  the  constants  that 
equation  is  out  of  the  question. 
The  residt  of  the  discovery  of 
the  mode  in  which  a  positive  truth 
is  strained  by  its  preachers,  in 
order  to  attribute  to  it  controlling, 
rather  than  contributory,  si^iin- 
cance,  is  to  dispose  the  mass  of 
mankind  to  reject  the  entire  doc* 
trine,  and  to  declare  that  it  con- 
tains no  truth  at  all. 

The  oscillatory  advance  of  our 
conceptions  of  newly  discovered 
truth  may  bear  a  homely  illustra- 
tion. Let  us  imagine  that  an 
observer  in  the  moon,  or  in  some 
extra-mundane  station,  had  noted 
that  when  the  two  hands  on  a 
certain  dial  in  connection  with  a 
great  building,  such  as  a  railway 
station,  coincided  in  a  vertical  line, 
there  was  a  great  chiming  of  bells, 
and  that  a  moveable  body  issued 
at  great  rapidity  from  the  build- 
ing. Some  knowledge  of  mechanics 
would  lead  to  the  conclusion  that 
the  hands  of  the  dial  operated  as  a 
detent,  and  that  on  their  co- 
incidence the  moveable  body  (the 
train)  was  detached,  and  at  the 
same  time  rang  the  mid-day  chimes. 
Further  observation,  however,  con- 
vinced a  fresh  observer  that  there 
was  no  organic  connection  between 
the  train  and  the  clock,  or  the 
train  and  the  carillon  of  the  neigh- 
bouring church.  Lunar  opinion, 
on  this,  surges  back,  and  declares 
that  the  original  observation  was 
in  fault ;  that  the  relative  position 
of  the  hands  has  nothing  to  do 
with  the  escape  of  the  tram,  and 
that  a  mere  casual  coincidence  has 
been  strained  into  a  hypothetical 
law.     It  is  only  the  third,   and 


824 


Lost  Elements  of  Ancient  Lore,  [September 


ultimate,  state  of  the  theory', 
which  points  out  that,  although 
there  is  no  organic  connection, 
there  is,  nevertheless,  a  true  con- 
nection ;  that  the  real  law  that 
underlies  all  the  three  movements 
is  the  same;  but  that  it  is  the 
apparent  position  of  the  sun,  or 
the  actual  condition  of  the  rotation 
of  the  earth,  which  (measured  by 
what  is  called  mean  time)  regu- 
lates alike  the  hands  of  the  clock, 
the  ringing  of  the  cariUon,  and 
the  starting  of  the  mid-day  train. 

It  may  bo  very  strongly  sus- 
pofted  that  whenever  tlie  explana- 
tion prepare<l  for  a  hitch,  or  a 
hiatus,  in  some  otherwise  sjnnme- 
trical  theory  is  made  to  depend  on 
the  folly,  the  ignorance,  the  blind- 
ness, the  prejudice,  thesiiperstition, 
or  some  other  evil  quality  of  our 
ancestors  or  predecessors,  the 
explainers  are  in  the  second  of  the 
three  stages  above  indicated.  So 
simple,  and  for  the  moment  so 
satisfactory,  is  this  manner  of  ac- 
counting for  the  refractory  residual 
phenomenon  whicli  refuses  to  lend 
itself  to  the  new  theory,  that  it  is 
little  wonder  that  it  is  the  favourite 
resort  of  those  who  care  more  for 
the  establishment  of  their  own 
views,  or  their  own  authority,  than 
for  the  impersonal  cause  and 
divine  progress  of  truth. 

By  no  class  of  persons  is  the 
transparent  fallacy  of  rejecting  any 
residual  phenomena  inconsistent 
witli  their  own  hypothesis,  on  the 
folly  or  the  malignity  of  their 
opponents  (that  is  to  say,  of  the 
overwhelming  majority  of  man- 
kind), so  fi'eely  and  universally 
adopted  as  by  the  polemic,  or 
theological  disputant.  With  most 
of  these  persons,  indeed,  the  future 
inlet  of  that  truth  which  may 
dawn  from  the  study  of  what  they 
have  neelected,  is  studiously  and 
systematically  dammed  out,  to  the 
very  utmost  extent  of  their  power. 
Not  only  they,  and  they  alone,  are 


the  recipients  and  disj^ensers  of 
the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and 
notliing  but  the  truth,  but  theirs  is- 
the  truth  as  it  was  in  the  begin- 
ning— that  is  to  say,  6,000  years 
ago — is  now,  and  ever  shall  be, 
incorrigible,  immutable,  total,  cen- 
tral. Tlie  onlv  drawback  to  this 
position  is  the  utter  want  of 
imanimity  in  those  who  sustain  it. 
On  so  many  momitain  toj^s  of  a 
lengthened  chain  there  is  only 
one  that  is  the  sunmiit.  Each 
climber  proclaims  that  his  is  that 
one,  and  that  all  the  others  are,, 
in  fact,  not  hiUs,  but  holes.  Each 
j)olemic  so  utterly  condemns  all 
the  others,  be  tlieir  divergencies 
great  or  small,  that  there  is  but 
one  2>oint  on  which  they  all  agi-ee, 
and  that  is  in  the  condemnation  of 
the  inquirer  who  should  dare  to 
apply  to  religious  questions  the 
metliod  which  has  proved  most 
fruitful  in  2)roducing  all  the  posi- 
tive knowledge  yet  acquired  by 
man,  namely,  that  of  comparative 
analysis.  The  Christian  has  hopes 
of  gaining  the  heathen;  the  Parsee 
may  hope  to  con\4nce  the  Jew; 
the  Churchman  may  even  admit 
that  by  some  inscrutable  mystery 
of  Divine  sovereignty  the  Dissenter 
ma}'  get  to  Heaven — but  all  will 
agree  in  stonine  the  philosophic 
inquirer  who  talks  of  comparative 
theolog)',  or  of  an  analysis  of  the 
pui-port,  the  historj-,  and  the  origin 
of  hiunan  creeds.  It  is  to  be  feared, 
therefore,  that  the  positive  stage 
of  religion  is  yet  at  some  distance. 
This  intolerance  of  the  obscure, 
or  the  intellectiially  inconvenient, 
is  extended  to  many  of  those 
beliefs,  habits,  studies,  theories, 
and  even  instincts,  which,  in  past 
times,  have  fimiished  the  chief 
motive  or  controlling  elements  of 
human  life.  It  may  hereafter  be 
regarded  as  not  the  least  signal 
mark  of  the  barbarism  of  the 
nineteenth  centurj-  that  men  who 
were  the  leaders  of  thought  should 
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have  looked  one  another  ^'avely 
in  the  face  while  they  ascribed 
those  incidents  in  ancient  history 
which  they  failed  to  comprehend, 
•or  which  jarred  with  their  hypo- 
theses, to  the  ij^norance  and  stupi- 
dity, not  of  themselves,  but  of  the 
^ancients.  That  in  respect  of  many 
of  those  phases  of  thought  the  due 
•comprehension  of  which  is  of  the 
utmost  importance  for  the  pliiloso- 
phic  history  of  mankind,  we  are 
now  in  the  second,  or  destructive, 
rstage  of  knowledge,  there  can  be 
no  dispute.  It  may  be  the  case 
vthat  suc]i  a  stage  is,  in  itself, 
an  advance  on  that  wliich  it  has 
displaced.  If  we  believe  that  the 
•change  of  human  opinion  follows 
a  law  of  secidar  and  ceitain  pro- 
.gress,  we  must  at  least  admit  that, 
as  with  the  planets  themselves, 
the  movement  of  certain  elements 
•of  thought  appears  at  times  to  be 
retrograde. 

With  regaixl  to  the  change  of 
opinion  which  has  already  taken 
place,  since  the  dawn  of  literature, 
with  regard  to  the  gi'oup  of  sub- 
jects of  which  wo  speak,  it  must 
be  borne  in  mind  that  in  the 
general  advance  of  human  know- 
ledge it  is  impossible  for  any 
special  branch  of  study  to  remain 
unaltered.  That  advance  may  be 
:8aid  to  come  under  the  terms  of 
the  same  general  law  that  appears 
to  have  regidated  the  succession  of 
the  palfeontological  series  of 
animal  forms,  in  time.  It  is 
the  increase  in  specialisation  of 
function,  accompanying,  as  is  na- 
tural, the  increase  in  the  number 
•of  specific  f  onns.  The  cartilaginous 
tyrants  of  the  stormy  seas  of  the  old 
red  sandstone  epoch  liad  the  abode 
of  a  fish,  the  armour  of  a  txirtle  or 
of  a  crocodile,  a  respiration  of  almost 
or  altogether  an  amphibious  cha- 
racter, and  a  general  structure 
•containing  such  elements  for 
development,  that  portions  of  the 
anatomy  of    bird,   beast,  reptile, 


and  fish  may  be  thought  to  be 
fore-shadowed  in  the  more  general 
and    less     special     structure     of 
the    gristly    predecessors  of    the 
existing  sharks  and  rays.      In  the 
same     manner,    what   was    once 
the      general      mathematics,     or 
mathesis,  of  the  philosopher — the 
simi  of  human  learning,  which  Plato 
or  Aristotle  thought  it    not    too 
much  to   attempt    to  grasp,   and 
which  even  so  late  as  the  time   of 
Leonardo  da  Vinci  was  well-nigh 
mastered  by  one  individual — has 
undergone  a  process  of  develop- 
ment,    of    ramification,     and    of 
specialisation,   which    has  so  far 
extended  that  it  would  now   be 
thought  a  mark  of  inferior,  rather 
than    of  superior  culture  for  any 
man  to  profess  with  Bacon  that 
he    had    ''taken    all    knowledge 
for     his    portion."    In    this     in- 
creasing specialisation,  the   more 
obscure   paits   of  human    know- 
ledge,    the     studies    that     were 
matters  of  difficulty  and  hesitation 
even  to  the  piercing  intelligence  of 
Aristotle;  and  the  vast  gi*oup  of 
imaginative    broodings   in  wnich 
poetry,    rather    than    science,    is 
wont  to  delight,  are  left  to  a  great 
extent   stranded.      They   are   out 
of    their   element    in    the    fierce, 
vidgar  light  that  beats  on  all  dis- 
sected thought.      They  have  not 
yet  met  wilh  their  Newton,  their 
Dalton,    or    their    Cuvier.      That 
they    shoidd,    therefore,   be    cast 
aside   in   the    impatient    rush   of 
those  who  think  that  what  is  yet 
unknown  is  also  unknowable,  is 
more  natural  than  creditable.    But, 
to  take  one  instance  out  of  many, 
while  it  is  a  ^in  to  civilisation 
to  have   passed  from  the  fear  of 
sorcery  entertained  in  the  time  of 
James  the  First,  in  England,  or  at 
the  period  of  the  witch-persecution 
at  Salem,  to  the  more  frigid  atmo- 
sphere of  modem  incredulity,  it  is 
not  so  sure  that  our  knowledge  of 
human  nature  is  more  profoxmd 


826 


LoBt  JSlementa  of  Ancient  Lore.  [September 


tuider  the  latter  than  under  the 
former  creed.    We  have  evidence 
— we  think  undeniable  evidence— of 
the  fact  of  certain  abnormal  distur- 
bances which  from  time  to   time 
have  vexed  humanity,    recurring 
with  waves  or  beats,  or  sweeping 
over  communities   with    epidemic 
suddenness  and  force.  To  attribute 
them  to  evH  spirits  was,  we  are 
perhaps    justified    in  saying,    an 
im warranted    assumption.      Still, 
whether  true   or   fcuse,    whether 
well  or  ill  founded,  it  was  an  in- 
telligible hjTwthesis ;  in  harmony 
with  the  religious    and   philoso- 
phical views  of  the  time.     Since 
then,  the  ensemble  of  these  views 
has       greatly      changed.        The 
simple    and    assumed     explana- 
tion    is     no     longer    apparently 
self-evident    to    general    opinion. 
Medicine  and  anatomy  have  shed  a 
little,  although  a  very  little,  light  on 
the  sujbject.    This  phenomenon,  as 
a  part  of  the  history  of  opinion,  at 
all  events,  is  iust  in  that  state  of 
obscurity     which     promises    the 
greatest  advantage  &om  its  reduc- 
tion to  scientific  exactitude.  When 
at  this  critical    stage  the  whole 
group  of  extraordinary  facts  are 
simply  referred  to  the  folly  and 
superstition  of  the  actors,  or  to  the 
existence  of  dominant  ideas,  it  is 
doubtful  whether  such  an  explana- 
tion is  not  at   once   more     igno- 
rant,  more    conceited,    and  more 
thoroughly  a  piece  of  obscurantism, 
than  the  hasty  generalisation  that 
attributed  them  to  the  agency  of 
the  Devil. 

If  we  glance  at  the  transforma- 
tion, which  has  been  efltected  in 
the  mosl  normal  and  thoroughly 
scientific  node,  in  one  of  the  most 
important  of  the  occult  sciences  of 
the  Middle  Ages,  we  shall  be  struck 
with  the  fact  that  the  last  word  of 
alchemy  has  not  yet  been  said. 
Few  events  in  the  growth  and 
development  of  the  study  of  man- 
kind, and  thus  of  the  human  mind 


itself,  have  been  more  full  both  of 
light  and  of  promise,  than  the  birth 
of    scientific  chemistry    from  the 
alembic    of  the    alchemist.     The 
change  has   been  one  of  method 
rather  than  of    aim.     It  is  not^ 
indeed,  for    the  discovery  of  an 
agent  which  shall    turn  lead  to 
gold,   or  for  that  of  a  universal 
medicine,   that  the   chemist   now 
seeks.      A    more    lucrative    and 
durable  source  of  wealth,  however, 
has    already    resulted    from    his 
labours ;    scarcely   commenced  as 
they  may  be  thought  to  be,  in 
view  of  the  ffreat  field  of  the  un- 
known.    Ana  although  the  daily 
cares  and  anxiety  of  therapeutic 
practice  absorb  time  which  might, 
with  immense  benefit  to  mankmd, 
be    legitimately  devoted     to  the 
systematic  investigation  of  specific 
remedies,  there  is  no  doubt  that 
medical  chemistry  is  making  rapid 
strides.       The  discovery  of  anaes- 
thetic applications  alone  is  one  that 
Baymond  Lully  would  have  con- 
sidered an  ample  reward  for  the 
toil  of  many  a  life.    The  appli- 
cation to  chemical  research  of  (iireci 
measurements  of  weight  and  bulk, 
and  the  discovery  of  the  converti- 
bility of  heat,  motion,  and  other 
physical  and  chemical  forces,  has 
given  a  certitude  and  precision  to 
the  investigation  of  the  intimate 
nature  of  matter,  which  was  not 
to  be   expected  from  appeals  to 
Sandalphon,  or  any  use  of  magical 
formula.     There  is  no  doubt  that 
the  chemist  has  got,  so  to  speak, 
more  into  the  secret  of  material 
existence,  than  the  alchemist  could 
ever  hope  to  do.     He    has  been 
able   to   apply,  with   a  precision 
gained    by    positive     experience, 
those  doses  of  heat,  from  the  ten- 
tative administration  of  which  the 
alchemist  expected  so  much.     He 
has,  as  far  as  the  science  has  now 
advanced,    greatly    extended   the 
list  of  what  are  regarded  as  simple 
elements.     But  he  has  not  only 
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ascertained  that  every  such  element 
(either  alone  or  in'  combination 
with  others)  may  exist  in  each  of 
the  six  distinct  physical  forms  of 
gem,  metal,  earth,  electuary, 
liquid,  and  gas — ^the  dose  of  heat 
present  being  apparently  the  con- 
trolling cause  of  the  physical 
condition — ^but  he  has  also  dis- 
covered those  rare  and  curious 
phenomena  of  allotropism,  as  in 
the  case  of  sulphur,  of  phos- 
phorous, and  even  of  oxygen, 
which  effect  in  very  truth  trans- 
formations of  physical  character- 
istics of  the  nature  dreamed  of 
by  the  alchemist. 

Although  the  recent  progress  of 
chemistry  has  been  in  the  direction 
of  increasing  the  number  of  the 
bodies  which  still  rank  as  in- 
dependent piimaiy  elements,  it  is 
no  longer  considered  to  be  a  mark 
of  ignorance  to  hold  that  we  may  be 
on  our  course  towards  a  far  grander 
and  more  genuine  couception  of  the 
intimate  nature  of  matter.  The 
anticipations  of  the  alchemist  were 
those  of  the  infant  in  science. 
Those  of  the  chemist  of  to-day  are 
those  of  the  sclioolboy.  The 
latest  investigations  of  the  nature 
of  force,  the  influence  and  power 
of  heat,  and  the  effect  of  the  com- 
bination of  heat  Avith  matter,  are 
suggestions  of  a  philosopliical 
theory  that  shall  co-ordinate  all 
phenomena  appreciable  by  the 
human  senses,  with  those  ac- 
tivities which  are  only  cognisable 
(by  man)  by  their  effects. 

If  we  recall,  in  a  few  words, 
what  we  know  of  the  nature  of 
matter,  we  shall  take  a  step  to- 
wards the  unknown  by  the  mere 
fact  of  philosophic  arrangement  of 
our  knowledge.  We  take  cog- 
nisance of  matter  in  three  distinct 
modes.  The  minutest  detail  which 
we  can  grasp  is  that  of  the  chemical 
equivalents.  In  regarding  this 
elemental  form  of  matter,  we  find 
that  certain  laws    of    proportion 


define  the  mode  in  which  each 
element  combines  with  any  other 
element;  and  that  a  certain 
order  of  preference,  or  measure 
of  intensity  in  disposition  to  com- 
bine, regulaies  the  relation  of  each 
to  every  other  form  of  material 
existence. 

These  chemical  preferences,  or 
affinities,  however,  are  molecular 
in  theii  action,  and  are  displayed 
only  at  insensible  distances.  When 
we  examine  matter  in  bulk,  and 
as  divided  by  sensible  distances 
from  other  matter,  we  find  our- 
selves in  the  presence  of  a  law  of 
at  once  the  utmost  simplicity  and 
the  utmost  comprehensiveness. 
This  law  was  discovered  and  stated 
by  Newton  in  its  phenomenal 
rather  than  in  its  essential  aspect. 
He  first  proved,  by  the  application 
of  the  principles  of  geometry  to 
the  movements  of  the  heavenly 
bodies,  that  gravitation  was  a 
universal  force,  the  effect  of  which 
was  in  the  inverse  ratio  of  the 
squares  of  the  distances  separating 
bodies  gravitating  towards  one 
another.  The  more  subtle  essence 
of  this  mysterious  power  is,  that 
its  nature  is  universal,  unbounded, 
and  illimitable  by  distance ;  for  it 
is  only  such  a  power  that  can 
produce  the  phenomena  of 
mensurable  influence,  or  attrac- 
tion, as  we  know  them  to  exist. 
Supposing  a  body  of  any  size,  from 
an  atom  of  hydrogen  to  a  ton, 
to  possess  weight,  that  is  to 
say,  an  attractive  energy,  ra- 
diating from,  or  converging  to,  it 
in  every  direction,  the  portion  of 
such  attraction  that  woidd  affect, 
or  be  affected  by,  any  other  body 
will  always  be  in  exact  inverse 
proportion  to  the  square  of  the 
distance  between  the  two.  It 
is  not  that  at  the  distance  of  100 
yards  the  first  body  has  less 
attractive  power  to  all  natural 
bodies  than  at  a  distance  of  one 
yard ;  but  it  is  the  case  that  at 
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til?  longer  distaace  only  one  ten- 
thousandth  part  of  that  attractive 
force  is  present  in  a  given  area, 
US  compared  with  the  same  area 
on  the  surface  of  a  sphere  of  one 
,yard  radius.  General  gravitation, 
then,  is  the  resultant  of  the  attrac- 
tions of  each  body  to  all  other  pon- 
dnrable  bodies  in  the  universe. 
This  resultant  depends,  indeed,  on 
the  relative  positions;  but  the  force 
itself  is  utterly  without  any  bound 
or  limit,  except  that  of  acting  in  a 
straight  line.  If  we  say,  further, 
th^t  this  force  is  the  resultant  of 
all  the  chemical  affinities  of  the 
body  in  question  to  all  other 
bodies,  we  have  to  limit  the  state- 
ment by  the  absence  of  any  due 
determination  of  the  point  where 
chemical,  is  replaced  by  physical, 
attraction. 

The  third  state  or  form  of  mat- 
ter, as  cognisable  by  our  senses,  is 
that  referred  to  in  a  former  paper, 
namely,  that  which  presents  a 
special  behaviour  under  the  in- 
fluence of  life. 

It  may  be  seen  from  the  above 
sketch,  that  while  science  has  made 
the  most  triumphant  advance  by 
the  application  of  exact  method  to 
chemiciEd  investigation,  there  is  yet 
80  much  that  we  have  utterly 
failed  to  reduce  to  aw,  to  co-or- 
dinate, or  even  to  define,  in  the 
relations  of  matter  to  matter,  of 
matter  to  heat  and  motion,  and  of 
matter  to  the  phenomena  of  life, 
that  a  lofty  and  profound  disdain 
for  the  labours  of  those  patient  pio- 
neers of  chemistry,  the  alchemists, 
can  be  only  felt  by  those  who  are  as 
yet  far  from  having  reached  either 
the  moral  or  the  intellectual  level 
of  some  of  these  great  gropers 
after  truth. 

While  chemistry  must  thus  speak 
with  due  reverence  of  her  decrepid 
but  venerable  parent,  the  dis- 
coveries of  the  chemist  tend  to 
shew  that  there  was  a  dim  per- 
ception of  natural  law  adumora- 


ted  in  the  magical  study  of  the 
Cabbala.  Two  distinct  ideas  under- 
lay this  ancient  and  obscure  theory. 
Ot*  these,  that  which  attributed  cdl 
the  phenomena  of  nature  to  the 
agency  of  spiritual  Powers,  and 
which  sought,  by  the  aid  of  spells, 
charms,  and  periapts,  and  es- 
pecially 1)}'  tlie  invocation  of  the 
Shemhamphorash,  orDivineName, 
to  command  the  obedience  of  such 
Powers,  must  be  regarded  as  one  of 
the  most  fruitless  and  unsatisfactory 
pursuits  in  which  men  of  high 
capacities  have  long  stumbled 
in  the  dark.  But  in  the  idea 
which  underlies  that  form  of 
Cabbala  known  as  gheniatria, 
there  is  something  like  an  antici- 
pation of  the  doctrine  of  chemical 
equivalents.  The  idea  that  Gk)d 
made  all  things  by  number,  by 
weight,  and  hy  measure,  is  the 
most  splendid  forecast  of  exact 
science  that  is  recoitled  in  the 
history  of  the  human  mind.  It  is 
true  that  in  the  pui^sait  of  the 
nonnal  or  controlling  numbers, 
the  ancient  Cabbalists  (like  the 
Italians  of  the  present  day  in  their 
constant  calculations  of  chances  for 
the  lottery)  were  working  blindly, 
empirically,  and  unprofitably.  But 
the  extraordinary  importance  of 
direct  numeric  relations,  which 
analytic  chemistry  has  shewn  to 
exist  in  elementary  combinations, 
was  fore-shadowed,  if  not  foreseen, 
by  the  Cabbala.  And  the  mode  in 
which  men  of  deep  thought,  al- 
though not  armed  with  exact 
method,  pursued  in  old  times  the 
study  of  numeric  relations,  is  more 
worthy  of  profound  respect  than  of 
shallow  stom. 

The  modern  triumphs  of  astro- 
nomy have  sliown  that  phenomena 
which  first  were  regarded  as  purely 
capricious,  or,  as  we  should  now 
say,  supernatural,  and  which  next 
were  investigated  under  an  ever 
more  and  more  intricate  theory  of 
cyclical  movement,     are    in   fact 


1877.] 


Lost  Elements  of  Ancient  Love. 


329 


^governed  by,  or  at  least  connected 
with,  uumenc  relations  of  the  most 
subtle  and  exact  nature.  The  vast 
horology  of  the  solar  system  is 
regulated  by  exact  laws,  which 
the  human  intellect,  from  the  time 
of  Kepler  to  that  of  Adams  and 
Levenier,  is  only  slowly  and  ten- 
tatively unfolding.  It  is  indubit- 
able that  it  was  the  ancient  belief 
that  the  order  of  human  events 
was  prefigured  or  disposed  by  the 
«tarSy  wliich  has  led  to  that  long 
and  patient  study  of  the  planetary 
movements  to  which  we  owe,  in 
the  first  instance,  not  only  our 
formal,  but  our  physical,  astronomy. 
It  is  true  that  a  broad  and  trench- 
ant line  must  be  drawn  between 
modern  astronomy,  one  of  the 
most  cei*tain  of  the  exact  sciences, 
and  ancient  astrology,  more  espe- 
cially as  viewed  in  the  grotesque 
garb  in  which  it  is  represented  by 
those  extremely  ignorant  pereons 
who  now  sell,  by  tens  of  thousands, 
tlioir  astrological  almanacks.  But 
what  we  wish  to  suggest  is  that 
after  we  have  discarded  tlie  idea 
tliat  Mars,  or  Venus,  or  Saturn, 
directs  or  compels  human  a(;tion 
— which  is  the  language  of 
quackery, — *  and  after  we  have 
exhausted  the  mathematical  inves- 
tigation of  the  theory  of  the 
planetaiy  motion — which  is  the 
province  of  positive  sc^ience,— 
there  is  reason  to  suspect  the 
existence  of  residual  phenomena, 
wliich  cannot  safely  be  neglected 
by  the  philosopher. 

To  a  certain  extent  we  all  admit 
the  fact  of  the  regidation  of  human 
movements  by  the  motions  of  the 
heavenly  bodies.  But  it  is  note- 
worthy that  one  residt  of  the 
advance  of  civilisation  is  to  deaden 


the  sense  entertained  by  man  of 
the  importance  of  times  and  sea- 
sons. To  the  dwellers  in  great 
cities,  summer  and  winter  are 
cliiefly  known  by  the  difference  of 
temperature.  The  length  of  the 
day,  and  the  division  of  day  and 
night,  are  disguised  by  the  arti- 
ficial light  with  which  houses  and 
streets  are  so  abimdantly  supplied. 
The  occurrent  phases  of  the  moon, 
whicli,  to  the  dwellers  in  sparsely- 
peopled  country  districts,  make  so 
much  difference  that  almost  all  the 
great  annual  feasts  of  antiquity 
were  held  at  the  full  of  this  phmot, 
are  almost  unperceived  by  the  pale 
citizen.  Civilisation  so  veils  the 
most  obvious  of  the  i)lanetary  phe- 
nomena (in  so  far  as  they  may 
naturally  regulate  human  actions, 
and  conduce  to  the  repetition  of 
similar  events  on  recurrent  anni- 
versaries) that  it  is  little  wonder 
if  the  lustre  of  the  morning  or  of 
the  evening  star  fails  to  speak  to 
the  imagination,  and  if  tlie  radiance 
of  the  more  distant  exterior  planets 
be  absolutely  ignored.  To  the 
Greek,  wJio  held  his  Olympic 
games  at  the  full  moon  falling 
in  Cancer;  to  the  Jew,  who  held 
liis  Passover  at  tlie  full  moon 
falling  in  Aries,  the  idea  of 
stellar  indications  of  times,  of 
seasons,  and  of  cycles  had  a 
natural  consistency  with  his  habi- 
tual ideas.  But  such  woidd  never 
be  tlie  case  Avith  the  dweller  in 
London  or  in  Paris. 

Thus  again,  celestial  phenomena^ 
which  now  are  chiefly  regarded  as 
occasions  f<ir  measuring  the  velo- 
city of  light,  or  for  investigating 
the  nature  of  the  photosphere  of 
the  sun,  had  at  times  a  definite 
effect  upon  human  actions,  which 


*  ''  The  error  of  confounding  these  two  branches  of  the  science — natiFities,  in 
which  the  planetd  are  causet  (under  Ood)  of  events,  and  horary  questions,  in 
which  they  are  only  signs  of  events,  has  been  the  chief  means  of  bringing  this 
sublime  science  into  disreputd.**  This  is  the  dictum  of  a  writer  who  de- 
termines the  distance  of  the  earth  from  the  sun  as  360,000  miles  I 
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it  is  possible  easily  to  trace. 
Especially  was  this  the  case  with 
eclipses.  These  phenomena  were 
regarded  as  portents ;  and  although 
the  observations  made  by  Chaldean 
a8trr)nomers  for  1,900  years,  which 
perished  (except  the  few  that  are 
quoted  in  the  Almagest)  in  the 
burning  of  the  Library  of  Alexan- 
dria, had  enabled  the  early 
astronomers  to  fix  that  yaluable 
recurrent  cycle,  the  Saros,  or 
eclipse  cycle;  yet  whether  astro- 
nomically predicted  or  not,  the 
oocasion  of  an  eclipse  was  never 
regarded  as  a  slight  or  unimportant 
matter.  All  ancient  literature, 
sacred  as  well  as  profane,  speaks 
with  awe  of  the  failing  of  the 
sun,  and  of  the  blood-red  hue  of 
the  eclipsed  moon.  Again,  the 
visible  conjunctions  or  separations 
of  the  bright  planets  that  have 
orbits  of  approximately  two,  twelve, 
and  tliirty  years ;  measured  epochs 
of  himian  life  and  would  be 
naturally  regarded  with  an  eager 
curiosity  very  cognate  to  super- 
stition. The  dweller  in  cities, 
under  the  stormy  skies  of  Western 
Europe,  has  little  inducement  to 
bend  his  eyes  to  the  starry  heavens 
witli  that  nightly,  reverent,  and 
inquiring  gaze  that  was  natural  to 
a  Syrian  shepherd  or  an  Egyptian 
or  Indian  astronomer. 

The  lesson  that  I  wish  to  draw 
from  a  glance  at  the  change  of 
aspect  under  which  mechanical, 
chemical,  and  astronomical  pheno- 
mena are  now  regarded,  as  con- 
trasted with  the  less  exact  views 
of  the  earliest  labourers  in  these 
provinces  of  science,  is  this.  We 
have  improved  to  a  very  great 
extent  in  accuracy  of  observation. 
Our  instruments  are  more  perfect ; 
our  sense  of  the  need  of  minute 
accuracy  is  intensified ;  our  records 
are  more  systematic.  Thus  the 
science  of  observation  itself  has 
grown;  the  wealth  of  recorded 
bservations      has     prodigiously 


increased  ;  and  that  compact  body 
of  science  which  is  the  sum  and 
the  result  of  definite  observations- 
has  attained  great  and  brilliant 
promise.  This,  however,  has  been 
accompanied  by  the  habitual 
neglect  of  certain  residual  pheno- 
mena as  to  which  exact  observation, 
is  more  difficult.  In  the  early  stage 
of  discovery,  when  all  observation, 
was  imperfect,  these  obscure 
phenomena  were  regarded  as 
subjects  of  theory  no  less  essential 
than  the  simpler  facts.  It  is  possible 
that  they  were  thus  obscured. 
But  on  the  other  hand,  it  is  im- 
possible that  theory  should  b© 
exhaustively  wrought  out  while 
any  result  of  elementary  observa- 
tion is  neglected.  What  is  re- 
quired for  the  co-ordination  of 
science  and  of  philosophy,  is  the 
devotion  of  an  adequate  amount 
of  patient  attention  to  what  ia 
obscure,  no  less  than  to  what  is 
patent. 

The  element  to  which  we  chiefly 
refer,  in  the  ancient  studies  of 
alchemy  and  of  astrology,  which 
has  been,  if  not  entirely  lost  sight 
of,  yet  viewed  from  such  a  dif- 
ferent stand-point  as  to  be  alto- 
gether transformed  in  its  assumed 
character,  is  that  of  number.  We 
have  seen,  indeed,  tliat  a  series  of 
numeric  relations  has  been  detected 
by  analytic  chemists,  which  are  at 
once  minute,  subtle,  and  immut- 
able. Wo  have  seen  also  that,  in 
its  purely  arithmetical  part,  modera 
astronomy  has  attained  an  exacti- 
tude unknown  to  Ptolemy,  whose 
clearest  calculation  is  expressed  in 
Chaldean  scrupules,  each  of  which 
contains  18  seconds.  But  we 
refer  to  something  less  obvious, 
although  possibly  not  less  real, 
than  these  simple  arithmetical 
relations.  It  is  something  which, 
there  can  be  little  doubt,  was 
incorrectly  appreciated  by  ancient 
science ;  but  the  entire  neglect  of 
which  by  the  science  of  our  own 
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day  may  prove  not  to  be  less  fatal 
to  a  complete  philosophic  theory. 
Nmnber,  by  some  of  the  cabbalistic 
teachers,  was  regarded  with  the 
same  misdirected  reverence  that 
we  have  seen  that  some  astrologers 
exhibit  towards  the  planets.  It 
has  been  regarded  as  a  cause, 
rather  than  as  a  sign ;  as  a  ruling 
principle,  which  produces  certain 
action ;  and  not  as  a  species  of 
horological  indication,  necessary 
for  the  guidance  of  the  unnum- 
bered combinations  which  result 
in  historic  events. 

It  is  certain  that  the  course  of 
human  history  either  is,  or  is  not, 
prepared,  designed,  and  over-ruled 
by  superhuman  power.  As  to 
which  view  of  the  case  may  present, 
and  which  (if  either)  avoid,  an 
accumulation  of  insuperable  diffi- 
culties, we  are  not  about  now  to 
inquire.  If,  as  matter  of  hypothesis, 
we  assume  for  a  moment  the  affir- 
matiye  view,  it  is  certain  that  some 
method  must  be  adopted  for  har- 
monising the  action  of  the  various 
agents,  in  point  of  time.  Thus 
the  sudden  deaths  of  Bishop  Wil- 
berforce,  of  Sir  Robert  Peel,  and  of 
King  William  the  Third,  each 
arising  from  the  stumble  of  the 
horse  which  bore  each  of  these 
personages,  were  events  of  some 
considerable  influence  on  the  course 
of  the  ecclesiastical,  the  parlia- 
mentary, and  the  general  adminis- 
trative course  of  English  history. 
We  omit,  for  the  present,  the 
theory  of  **  chance,"  which,  more- 
over, throws  no  light  whatever  on 
the  subject  of  inquiry.  But  if  each, 
or  either,  of  those  events  took  its 
place  in  the  working  out  of  a  plan, 
system,  or  order  of  direction,  minor 
agencies  must  have  been  so  con- 
trolled as  to  induce  the  occurrences. 
The  mole  (if  we  take  the  tradition, 
and  very  possibly  erroneous  tradi- 
tion, as  our  guide)  must  by 
some  means  have  been  guided  to 
throw    up    his    little    crater    in 


the  spot  on  which  the  horse 
was  to  tread.  Something,  at 
all  events,  in  each  case  must 
have  occurred  in  order  to  cause  the 
horse  to  stumble,  and  thus  to  re- 
move the  rider  from  the  scene  in 
which  he  was  so  busy  and  impor- 
tant an  actor.  If,  then,  there  be 
any  consensus  iu  the  preparation 
of  events,  some  horology, 
more  complex  than  that  of  the 
diurnal  revolutions  of  the  earth 
must  exist  in  order  to  regulate 
the  concurrence  of  distinct  actions 
so  as  to  effect  the  designed 
combination.  It  is  the  indica- 
tions of  such  a  horology 
that  Claudius  Ptolemy  and  ma 
fellows  sought  to  read  in  the 
planetary  motions,  and  that  the 
prof  ounder  students  of  the  Cabbala 
sought  to  arrive  at  by  the  theory 
of  ghematria,  or  other  means  of 
what  may  be  called  magical  ana- 
lysis. 

It  is  clear  that  it  will  be  more 
easy  to  investigate  a  question 
of  this  nature  if  we  confine  oup 
search,  in  the  first  instance,  to  the 
occurrence  of  marked  and  significant 
events.  If  it  prove  to  be  the  case 
that  numeric  relations,  or  indica- 
tions, may  be  detected  by  exact 
chronological  study,  not  referring 
to  a  single  age,  state,  or  people, 
but  binding  together  the  outlmea 
of  history  in  orderly  cycles,  it  will 
at  least  be  certain  that  there  is  a 
something  in  numeric  relations 
which  is  not  generally  understood, 
but  which  is  not  on  that  account  to 
be  undervalued.  We  are  pre- 
pared to  substantiate  the  existence 
of  phenomena  of  this  nature,  of  re- 
markable importance  and  exac- 
titude. But  before  doing  so  it 
will  be  proper  to  indicate  the  source 
from  which  the  primary  principles 
that  underlie  this  species  of  nume* 
ric  cabbala  have  been  obtained,  or 
at  least  handed  down  to  publio 
knowledge  in  our  own  incredulous 
days. 
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Witli  almost  a  single  famous 
•exception,  the  whole  of  the  exact 
numeric  predictions  of  the  pre- 
Christian  Hebrew  writers  are  those 
which  are  contained  in  the  Book 
of  Daniel,  in  which  they  are  both 
numerous  and  precise.  The  cha- 
racter of  this  book  has  been 
^•ossly  misrepresented  for  dog- 
matic purposes.  There  is  no 
literary  authority  for  the  position 
it  has  been  made  to  occupy  in  the 
Latin  Vidgate,  and  therefore  in 
the  English  Authorised  Version. 
It  forms  no  part  of  the  Hebrew 
•Canon  of  the  Books  of  the  Pro- 
l)hets,  which  are  in  all  eight ;  the 
twelve  minor  prophets  forming 
one  book.  **The  Jews,"  writes 
the  Dean  of  Canterbury,  *'a8 
might  have  been  exi)ected  from 
their  greater  knowledge  of  the 
«ubject,  do  not  regard  it  as  a  pro- 
phecy at  all."  In  Van  dor  Hooght's 
edition  of  the  Hebrew  Bible  the 
Book  of  Daniel  is  placed  between 
Esther  and  Ezra.  In  St.  Jerome's 
list  of  the  Hagiographa  it  is  placed 
^between  Canticles  and  Chronicles. 
In  the  Vatican  edition  of  the 
Sei)tuaginc  it  occurs  last  of  all  the 
•canonical  books,  exoept  I.  and  II. 
Maccabees;  Tobit,  Judith,  and 
all  the  books  now  usually  called 
A2>ocryj)hal,  with  the  exception  of 
I.  aud  II.  Esdras,  and  III.  Macca- 
bees (which  alone  are  termed  Zihri 
Apocryphi  in  this  version)  preceding 
it.  Of  the  comparatively  late  date 
of  the  book  few  ripe  scholars  have 
xiny  doubt.  As  it  comes  to  us,  it 
is  a  compilation.  Sixty-four  verses 
at  the  commencemeut,  sixty-seven 
verses  in  the  third  chapter,  and 
forty-two  at  the  end  of  the  book, 
exist  in  Greek  alone.  That  they 
were  oiiginally  written  in  that 
language  is  certain,  from  the  exist- 
ence in  them  of  Greek  pirns,  which 
are  untranslatable,  and  can  not 
have  been  translated  from  a  Semitic 
language.  S  ix  cha])ters  are  written 
in  Aramaic.     That  they  were  so 


written  originally  is  proved  by  the 
fact  that  some  of  the  Aramaic 
words  contained  in  them  are  trans- 
literated, not  translated,  in  the 
LXX.  Version.  But  this  Aramaic 
is  of  late  date.  In  the  very  first 
chapter  occurs  a  word  of  Pei-sian 
origin  and  Aryan  root,  which  could 
not  have  been  used  in  speaking  of 
the  Court  of  Babylon  until  uSter 
the  Persian  Conquest.  Not  only 
is  this  the  case,  but  two  distinct 
marks  of  date  are  to  be  found 
in  the  very  body  of  the  work. 
The  writer  betrays  an  absolute 
unacquaintance  with  the  history 
and  with  the  chronology  of  the 
period  in  which  he  lays  his  scene. 
He  refers  to  the  regnal  years  of 
mouarchs  whose  names,  if  not 
entirely  imaginary,  are  as  yet 
unidentified  by  the  historian. 
Nebuchadnezzar,  according  to  this 
book,  is  succeeded  by  his  son 
Belshazzar;  who  is  also  men* 
tioned  in  the  apocryphal  Book 
of  Baruch.  But  Nebuchadnezzar, 
according  to  the  Canon  of  Ptolemy, 
(with  which  the  liook  of  Kings 
exactly  agrees),  was  succeeded  by 
his  son  Evil  Merodach.  Of  the  very 
central  idea  of  the  Jewish  sojourn 
at  Babylon,  the  captivity  of  King 
Jehoiachin,  there  is  not  a  word  in 
the  Book  of  Daniel.  The  only 
Belshazzar  who  attained  the  royal 
dignity  in  Babylon  was  associated 
with  his  fathtu'  Nabouadius ;  in  the 
sixteenth  year  of  whose  reign,  24 
years  after  the  death  of  Nebu- 
chadnezzar, Cntus,  and  not  Darius 
the  Median,  took  Babylon.  Of  a 
Darius  who  reigned  before  C}tus, 
according  to  the  Book  of  Daniel, 
history  knows  nothing.  Darius 
the  son  of  Hystaspes,  the  first 
sovereign  of  the  name,  acceded  to 
the  throne  (after  the  death  of 
Cambyses  and  the  Magian  con- 
spiracy) 41  years  after  the  death 
of  Nebuchadnezzar,  and  67  years 
after  the  captivity-  of  King  Jeconiah. 
The  utter  confusion  of  the  dates  of 
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these  Kin^  contrasts  -very  strongly 
with  tlie  minute  references  to  the 
struggles  between  the  Egyptian 
and  Qrecian  Kings  that  occur  in 
the  eleventh  chapter,  which  forms 
a  part  of  the  third  or  Hebrew 
portion  of  the  book.  Any  claim 
which  might  here  be  made  to 
antiquity  on  the  score  of  the 
language  (critical  observations 
apart)  is  opposed  by  tlio  fact  that 
the  unintelligible  clirouology  of 
the  Aramaic  part  of  the  book  is 
scrupidously  followed  in  the 
Hebrew  portion.  In  addition  to 
these  considerations,  the  occur- 
rence of  an  account  put  in  the 
form  of  a  prediction,  Avhich  is 
minutely  exact  between  definite 
dates,  and  then  suddenly  becomes 
hopelessly  vague  (a  characteristic 
with  which  the  student  is  familiar 
in  many  modem  Homish  pi'ophe- 
cies),  can  hardly  be  doubted  to 
indicate  the  exact  time  of  the  com- 
position of  the  work  in  question. 
The  date  thus  arrived  at  is  b.c.  168. 
This  is  92  years  after  the  com- 
mencement of  the  LXX.  transla- 
tion of  the  Old  Testament :  a  fact 
that  goes  far  to  explain  the 
anomalous  condition  of  the  present 
tri-lingual  book. 

It  should  be  further  observed 
that  not  only  does  the  Book  of 
Daniel  form  no  part  of  the  Hebrew 
Canon  of  the  Prophets,  but  no 
claim  is  made  by  the  writer  to  the 
proi^hetic  function.  The  Avord  of 
the  Lord  is  not  appealed  to. 
Astrologers  and  enchanters  are 
placed  under  the  direction  of  the 
master  of  tlie  magicians,  Daniel ; 
and  the  Persian  doctrine  of  pro- 
tecting angels  underlies  all  the 
visionary  part  of  the  book.  Tliese 
remarks  are  necessary  as  an  intro- 
duction to  the  observation  that  the 
statement  with  which  the  ninth 
chapter  begins  is  a  direct  reference 
to  cabbalistic  theory — ^the  inquiry 
bySepherim  (or  *^understandingby 
books  "),  appealing  directly  to  the 


"thirty-two  hidden  ways  of  know- 
ledge" of  the  Cabbala. 

Thus  clearing  the  ground  as  to 
the  true  nature  of  the  niuneric  data 
of  the  Book  of  Daniel,  we  become 
able  to  recognise  the  cabbalistic 
law  whi(;h  underlies  them.  The 
ordinary  astrological  allotment 
of  a  year  for  every  degree  in 
the  annual  movement  of  the  sun^ 
is  combined  with  a  reference  to  the- 
special  dominant  number  of  the 
Hebrew  race,  that  of  the  ])liinet 
Saturn,  which  astrolog^cally  rules- 
them,  namely.  Seven.  As  the  sacred 
chronology  of  the  nation  was  di- 
vided into  weeks,  or  sevens,  of 
years,  and  weeks  of  weeks,  or- 
jubilees  (a  through  reckoning  of 
which  nature  can  be  traced  from 
the  Book  of  Genesis  to  the  dates- 
of  Sabbatic  years  g^ven  by  Jose- 
phus),  so  we  find  weeks  and  g^reat 
weeks  introduced  by  the  writer. 
The  coincidence  of  dates  thus- 
determined  with  the  usual  astro- 
logical reckoning  gives  the  great 
semi-period  of  1,260  years,  or  three- 
and  a  half  times  360 — ^the  sub- 
divisions of  which,  or  rather  of  the* 
whole  **  great  time"  of  2,520 years, 
fix  every  date  referred  to  by  the 
writer  as  future  to  his  time. 

That  the  immediate  object  of 
the  eleventh  and  twelfth  chap- 
ters of  this  book  was  to  encourage 
the  Jews  to  hope  for  the  restora- 
tion of  an  independent  principality, 
and  to  strengthen  the  hands  of 
Judas  Maccabrous  and  his  family 
in  the  great  national  struggle- 
which  they  had  inaugurated, 
students  of  all  shades  of  opinion 
may  agree.  It  has  hitherto  been 
an  inextricable  puzzle  to  apply  the 
periods  of  seven  weeks  ana  three- 
score and  two  weeks  to  the 
"making  to  cease  the  sacrifice 
and  daily  oblation ;"  an  event 
which  actually  took  place  in  the 
145th  year  *  of  the  Seleucidse, 
being  the  second  year  of  the 
28th  Jubilee  from    the    Exodus, 
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3.C.  168.  The  restoration  of  the 
Temple  service  occurred  three  years 
later,  in  the  fifth  year  of  the  Jewish 
week,  B.C.  163.  Judas  Maocabseus 
fell  three  years  after  the  death 
of  the  Grecising  High  Priest, 
Alcimus,  B.C.  157,  in  the  sixth  year 
of  the  week.  It  is  not,  therefore, 
evident  how  any  satisfactory  ap- 
plication of  the  numbers  given  in 
the  book  can  be  made  to  the 
events  of  that  Maccabcoan  struggle, 
on  the  intensity  of  which  the 
attention  of  the  writer  seems  to 
have  been  anxiously  bent. 

But  if  we  take  a  larger  range, 
we  find  not  only  a  group  of  co- 
incidences of  the  most  exact  and 
startling  description,  referring  to 
Jewish  history,  but  evidences  of  a 
skeleton  or  block  plan  which  ap- 
pears to  link  together  many  of  the 
most  famous  cycles,  eras,  and 
epochs  of  the  history  of  the  world. 
!m  fact,  these  wonderful  chapters 
may  be  thought  to  resemble  the 
work  of  an  astrological  or  cabbalis- 
tic student,  who  was  endeavouring 
to  apply  the  rules  of  a  science 
beyond  his  own  grasp,  to  unlock 
the  secret  of  contemporary  events ; 
and  who,  failing  in  so  doing,  yet 
left  on  record  enough  of  his  secret 
method  to  illumine  many  pages  of 
history,  when  read  by  iSie  light  of 
accurate  chronological  record.  The 
idea  may  seem  wild,  but  it  is  not 
an  imagination  or  a  theory — it  is 
a  simple  numeric  outcome  of  a 
careful  and  accurate  tabulation  of 
dates. 

Into  the  basis  of  this  tabulation 
it  is  not  necessary  at  this  moment 
to  enter.  For  aU  that  will  now  be 
brought  forward,  the  Julian  Period 
— or  any  arbitrary  method  of  dead 
reckoning^' that  avoids  the  division 
of  chronologic  sequence  by  a  central 
zero,  such  as  the  Christian  Era — 
would  be  applicable.  It  may, 
therefore,  simply  be  stated  that 
the  through  reckoning  employed 
by  the  writer  is  that  which   he 


considers  to  be  the  restoration  of 
the  dead  reckoning  employed  by 
the  writers  of  the  Old  Testament, 
the  elements  of  which  are  to  be 
recovered  from  the  text.  Accord- 
ing to  this  reckoning  the  Christian 
Era  so  falls  that  a.d.  1  coincides 
with  A.M.  4810,  and  the  Crucifixion 
took  place  a.m.  4839. 
According  to  this  mode  of  reckon- 
ing ( whichhas  in  no  way  been  taken 
from  the  Book  of  Daniel  itself),  a 
period  of  62  great  weeks  of  70 
years  from  the  zero  date  brings 
us  to  the  decade  4340-9;  at 
the  close  of  which,  a.m.  4349, 
being  the  sixth  year  of  the  reim  * 
of  Artaxerxes  Longimanus,  actually 
took  place,  according  to  the  Book 
of  Nehemiah,  **the  going  forth 
of  the  commandment  to  restore  and 
to  build  Jerusalem,"  which,  on  the 
first  day  of  the  subsequent  year, 
that  Jewish  Prince  set  forth  from 
Babylon  to  carry  out.  Add  seven 
weeks  of  70  years  each  to  this 
date,  or  490  years,  we  arrive  at 
4839,  the  date  of  the  Crucifixion. 

As  to  this  there  is  no  possibility 
of  error.  The  long  reckoning  may 
be  laid  aside,  without  interfering 
with  the  historic  fact  of  the  distance 
in  time  between  the  two  events. 
It  was,  according  to  the  Talmud, 
in  the  very  year  of  the  Crucifixion 
that  the  power  of  life  and  death, 
(for  offences  against  the  Jewish 
religion)  was  taken  by  the  Boman 
Procurator  from  the  Great  San- 
hedrin.  Within  40  years  the 
Boman  power  had  destroyed  the 
city  and  the  Sanctuary.  What  might 
have  been  the  event  if  a  national 
outburst,  inspired  by  the  unity  of 
purpose  and  the  scorn  of  death 
which  marked  the  great  struggle  for 
freedom  under  the  Maccabees,  had 
occurred  instead  of  the  Crucifixion, 
it  is  idle  now  to  inquire.  But  the 
last  claim  made  in  any  way  for 
the  establishment  on  the  Jewish 
throne  of  a  prince  of  the  House  of 
David    certainly   took    place  490 
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years  from  the  effort  made  hy 
Nehemiah.  to  restore  the  worship 
and  the  polity  of  Jerusalem. 

It  may  be  more  satisfactory,  in 
the  space  to  which  the  inquiry 
must  now  be  restricted,  to  refer  to 
«ome  of  the  most  striking  illustra- 
tions of  the  cyclical  dates  of  what 
is  called  profane  history  than  to 
-dwell  on  the  constant  recurrence  of 
numeric  relations  such  as  we  have 
indicated,  through  the  whole  course 
of  the  history  of  the  Jews.  Each 
great  nation,  in  early  times,  had 
its  distinct  and  special  system  of 
notation.  The  Jews,  as  we  have 
remarked,  reckoned  by  weeks  of 
yeai^s,  and  weeks  of  weeks.  Nor 
was  this  reckoning  a  matter  of 
ohronicle  alone.  It  entered  into 
the  very  inner  life  of  the  nation. 
It  is  stamped  upon  their  coinage. 
Not  only  was  the  observance  of  the 
Sabbatic  year  a  distinct  part  of 
the  oral,  as  well  as  of  the 
written  law,  but  a  special  charac- 
ter was  attached  to  each  year  of 
the  week  ;  the  second  tithes,  for 
example,  being  paid  to  the  poor  on 
the  third  and  sixth  years  of  the 
seven.  I  n  the  same  way  the  Greek 
method  of  reckoning  by  Olympiads 
— a  quaternary  division,  such  as  the 
same  people  applied  to  the 
points  of  heaven  and  the 
direction  of  the  winds — was  reli- 
ve u  sly  consecrated  by  the  recur- 
rence of  the  Olympic  and  other 
games.  The  Roman  computation 
by  lustrums,  which  readily  passed 
into  a  decimal  notation,  was  also 
connected  Avith  religious  obser- 
vances. The  Chaldean  divisions  of 
the  course  of  time  into  Sari  and 
Sossi  was  a  part  of  that  combina- 
tion of  the  decimal  and  the  sex- 
tuple mode  of  numeration  which 
formed  the  radix  of  the  whole 
Chaldean  system  of  measures, 
weights,  and  values.  The  Chinese, 
at  the  early  date  of  2757  B.C., 
adopted  a  cycle  of  60  years;  which 
is  a  period  identical  with  the  Chal- 


dean Sossns.  The  Egyptians,  by 
the  use  of  both  a  fixed  and  a  vague 
year,  introduced  a  natural  astrono- 
mical cycle,  or  great  year,  the 
movement  of  which  is  of  priceless 
value  in  learning  the  exact  dates 
of  very  much  of  the  lost  history  of 
Egypt. 

The  least  common  measure  of 
all  these  distinct  radices,  or  ratios 
of  computation,  is  the  astrological 
or  cabbalistic  period  of  three  and  a 
half  times,  each  time  consisting  of 
three  and  a  half  years.  Three 
and  a  half  times  360  is  1,260 ;  and 
three  and  a  half  times  1,260  is 
4,410.  Within  this  cycle  of  4,410 
years,  all  known  methods  of 
national  computation  revolve  in 
an  accordant  cycle.  Not  only  the 
cycles  above  mentioned,  of  four, 
five,  seven,  and  sixty  years,  fall 
within  the  compass  of  the  Time  of 
1,260  years,  but  the  astronomical 
Saros,  or  eclipse  cycle  of  18  years,  a 
most  important  element  of  old  as- 
tronomical theory,  actually  recurs 
70  times  in  this  cabbalistic  period. 
It  is  of  course  true  that  the  cycle  of  ' 
coincidences  in  the  motions  of  the 
moon  and  the  sim,  which  was  dis- 
covered by  the  astronomer  Meton 
in  434  B.C.,  and  which  has  since 
been  known  by  the  name  of  the 
Golden  Number,  does  not  coincide 
with  the  Saros  in  a  shorter  period 
than  342  years ;  by  the  lapse  of 
which  time  correction  is  necessary, 
as  regards  the  relation  of  the  solar 
and  mnar  year.  But  the  preces- 
sion of  the  lunar  on  the  solar  cycle 
is  not  more  than  six  Chaldean 
scrupules  in  a  century,  and  we 
may  well  doubt  whether  such 
minute  measurement  of  time  would, 
even  if  ascertained,  have  been 
allowed  to  disturb  the  imposing 
imiformity  of  the  great  cabbalistic 
year. 

As  regards  the  through  sacred 
reckoning  of  which  the  numbers 
in  the  Book  of  Daniel  form 
portions,    the  first  period  of  one 
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and  a  liaif  Egyptian  great  year, 
or  2,256  equinoctial  (not  Julian) 
years,  covers  tlie  portion  of  time 
which,  is  antecedent  to  the  historic 
Hebrew  period,  and  which  ter- 
minates with  the  epoch  called  that  of 
the  Deluge.  This  first  portion  of 
the  reckoning,  which  corresponds 
in  some  degree  with  the  mythical 
period  of  the  reign  of  the  gods  in 
the  Egyptian  system,  contains  no 
events  that  can  be  identified  as 
historic  in  the  Hebrew  books,  and 
but  few  in  profane  literature.  In 
the  355th  year  of  this  period, 
Menes  founded  Memphis,  and 
during  its  lapse  eleven  dynasties 
of  Egyptian  Kings  ruled  succes- 
sively at  Memphis,  at  Abydos, 
and  at  Thebes,  besides  three 
collateral  dynasties  at  Heracleo- 
polis  and  at  Xois.  The  Pyramids 
were  built  during  this  period  of 
time ;  the  date  of  the  Great 
PjTamid  being  very  closely  deter- 
mined by  the  cartouche  of  its 
builder,  Souphis,  as  3578  B.C. 
Chinese  history  commences  with 
the  name  of  Fou  Hi,  during  the 
reign  of  the  fourth,  or  pyramid- 
building,  Memphitic  d^^asty  in 
Egypt.  The  names  of  the  kings  of  an 
early  dynasty  at  Babylon  are  also 
referred  to  this  date.  As  far  as 
the  Hebrew  annals  are  concerned, 
the  chief  utility  of  this  prehistoric 
period  appears  to  be  the  determina- 
tion of  a  through  reckoning  which 
presents  extraordinary  facilities  for 
the  computation  of  coincident  cycles 
The  years  of  the  week,  of  the 
Saros,  of  the  Golden  Number,  of 
the  bissextile  cycle,  of  the  dominical 
cycle,  and  of  some  other  modes  of 
reckoning,  all  commence  with  the 
year  0  of  this  mundane  era,  and 
run  uninterruptedly  through  the 
entire  course  of  history.  A  definite 
chronologpical  utilit}'  is  thus  derived 
from  this  semi-mythical  preface  to 
the  actualchronicle,  the  importance 
of  which  will  be  seen  to  be  con- 
siderable. 


Starting  with  the  historic  era 
thus  reached,  ordinarily  called, 
that  of  the  Flood,  when  the- 
13th  Egyptian  dynasty  reigned  at 
Thebes,  and  the  14th,  a  collateral 
dj'nasty,  at  Xois,  when  Hoang  Ti 
ruled  China,  and  when  a  Chaldean 
d3*na8ty  had  been  for  60  years 
reigning  at  Babylon,  the  main  bulk 
of  human  history,  so  far  as  is  yet 
deciphered,  is  comprised  in  the 
three  and  a-half  great  j^ears, 
or  seven  half  times  of  630- 
years  each,  which  divide  the 
course  of  events  down  to  the  final 
disappearance  of  the  last  trace  of 
the  Koman  Empire  at  the  battle- 
of  Koningsgratz,  a.m.  6675  (or  a.d. 
1866),the  close  of  the  last  decade  of 
the  table.  The  periods  thus  divided 
for  the  most  part  coincide  with 
events  of  great  importance  in  the- 
history  of  mankind.  In  the 
decade  2880-90,  Joseph,  according^ 
to  the  Book  of  Genesis,  was  ward- 
ing off  the  effects  of  famine  in 
Egypt.  Six  himdred  and  thirty 
years  later,  while  Gideon  was- 
ruling  Palestine,  Africanus  dates- 
the  siege  of  Troy ;  an  event  which,, 
however  decorated  by  the  splendid 
imagination  of  Homer,  was  for 
Greece  what  the  Crusades  were- 
2,500  years  later  for  Western 
Europe.  In  the  decade  com- 
mencing 4140,  Alba  Long^  gave^ 
place  to  Eome,  and  the  dodoKar- 
chy  of  Herodotus  was  established 
in  Egypt.  Another  revolution  of 
630  years  falls  on  the  division  of 
the  Koman  world  among  the- 
triumidrs,  and  the  final  establish- 
ment  of  the  Empire,  as  the  result 
of  the  battle  of  Actium.  In  5406 
dates  the  foundation  of  Islam,  by 
the  first  public  preaching  of  Ma- 
hemmed,  and  nine  years  later 
the  establishment  of  the  Papal 
Supremacy,  by  the  granting 
of  the  title  of  Universal 
Bishop  to  the  Pope  by  the  Emperor 
Phocas.  The  decade  6030-40  wit- 
nessed the   contest   of  the    Pox)e 
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•with  the  Emperor  Frederick  II.; 
the  capture  of  Jerusalem  by  that 
Emperor;  and  the  death  of  the 
OTeat  Mogul  conqueror,  Zinghis 
Khan.  Finall}',  the  close  of  this 
long  period  brings  us  to  the  deca- 
dence of  the  Papacy,  and  the  loss 
of  its  temporal  power  ;  to  the  fall 
of  Austria  from  lier  position  of  the 
representative  of  the  Boman  Em- 
pire, in  the  1,260th  year  of  the 
tapacy ;  and  to  the  inauguration  of 
A  new  order  of  things  in  Euroj)e 
by  the  establishment  of  the  Gorman 
Empire. 

If   we  look  with   chronological 
accuracy  at  the  periods  which,  thus 
-divided,     measure     the     cardinal 
changes  of  empires  and  of  States, 
we  shall  find  that  the  multiples  or 
the  aliquot  parts  of  the  astrologic 
period  of  360  solar  years  continu- 
ally recur.   Twenty-four  years,  or 
the  1  oth  part ;  40  years,  or  the  9th 
part ;  1 80  years,  or  the  half ;  or  the 
combination  of  these  and  of  similar 
periods,  as  480  years,  220  joars, 
244  years,  424  years,   1,040  yeai*s, 
1,260  years,  2,300  years,  and  2,520 
years,    fonu    cycles    of    continual 
recurrence ;    wliich  coincide   with 
the     chief   periods   of    revolution 
and  of  change ;  measuring,  in  each 
instance,   the  chronicles  of  a  dis- 
tinct state  or  peoi)le,  or  indicating 
subtle  historic  sequences.   Thus  the 
great  time  of  1,260  years  exactly 
intervenes     between     the     foun- 
dation   of     Rome,    by    Romulus, 
according     to     Varro,     and     the 
battle    of   Yorcille,    when   Clovis 
founded  the  Gallic  Emjiire  on  the 
ruins  of  that  of  Rome.     The  same 
distance   divides   the   fall   of    the 
first  dynasty  of  kings  at  Rome,  on 
the  deatli  of  Tarquin,  from  the  fall 
of    the  Merovignian    dynasty    in 
Franco,  and  the  accession  to  power 
of  Pepin  le  bref .      It  measured  the 
period  from   the  abandonment  of 
Britain  by  the  Romans  to  the  erec- 
tion of  the  United  Kingdom  by  the 
union  with  Scotland.     It  was  the 


period  of  the  maintenance  of  a 
Konian  code  of  laws  in  Europe  itom 
the  era  of  Justinian  to  the  French 
Revolution.  From  Clovis  to  the 
cardinal  event  of  the  French  Re- 
volution, the  abdication  of  the  title 
of  King  of  France  by  Louis  XVI., 
the  same  period,  with  the  addition 
of  24  years,  intervened.  The  long 
l)eriod  of  2,300  years,  one  of  those 
specified  in  the  Book  of  Daniel, 
divides  the  dates  of  the  fall  of  the 
monarchy  at  Rome  and  the  fall  of 
the  monarchy  in  France,  as  before 
determined.  That  same  period 
intervened  between  the  foundation 
of  Rome  and  the  date  of  the 
abolition  of  the  Roman  Supremacy 
in  England  by  the  Reformation 
under  King  Edward  VI.  It  mea- 
sured the  period  from  the  estab- 
lishment of  the  Assyrian  Supre- 
macy in  Asia,  ac'cording  to  Hero- 
dotus, to  the  Turkish  invasion  of 
Europe  under  Alj)  Arslan  ;  and 
also  that  from  the  conquest  of 
Egypt  by  Nebuchadnezzar  to  the 
death  of  Aurenzebe  and  the  close 
of  the  Mogul  Supremacy. 

The  recurrence  of  some  of  the 
minor  periods  of  the  cabbalistic 
cA'cle,  as  determining  the  duration 
of  dynasties  or  of  particular  j^hases 
of  national  history,  is  ver\'  striking. 
Thus  the  number  244,  Avhich  is 
composed  of  the  one-half,  one-ninth, 
and  one-fifteenth  parts  of  the 
astrological  period,  appeal's  to  be 
a  period  of  cardinal  importance. 
It  was  the  length  of  the  rule  of  the 
d^Tiasties,  of  the  Kings  of  Rome ; 
of  the  Sileucidie,of  the  ^lerovi^iian 
Kings  of  France,  and  of  the  Lom- 
bard Kings  of  Ital}' ;  it  measured, 
as  nearly  as  dates  are  kno\A'n, 
the  Saxon  rule  in  Britain  from 
the  landing  of  Hengist  to  tho 
establishment  of  the  power  of 
Mercia  imder  Ina  ;  it  measured  the 
duration  of  the  early  Hebrew 
monarchy,  in  which  the  reign 
of  a  king  was  usually  tempered 
by   the   influence   of    a    prophet. 
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from  the  coronation  of  Saul  to  the 
death  of  Elislia ;  and  again  from 
that  event  to  the  capture  of 
Jerusalem  by  Nebuchadnezzar;  and 
it  was  the  interval  which  elapsed 
between  the  death  of  Julian,  the 
last  Pagan  Emperor,  and  the 
establislunent  of  the  Papal  Supre- 
mac}'.  If  a  whole,  instead  of  a 
half,  astrological  year  be  sub- 
stituted in  the  aiithmetical  ex- 
pression, we  find  a  no  less 
significant  period,  that  of  424 
years.  This  was  the  time  that 
elapsed  from  the  era  of  Nabonassar 
to  the  death  of  Alexander  tho 
Great,  or  the  Philippine  Era  of 
Ptolemy.  It  measured  tho  duration 
of  the  Roman  Empire,  from  the 
battle  of  Actium  to  tho  death  of 
Theodosius  the  Great.  It  also 
measured  the  period  of  the  abase- 
ment of  Boman  2)0wer,  from  tlie 
destruction  of  the  Western  Empire 
by  Odoacer  to  the  coronation  of 
(3iarlemagno,  2,300  years  after  the 
death  of  Moses,  and  1,260  years 
from  the  Edict  of  Artaxerxes.  The 
Temple  of  Solomon  stood  for  424 
years  from  its  consecration  to  its 
destruction  by  Nebuchadnezzar. 
Idolatry  was  suppressed,  b}'-  tho 
Edict  of  Constantino  for  the 
destruction  of  the  Pagan  temples, 
for  the  period  of  424  years; 
at  the  expiration  of  which  it 
was  re-established,  and  the  tem- 
poral 2K)wer  of  the  Papacy  was 
founded,  by  the  grant  to  Stephen 
m.  of  the  exarchate  of  Ra- 
venna. From  the  latter  date 
the  same  period  of  424  years 
elapsed  to  the  final  consolidation 
of  the  Papal  S3-stem,  by  the  passing 
of  the  law  of  Papal  election  by  two- 
thirds  of  the  Cardinals  by  Pope 
Alexander  III.  The  period  of 
220  years,  which  is  the  tliird  of 
the  same  gproup  of  minor  cycles, 
and  that  of  480  years,  which  is 
one  and  one-third  astrological 
years,  are  notable  in  a  like 
manner.      The     former,     among 


other  significant  chronolojjical 
links,  divides  the  era  «»f  Justinian 
from  that  of  Pepin ;  tho  establish- 
ment of  Islam  from  the  consolida- 
tion of  the  English  monarchy 
under  Egbert  ;  the  massacre  of 
St.  Bai-tholomew  from  the  murder 
of  King  Louis  X^^I. ;  tho  defeat 
of  the  Spanish  Armada  fi*oni  the 
capture  of  Madrid  by  Buonaparte; 
and  the  accession  of  Henry  lY.  of 
France  from  the  Peace  of  Vienna, 
480  3'ears  measured  the  duration  of 
the  d^Tiasty  of  the  Arsacidsa ;  of  the 
Roman  rule  in  Britain ;  of  the 
Roman  power  from  the  foundation 
of  the  city  until  it  became  undis- 
puted in  Italy  on  the  fall  of 
Tarentum ;  of  the  Roman  Republic, 
from  the  expulsion  of  Tarquin  to 
the  establishment  of  the  empire 
of  Augustus  Ca)sar;  and  of  the 
dynasties  of  Clovis  and  Pepin. 

It  would  be  easv  to  extend  the 
list  of  the  defimte  coincidencea 
between  tho  lapse  of  multiples,  or 
aliquot  pa  lis,  of  the  astrological 
year  and  the  occurrence  of  critical 
and  noted  points  of  revolution, 
or  of  progress  in  historJ\  It  would 
occupy  too  much  space  to  do  so  on 
tho  present  occasion.  It  is  by 
the  notation  of  the  chief  events  of 
history  in  a  tabular  foim,  under  a 
system  of  through  reckoning,  that 
the  clearest  indication  of  the 
curious  cyclical  connections  above 
indicated  becomes  apparent.  Had 
history,  since,  in  the  seventh  centur}*, 
it, was  first  considered  of  importance 
to  illustrate  chronicle  by  exact 
dates,  been  arranged  on  a  through 
reckoning,  as  was  proposed  by 
Scaliger,  it  is  hardl}-  possible  that 
the  constant  recun-ence  of  definite 
numeric  relations  should  have 
escaped  the  notice  of  the  philo- 
sophic historian. 

So  continual  is  this  recurrence 
of  cyclical  relations  in  the  past, 
that  it  even  becomes  possible  to 
glance,  not  altogether  without 
guide,    to    the    future.       At  th& 
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moment  of  writing  these  -vrords 
the  ux>8hot  of  the  Kusso-Turkish 
War  of  1877  is  altogether  uncer- 
tain. But  it  is  more  than  ten  years 
since  the  tables  of  the  writer  called 
attention  to  the  fact  that  the 
year  1877  was  the  424th  year 
from  the  capture  of  Constanti- 
nople by  the  Turks,  and  that 
according  to  all  chronological 
example  that  year  was  likely  to 
be  marked  by  some  important 
revolution  in  the  fortunes  of  that. 
city  or  that  Power;  while  the 
coincidence  of  the  year  1882  with 
the  1,260th  year  of  the  Hegira,  and 
with  the  480th  anniversary  of  the 
battle  of  Angora,  may  be  held  to 
intimate  that  the  settlement  or 
subsidence  of  the  vexed  Eastern 
Question  may  be  chronologically 
anticipated  to  occupy  a  period  of 
at  least  five  years  before  calm  and 
order  can  be  restored.  Two  years 
later — in  1884 — commences  the 
666th  Olympiad  ;  while  the  year 
1890,  a  cyclical  epoch  of  note, 
coincides  with  the  70th  Jubilee 
from  the  establishment  of  that 
mode  of  reckoning  at  the  Exodus. 
As  to  the  value  of  the  above 
indications  it  may  be  premature 
to  express  any  opinion.  But  it 
should  be  borne  in  mind,  first,  that 
the  numeric  coincidences  detailed 
are  not  opioions  but  facts — simple 
statistical  facts,  patent  to  any  one 
who  takes  the  trouble  to  count; 
more  evident  to  one  who  should 
take  the  trouble  of  tabulating  the 


leading  events  of  history.  Secondly, 
these  coincidences  have  every  ap- 
pearance of  forming  part  of  a 
definite  chronological  system. 
Whether  we  consider  that  States 
and  lineages,  like  individuals,  and 
potoibly  like  species,  have  their 
natural  terms  of  growtli,  maturity, 
and  decay,  or  whether  we 
adopt  any  other  hypothesis  for 
the  explanation  of  the  apparently 
common  rule  tliat  determines  such 
cyclical  revolutions,  it  can  hardly 
be  urged  that  the  sulxject  now 
brought  before  the  world  is  un- 
deserving of  careful  study.  It  is 
a  case  of  obscure  residual  facts, 
neglected  hitherto  by  the  historian, 
and  even  by  the  chronologist ; 
although  we  have  distinct  traces 
that  the  existence  of  some  of  these 
numeric  relations  was  considered  to 
be  constart,  at  least  2,045  years 
ago.  Instead  of  regarding  the 
nimibers  which  have  been  held  to 
be  so  mysterious  in  the  Book  of 
Daniel,  and  again  as  repeated  in 
the  Apocalypse,  as  special  to  the 
little  Hebrew  tribes,  or  as  indi- 
cating some  six  or  seven  crises  in 
the  history  of  one  nation,  or  even  of 
one  faction,  there  is  some  reason 
to  suspect  that  we  are  in  presence 
of  the  figures  of  a  vast  horology ; 
and  that  the  regulation  of  the 
recurrence  of  the  seasons  is  neither 
the  sole  function  of  the  planetary 
orbs,  nor  the  indication  of  their  sol& 
relation  to  the  secular  life  of  man. 

Fbancis  E.  Condeb. 
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EARLY  DAYS   OF   MORTIMER    COLLINS. 


What  a  waif  and  stray  in  the 
plodding  work-a-day,  respectable 
world,  alien  from  the  smooth 
course  of  life's  sober  stream, 
is  a  man  of  genius!  Whether 
it  be  in  music  or  mathematics, 
scientific  invention  or  the  stage, 
leadership  of  men  or  contempla- 
tive philosophy,  poetry,  painting, 
or  religion,  the  man  of  original 
gifts  is  an  isolated  creature. 
The  generality  look  on  him  ask- 
ance, or  take  a  capricious  fit 
and  worship.  However  shifts  that 
temper  of  the  world,  it  is  but  a 
change  for  him,  and  perhaps  a  new 
difficulty,  yor  if  the  every  day 
crowd  buys  its  experience  in  one 
market,  he  has  to  buy  it  in  a 
hundred.  If  he  enters  ordinary 
channels  of  existence,  where  any 
other  man  would  remain  placidly 
apd  happily  engulphed  and  lost, 
the  restless  gad-fiy  is  at  him,  and 
ho  enters  but  to  emerge  with  a 
splutter  like  an  amphibious  crea- 
ture blowing  from  itself  the  spray 
of  watery  life  in  its  efforts  to  reach 
the  air,  and  bask  in  the  sun. 

How  far  the  life  of  a  man  as  it  is 
presented  to  our  gaze  is  his  essen- 
tial life,  and  how  far  it  is  merely 
circumstantial,  it  is  impossible  to 
decide.  But  that  it  is  both  is 
provable  from  the  patent  fact  that 
outward  circumstances  affect  a 
man's  conduct,  and  what  seems  to 
be  his  character,  and  that  his  cha- 
racter again  acts  upon  and  controls 
circumstances.  Whether  the  inter- 
nal or  the  external  be  in  any  case 


the  larger  power,  who  can  say  ? 
No  doubt  the  relation  of  the  inward 
and  the  outward  influences  varies 
in  different  individuals. 

The  merest  consideration  of  those 
obscure  laws  shews  how  difficult  it 
is  to  write  tlie  biography  of  the 
least  or  the  greatest  vnth.  any  fair- 
ness ;  the  memorialist  may  commit 
default  either  in  measuring  cir- 
cumstance or  in  measuring  the 
man.  He  may  have  insufficient 
knowledge  of  the  one,  or  he  may 
be  unable  adequately  to  appreciate 
the  other.  Furthermore,  he  may 
have  conscious  or  unconscious  bias 
in  himself  :  he  may  have  taken  a 
view,  or  hug  some  favourite 
bigotry.  Wonderful  thus  it  is 
that  anyone  should  dare  to  write 
biography,  and  jiardonable  indeed 
if  he  fail. 

The  slight  sketch  here  attempted 
has  been  called  forth  by  the  dis- 
appointment expressed  by  sundry 
journals  that  in  a  recent  biography, 
valuable  in  some  respects  as  far  as 
it  goes,  the  whole  life  of  its  subject 
was  not  brouglit  forward.  For 
the  few  particulars  that  will  be 
collected  here  it  is  not  sought  to 
claim  an  interest  because  they  are 
particulars  of  the  life  of  a  man  of 
popular  note,  or  because  they  lead 
us  into  any  large  and  stiri'ing 
scenes  ;  but  because  it  is  believed 
that  the  details  of  any  life  that  may 
indeed  bo  called  life,  that  is  to  say, 
which  is  a  buying  of  experience 
and  a  rising  upon  it,  and  is  not  a 
mere  animal  or  vegetable  existence, 
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are  worthy  of  notice  and  of  some 
general  value. 

The  lives  of  men  who  have  won 
their  way  to  eminence  in  science 
are  commonly  composed  with  a 
view  of  shewing  others  how  hard 
they  worked,  and  what  qualities 
are  required  to  enable  studious 
youths  to  follow  in  their  steps. 
The  lives  of  poets,  on  tlie  other 
hand,  seem  rather  to  be  written 
to  produce  an  artistic  effect,  as 
in  the  gloomy  pictures  of  the 
career  of  Edgar  Poe,  or  to 
evoke  a  tender  sympathy,  as  in 
the  case  of  Keats,  or  to  own 
the  absolute  helplessness  of  society 
for  the  treatment  of  indomitable 
pride  and  impracticable  impatience, 
as  in  the  case  of  Chatterton.  The 
inference  is  that  the  life  of  a  poet 
is  of  so  rare  and  imworldly  a 
nature,  so  different  from  the  course 
of  e/ery  day  experience,  that  its 
record  is  of  no  practical  use  to  the 
average  world.  The  gipsy  element 
in  humanity  is  one  that  resj)ecta- 
bility  would  close  its  eyes  to,  if 
not  drive  away,  as  the  old  Puritans 
thrust  from  their  doors  as  being 
of  the  same  objectionable  class, 
both  minstrels  and  masterfid 
beggars. 

We  hold  that  though  few  be 
poets,  there  is  a  streak  of  the  wild 
blood  oi  humour  and  poetry  cros- 
sing many  a  man  ;  carefully  kept 
out  of  sight  in  some,  peeping  out 
most  delightfully  in  others  at 
favourable  moments,  even  though 
the  crust  of  the  world's  conven- 
tionalit}',  respectability,  and  res- 
pi^nsibility  fit  firmly  on  them. 
There  are,  then,  natures  that  will 
sympathise  with  the  forlorn  hopes, 
grieve  for  the  heavy  falls,  and  joy 
with  the  triumphs  of  a  minstrel 
brother,  even  if  he  come  to  them 
without  a  name. 

The  early  years,  therefore,  of 
Mortimer  Collins  we  shall  treat  as 
the  early  years  merely  of  any  strug- 
gling poetic  boy.      Details  even 


the  most  trivial  have  a  right,  we 
imagine,  to  bo  candidly  told,  as 
belonging  to  the  vast  army  of 
circumstance  that  environs  all  of 
us  that  come  into  the  world. 

The  first  circumstances  that  a 
man  has  to  face  are  his  parents ; 
he  is  clothed  in  their  weaknesses 
and  their  strengths;  for  a  long 
time  he  is  pswerless  to  form  any 
surroundings  but  what  they  pro- 
vide. In  the  strange  communica- 
tions of  heredity,  even  a  man's 
grandfathers  may  be,  as  it  were, 
round  the  corner,  offering  their 
own  virtues  or  vices  at  auspicious 
or  inauspicious  moments. 

After  a  poetic  existence  in  the 
planet  Mars  (shall  we  suppose,  in 
the  humour  of  our  author's 
**  Transmigration"?),  a  being  at 
once  bellicose  and  gentle  entered 
earth  at  Plymouth  in  1827,  on  a 
day  most  unpoetically  near  to 
qimrterddy,  namely,  the  29th  of 
June.  But  he  came  into  the  pos- 
session or  expectation  of  no  rents, 
for  his  parents  were  far  from 
wealthy,  and  the  fanciful  pleasure 
of  regarding  his  birthday  as 
S.Peter's  day,  devoted  t^  a  strong 
and  outspoken  man,  and  so  a  day 
of  good  omen,  was  all  the  grist  it 
brought. 

Edward  James  Mortimer  Collins 
was  the  son  of  Francis  Ceilings,  of 
Kingsbridge,  and  Elizabeth  his 
Avife,  Kingsbridge  being  a  little 
port  not  far  from  Plymouth,  at  the 
head  of  the  estuary  of  Salcombe, 
and  the  centre  of  the  agricultural 
district  of  the  South  Hams.  This 
Francis  CoUings's  father  and  grand- 
father were  of  precisely  similar 
name  with  himself,  the  former 
holding  some  Customs  appoint- 
ment, the  latter  being  a  school- 
master and  parish  clerk  in  a 
Cornish  parish,  succeeding  liis 
father,  Robert  Colling.  Theso 
small  verbal  changes  of  name  were 
very  frequent  in  the  last  centur}-, 
and  arose  either  from  carelessness- 
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or  misspelling.  The  grandfather 
of  Mortimer  CoUins  registered  his 
children  as  Ceilings,  but  dropped 
the  '^  g "  in  his  ordinary  signa- 
ture. Mortimer  Collins  was  there- 
fore the  first  of  his  line  to  hold  the 
registered  surname  of  Collins. 

The  last  Francis  Ceilings  was  a 
tall,  delicate,  quiet  man,  regarded 
with  much  affectionate  solicitude 
by  his  relatives.  He  had  one 
special  physical  accomplishment, 
being  a  rare  swimmer,  and  on  one 
occasion  saved  a  life  through  his 
power  in  the  water.  He  published 
a  volume  of  hymns,  entitled 
'^  Spiritual  Poems,"  which  was 
printed  in  Pl3rmouth  in  1826,  and 
published  by  subscription ;  and 
was  a  contributor  to  periodicals. 
We  may  imagine  that,  under  the 
laws  of  heredity,  the  halting  verse- 
power  of  a  father  might  yet  hand 
aown  to  a  son  a  brain-aptitude 
which  would  be  a  prepared  nidus 
for  poetic  fluency ;  that  is  the 
utmost  that  can  have  been  trans- 
mitted in  the  case  before  us,  for 
the  statement  in  the  preface  to  the 
"  Spiritual  Poems  "  that  they  are 
''without  the  slightest  claim  to 
correct  poetical  composition,"  is 
but  too  true.  Mr.  Galton  would 
find  it  hard  to  trace  the  slightest 
hereditary  connection  either  in 
manner  or  philosophy  between  the 
following,  and  any  of  Mortimer's 
fluent,  happy  rhymes : — 

Wbaby  of  thb  Wobld. 

"I  would  not  live  alway,  ah  no, 
1  could  not  be  liappy  below  ; 

To  heaven  I'm  anxious  to  go, 

The  joys  of  the  ransomed  t<>  know. 

I  would  not  live  alway,  for  why  ? 

The  greatest  enjoyment  is  pain  ; 
For  happiness,  vainly,  we  try, 

Tlie  trial,  indeed,  is  but  vain." 

The  whole  volume,  indeed,  is  of 
the  most  depressed  evangelical 
kind ;  one  of  the  poems  is  a  pious 
hymn  of  submission,  ''  written  at 
a  time  of  difficulty  in  the  author's 


family."  There  were,  therefore, 
special  reasons  for  the  melancholy 
tone  that  pervades  the  book.  The 
author  died  of  consumption  when 
his  only  son  was  between  eleven 
and  twelve  years  of  age.  Either 
a  new  hereditary  law  must  be 
evolved,  of  transmission  by  oppo- 
sites,  or  we  must  look  to  the 
female  branch  for  the  qualities  of 
the  boy. 

His  mother  was  of  the  Brans- 
combes  of  Kingsbridge,  PljTnouth, 
and  Newton  Abbott ;  and  her 
mother  was  Elizabeth  Mortimer,  of 
Bishops  Teignton.  Hence  came 
the  name  Mortimer ;  of  the  quali- 
ties of  that  family  we  know  not. 
The  older  Branscombes  were  a 
powerful  set,  strong-willed  and 
wild.  The  Wolf  Branscombe  and 
Devil  Branscombe  of  '^  Sweet 
Anne  Page  "  had  actual  existence, 
and  are  believed  to  have  been 
drawn  by  the  author  to  a  large 
extent  from  life. 

Mortimer  Collins  was,  theref ore» 
in  blood  the  product  of  violent 
extremes.  His  mother,  a  high- 
spirited  girl  in  her  youth,  of 
placid  demeanour,  but  with  a 
targe  imdercurrent  of  life,  and 
a  suppressed  quick  wit,  was 
tall,  with  strong  aquiline  nose 
and  well-cut  regular  features, 
as  was  her  son.  But  for  some 
trifling  ailment  in  lier  youth,  one 
of  the  blood-letting  leeches  of  the 
day  took  from  her  veins  too  large 
a  quantity  of  the  precious  fluid, 
and  did  lier  an  injury  from  which 
she  took  long  to  recover.  Whether 
any  connection  between  the  facts 
can  be  traced  we  would  not  dare 
to  say,  but  soon  after  her  husband's 
death  she  joined  the  gloomy  literal 
sect  of  the  Plymouth  Brethren,  and 
remained  therein  until  her  death 
in  1872.  The  actual  originator  of 
this  sect  was  acquainted  with  the 
family.  He  was  a  Eev..  Dr. 
Hawker,  who  died  as  he  had  lived, 
an  extreme  evangelical  member  of 
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the  Church  of  England,  but  was 
the  real  founder  of  the  sect  of  the 
brethren  which  was  formed  after 
his  death. 

Circumstances,  then,  to  the  most 
superficial  view,  hardly  seemed  to 
be  preparing  the  cradle  of  a  poet ; 
how  truly  more  than  unpropitious 
they  were  we  shall  see  as  we  pro- 
ceed. 

The  French  aver  with  siiri)as8ing 
wisdom  that  men  who  make  their 
mark  in  literature  are  wont  to  have 
been,  when  boys  at  scliool,  either 
very  dull  or  very  precocious.  Alex- 
andre Dumas,  p^re,  who,  like  Gau- 
tier,  Balzac,  and  Sue,  belonged  to  the 
former  category  (and  indeed,  so,  it 
may  be  added,  did  Walter  Scott), 
argues  that  early  l)ack^\ardness  in 
the  classics  is  the  essential  con- 
dition of  all  future  renown.  Our 
English  boy  comes  into  the  col- 
lision of  contrast  with  the  shock 
head  and  bewildering  brains  of 
M.  Dumas,  for  he  was  precocious 
to  a  degree.  He  educated  him- 
self. The  story  of  his  brief  school 
life  is  pitiable.  His  father  was  in 
unpropitious  circumstances ;  his 
mother's  relatives,  who  had  been  in 
4&  condition  of  affluence,  had  failed 
in  business,  so  that  probably  the 
schools  to  which  the  boy  was  put 
during  his  childish  years  were 
none  of  the  best.  At  one  he  suf- 
fered so  severely  from  chilblains 
that  he  was  unable  to  remove  his 
socks,  and  having  no  one  to  look 
after  him,  his  feet  remained  in  their 
clinging  coverings  for  many  days 
and  nights.  Twice  he  ran  away 
from  school :  he  was  afraid  to  go 
to  his  mother's,  but  went  further 
to  the  house  of  his  grandmother 
Branscombe,  upon  whom,  as  well 
as  upon  an  aunt,  he  relied  for 
some  little  affection.  Some  of  the 
private  schools  of  those  days  may 
well  have  been  rather  hindrances 
than  aids  to  learning,  when  even 
at  the  Foundation  Schools  the 
punishments  were    so  fierce  and 


arbitrary  as  rather  to  confuse  than 
enlighten  any  growing  brain.  To 
shew  how  deep  these  school 
memories  may  g^,  the  father  of 
the  present  writer,  now  a  dignitary 
of  the  Church,  who  was  educated 
at  one  of  the  old  Grammar  Schools, 
could  not  during  the  years  of  his 
middle  life  meet  his  old  tyrant  of 
the  rod,  with  whom  he  was  then 
on  terms  of  friendly  intimacy,^ 
without  an  involuntary  shudder  of 
physical  fear.  The  nerves  and 
body  remembered,  if  the  mind  had 
forgotten. 

Young  Mortimer  was  an  om- 
nivorous boy.  He  absorbed  books 
that  suited  him.  His  mother  and 
maternal  uncles  used  to  take  from 
him  the  books  that  he  loved,  and 
hide  them.  His  apparatus  of 
Greek,  Latin,  and  poetiry,  which  he 
taught  himself,  would  vanish. 
Discouraged  by  his  family,  he 
used  to  say  that  he  began  his 
education  when  he  left  school. 

In  holiday  times,  whilst  he  was 
quite  a  child,  he  used  to  visit  his 
maternal  relations,  whose  farms 
and  tanneries  had  failed,  and  who, 
reduced  in  circumstances,  were  re- 
sorting to  shifts  and  expedients  in 
which  the  child  was  made  a 
partaker.  These  were  his  guar- 
dians, and  on  the  other  side  was 
his  mother,  fearing  that  his  classic 
studies  were  leading  hun  into 
wickedness ;  and  dragging  him  to 
church  accordingly  to  prevent  it. 
If  he  had  not  found  a  sweeter 
religion,  he  has  been  known  to 
say,  he  would  have  become  an 
atheist;  as  he  gp:ew  older  his 
creed  and  nature  became  softer 
and  happier.  Quite  as  a  little 
child  he  was  kept  quiet  for 
hours  at  the  conventicle,  and 
he  never  forgot  the  fearful  solem- 
nity, the  depression  of  healthy 
tone,  of  these  meetings. 

His  picture  of  the  life  of  a  boy, 
from  *'  Sweet  Anne  Pace,"  whidii 
racy  story  has  an  autobiographic 
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element,  will  heli^tosliew  the  kind 
of  boy  he  was,  at  once  strong  and 
sensitive : — 

^'  Little  Stephen,  a  bright-haired, 
blue-eyed  boy  of  eleven,  was  coiled  in 
a  window- seat  of  the  old  wainscoted 
room.  A  book  was  in  his  hand.  Bun- 
yan^s  *  Holy  War  ; '  he  was  reading 
for  the  twentieth  time  of  the  siege  of 
Mansoul,  that  city  whose  besiegers 
never  relax  their  efforts.  He  was  a 
strange  dreamy  boy^  whom  his  uncles 
and  aunts  despised  because  they  could 
not  understand  him. 

** '  What  a  lazy  boy  you  are,'  went 
on  Aunt  Harriet.  *  H  ave  you  no  lessons 
to  leam  ?  you  learn  nothing  at  Miss 
Martin's.' 

"  *  Not  very  much,  aunt,'  said  Ste- 
phen. '  She  never  will  answer  my 
questions.  I  asked  her  to-day  whether 
she  didn't  think  Christian  in  the  '*  Pil- 
grim's Progress  "  a  very  bad  man  for 
running  away  from  his  wife,  and  she 
called  me  a  wicked  boy,  and  made  me 
stand  on  the  form.' 

*'  *  She  ought  to  have  given  >ou  a 
good  whipping,  sir,'  said  his  aunt. 
'  What  had  that  to  do  v  ith  your  lessons? 
Go  and  leam  your  spelling  directly.' 

"  *  He's  a  very  tiresome  boy,'  said 
his  grandmother,  in  her  oracular  way. 

'^  Stephen  got  up,  took  Carpenter's 
Spelling  Book  in  his  hand,  and  re- 
treated. 

'*  It  was  a  soft  summer  evening, 
and  the  boy  wandered  down  through 
garden  and  orchard  into  the  tan-yard 
beyond.  Thence  he  found  his  way 
to  the  brook,  and  strolled  along  its 
margin  through  the  meadows,  which 
were  rimmed  with  the  fainting  flush 
of  sunset.  He  loitered  and  dreamed. 
With  this  child  the  difference  between 
reality  and  dream  was  indistinctly 
marked.  His  waking  fancies,  his 
dreams  of  the  early  morning,  were 
often  more  real  to  him  than  his 
grandfather's  stern  presence,  or  his 
maiden  aunt's  endless  scold.  He 
read  over  and  over  again  all  the 
books  that  he  found  readable  among 
the  scanty  supply  which  the  house 
afforded.  In  a  healthy  household  he 
would  have  had  '  Robinson  Crusoe ' 
and  the  '  Arabian  Nights  ' — would 
have  voyaged  with  Sindbad,  and  gone 
underground  with  Aladdin.     But  the 


only  books  he  could  find  were  Milton's 
'  Paradise  Lost '  and  the  works  of 
John  Bunyan  ;  and  these  he  knew 
by  heart.  He  loved  to  identify  him- 
self with  the  characters.  He  had,  it 
must  be  confessed,  great  sympathy 
with  Satan  in  the  epic,  and  liked  to 
fancy  himself  tlie  exploring  arch- 
fiend, winging  his  way  through  chaos. 

"  '  Stephen,'  says  Aunt  Harriet, 
when  he  comes  in  late  to  supper, 
'  you  are  the  most  tiresome  child. 
Why  can't  you  come  in  at  the  right 
time  ?  I've  a  great  mind  to  send  you. 
to  bed  without  supper.' 

*'  *0h,  let  him  have  something  to 
eat  and  drink,'  said  Uncle  Tom,  who- 
was  the  genial  uncle. 

"'Better  give  him  a  good  horse- 
whipping,' said  Uncle  Charles,  who 
was  the  fierce  uncle,  and  flogged  his 
own  children  unmercifully. 

"  *  He's  a  dreadfully  troublesome- 
boy,'  said  the  oracular  voice  from  the 
side  table." 

Li  the  case  of  most  men  we^ 
should  now  have  to  chronicle  an 
uneventful  course  of  later  school 
life.  With  Mortimer  Collins  fate 
had  it  otherwise. 

His  uncle,  Josei)h  Collins,  who 
is  still  living,  affirms  that  from  the- 
time  he  was  eleven  years  of  age^ 
he  really  supported  himself  and 
carved  his  own  career.  It  seem* 
incredible,  but  the  facts  speak  for 
themselves.  His  father  becoming 
seriously  ill,  the  family  fell  into- 
circumstances  of  extreme  desti- 
tution. When  entirely  Avithout 
means  they  were  maintained  by 
relatives  in  lodgings  in  Chatham 
and  London.  On  the  5th  May, 
1838,  Mortimer  Collins  entered 
upon  a  situation  as  reading-boy 
in  the  famous  old  printing  house 
of  Gilbert  and  Eivington,  in  St. 
John's  Square,  the  ancient  habitat 
of  printer  Cave  and  the  Oentleman^s 
Magazine,  The  duty  of  reading- 
boy  is  to  read  aloud  manuscripts 
to  the  reader,  who  is  correcting 
the  printed  j)roof8.  The  boy  was 
found  to  be  expert  at  his  work, 
and    was    valued    as    a    reader^. 
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say  his  relatives  It  cannot 
now  be  remembered  to  whom  he 
read,  and  though  a  book  containing 
a  description  of  their  reading-boys 
was  commenced  by  the  firm  in  1 839, 
there  is  no  description  of  our  busy 
boy  in  it ;  and  he  is  not  remembered 
by  the  four  or  five  still  engaged  in 
St.  John's  Square  who  were  also 
with  him;  for  he  left  the  office 
on  the  day  on  which  ho  com- 
pleted eleven  years,  having  been 
reading-boy  only  for  about  eight 
weeks,  at  the  salary — quite  an 
average  one — of  six  shillings 
and  twopence  a  week.  He  did 
not  leave  the  post  from  his 
own  impulse,  but  from  his  mother's 
wish  ;  perhaps  she  thought  a 
printing  office — and  so  classical 
a  one  as  this — was  too  intimately 
connected  with  the  dangerous  liter- 
ary proclivities  of  her  son.  The 
boy  was  precocious  in  mind, 
and  though  only  just  eleven 
looked  at  least  thirteen  or  four- 
teen ;  he  was  living  with  his 
mother  in  Holborn,  and  was  put 
by  her  into  a  shop.  Poor 
though  the  pecuniary  position  of 
the  family  might  be,  the  boy's 
nature  revolted  against  shop- work; 
he  claimed  some  share  in  choosing 
his  path  in  life,  and  resolutely 
refused  to  remain  in  the  shop.  As 
a  last  resort,  and  to  settle  his 
imappreciatod  ambitions,  he  was 
sent  to  take  a  monitor's  place  in  a 
school. 

It  was  a  high-priced  school,  but 
no  attention  was  given  to  the  edu- 
cational advancement  of  the  yoimg 
assistant,  and  what  instruction  he 
gained  was  by  self-heli),  and  was 
self-teaching  pursued  in  his  leisure 
hours.  Here,  it  is  said,  he  began 
to  try  his  hand  at  original  compo- 
sition. 

The  first  contribution  to  any 
publication  that  we  can  at  present 
trace  is  a  poem  >vritten  by  him 
when  earning  his  bread  as  usher 
in  a  school  kept  by  the  Rev.  Richard 


Harris,  at  Westbury,  in  Wiltshire. 
To  this  school  he  went  in  1843,  and 
remained  there  about  two  years. 
Mr.  Harris  says  of  him : — *'  He  was- 
regarded  by  us  all  as  very  preco- 
cious, bothx)hysically  and  mentally, 
exceedingly  amiable  and  talented." 
The  poem  was  a  depiction  of  the* 
Golden  Ago  from  Ovid,  and  is  signed 
E.  I.  M.  C.  Mr.  George  H.  Wood,, 
who  was  editor  of  the  journal 
that  published  it,  the  Bath  and' 
Cheltenham  Gazette j  still  remembers 
the  boy  who  came  to  call  after  the- 
insertion  of  one  of  his  poems: 
'*  He  gave  me  the  impression  of  a 
youth  of  remarkable  talent,  not  to 
say,  of  genius.  I  also  admired  his 
fine  physique.  Of  his  poetry,  even 
liis  early  poetrj^  there  can  hardly 
be  two  opinions.  At  once,  by 
which  I  mean  in  a  day  or  two,  he 
sent  me  a  sparkling  essay,  one  of 
the  very  best  on  its  subject  that  I 
ever  read.  At  the  time  I  knew 
him  ho  was  more  felicitous  on  paper 
than  in  conversation.  It  was  his 
habit  to  remain  silent,  and  then  to- 
express  his  admiration  or  dislike 
in  bursts  of  rapture  or  disgust. 
With  beautiful  scenery  he  dealt  in 
much  the  same*  way,  being  very 
impulsive  in  his  eulogimns.  I  am 
reminded,  also,  that  on  retm-ning 
from  a  walk,  and  the  subject  of  the 
Armada  happening  to  be  started, 
he  recited  Macaulay's  poem  in  fine 
style."  In  a  published  letter, 
dated  the  lltli  August,  Mr.  Wood 
also  says  : — **  I  have  known  him 
write  as  quickly  as  a  voluble  woman 
can  talk, — and  to  all  appearance 
without  more  thought." 

The  translation  from  Ovid  is  in 
blank  verse,  a  not  very  favourite 
poetic  form  with  Mortimer  Collins, 
whether  young  or  old,  for  he 
always  inclined  to  the  dainty 
rh3-med  lyric.  This  poem  appeared 
in  the  Bath  and  Cheltenham  Gazette 
for  April  10th,  1844,  when  the- 
author  was  between  sixteen  and 
seventeen,  and  had  put  some  five 
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jreors  between  himsGlf  and  the 
^op  in  Holbom,  years  doubtless 
of  little  joy  save  in  snatched  study, 
and  stolen  comiuune  \nth  nature. 
The  blank  verso  is  respectable, 
though  not  so  remarkable  as  l3rrical 
translations  of  the  same  period: — 

''Nor  yet  the  mountain-pine,  had 
gUded  down 

From  its  own  forests  to  the  liquid 
wave, 

Tu  visit  foreign  shores  ; — no  travel- 
lers told 

Their  lying  legends  of  enchanted 
isles, 

Where  starry  birds  sang  joyfuL" 

A  few  weeks  afterwai-ds  appeared 
in  the  same  newspaper  ''Frag;men- 
tary  Translations  from  the  ancient 
Greek  Poets." 

I. 

Ibycus,  frag,  1,  colL  Bchneidwin. 

In  the  sweet  sprinir, 
^^  Flourish  the  green  Cydonian  apple 
trees. 
Watered  by  rills,  that  fling 
Their  spray  upon  the  virgin  bowers 
Ever  crowned  with  joyous  flowers, 
Where    the    vine    tendrils    kiss  the 
viewless  breeze. 

But  Eros  ne'er, 
Winter  or  spring,  bestows  tranquil- 
lity ;— 
But  with  the  lightning's  glare — 
As  Thracian  storms  he  rushes  high. 
Whirling  furious  through  the  sky, 
Chuiing  my  restless  heart,   as  some 
tumultuous  sea.*' 

JI. 

SiMONiDBS,  frag,  18.  Scliiuidwln. 
Orpheus. 

''^  Countless  birds  above  him  flew. 
Fishes  from  the  water  sprang, 
Rustling  winds  no  hmger  blew. 
As  sublime  the  Poet  sang  : — 
Unhindered  sounds  the  honied  voice 
Wafted  on  gentle  gales  that  gleefully 
rejoice. 
As  in  the  wintry  morn. 
When  halcyons  are  born, 
Gay -plumed,  that  curb  the  thunders 

of  the  deep, 
JBy    the    earth-dwellers  named,   the 
'Tempest  sleep!'" 

E.  M.  C. 


Some  rather  sad  stanzas  were 
written  about  this  time,  upon 
''thoughtless,  shameless  luxury," 
and  the  weary  throng  who  in  "  the 
toiling  everlasting  city  strife," 
scarce  knew  when — 

"  Shines  forth  the  brilliant  sun, 
Dallying  with  flow'rets  on  the  mossy 
ground." 

A  few  months  more  and  we  find 
some  gentle  verses  on  "  The 
Sabbath  Evening,"  signed  "  C," 
and  still  dating  from  Westbury. 
Some  simple  stanzas  follow,  con- 
taining many  a  touch  of  beauty: — 

Daybreak. 

*'  O'er  the  far  hill-top  comes  the  sun- 
beam now. 
Waking  the  birds  amid  the  whisper- 
ing wood, 

Glittering  in  dew  upon  the  mountain's 
brow 
And  lighting  the  dark  eddies  of  the 
flood ; 

And  all  the  mossy  banks  and  brakes 
among 

Bursts  sweetly  forth  a  free  and  joyous 
song. 

Now  it  awakes,  amid  the  bounteous 
corn. 
The  minstrel  lark,  who  panteth  for 
the  sky  ; 
And  the  lone  dove,  in  its  wild  haunts 
forlorn, 
Flaps  its  white  wings,  and  sails  in 
gladness  by  ; 
While,  where  the  winds  among  the 

trees  rejoice. 
The  stranger  cuckoo  lifts  his  cheerful 
voice. 

Oh  !  beautiful  the  coming  of  that  beam 

Where  the  damp  night  has  passed 

in  fevered  pain ; 

With  all  the  magic  of  a  wondrous 

dream 

The  silent  heaven  is  musical  again  ; 

And  cooling  breezes  to  the  sick  man's 

room 
Bear  in  a  faint  yet  freshening  perfume. 

All  nature  hath  a  tranquil  show  of 
praise, 
Aroused  from  night's  still  slumber, 
calm  and  deep  ; 
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And  a  glad  hymn  the  iraters  seem  to 
raise. 
As  from  the  grassy  hill  the  stream- 
lets leap. 
Nor   flowers    nor   blossoms    in   the 

chorus  fail. 
But  breathe  an  odorous  tribute  on  the 
gale." 

E.  M.  0. 
Westbury,  Wilts. 

Each  year  now  marks  an  advance 
in  power.  In  October,  1846,  when 
the  youth  was  nineteen,  appeared 
iaiheBath  and  Cheltenham  Gazette — 

Lnnu  TO  a  Satirical  Writer. 

''Too long  thou  hasb  urged  the  aimless 
laugh. 
Too  long  rejoiced  in  merriment : 
A  loflier  wine   tliou    now  shouldst 

quaff, 
8honIdst  seize  the  poet^s  pilgrim  staff, 

Nor  let  thy  life  be  spent 
In  pandering  to  the  griiming  crowd. 
Who,  when  tlie  wisest  chiiuce  to  err. 
Their  souls  to  idiot  laughter  stir, 
Boisterous  and  loud. 

Thou,  silling  by  tliine  own  fireside, 

Surrounded  by  the  looks  of  love, 
Know'st  nothing  of  the  raving  tide 
Of  plebeian  hate,  patrician  pride. 

Which  sterner  spirits  prove. 
When,  careless  of  all  enmity 

And  wrath,  they  gird  them  for  the 
figlit, 

0*er  the  dark  world  to  scatter  light 
And  make  it  free. 

Nor   know'st   thou  how  that  ireful 
strife 
May  often  warp  the  firmest  soul ; 
How  wliere  most  glorious  thoughts 

were  rife, 
A  moment  may  divert  a  life 

To  some  less  lofty  goal ; 
As  torrents,  from  their  rocky  throne 
For  the  eternal  ocean  thirsting, 
Turn,  even  though  so  wildly  burst- 
ing, 
At  some  small  stone. 

Yet  wouldst  thou,  with  prolific  pen, 

Fill  every  senseless  head  with  scorn, 
Urge  them  to  hiss  high-hearted  men. 
Of  truthful  hope  and  honour,  when 
From  their  right  pathway  borne  ; 


A  single  sneering  rhyme  of  thine, 
The  burden  of  a  thoughtless  tongue, 
Wounds       heroes,      whom      tliou 
shouldst  have  sung 
Almost  divine. 

Oh  !  cixsi  aside  that  taunting  thought 

The  offspring  of  a  labouring  brain; — 
For  brighter  utterances  unsought 
Come  often,  and  thy  soul  is  fraught 

With  many  a  glorious  strain. 
Tlitiugli  thousands  hail  thy  mockery, 

Tet  noble  spirits  deeply  grieve  ; 

And  love,  not  satire,  shall  achieve 
Eternity.'' 

E.M.C. 

There  is  the  beginning  of  ori- 
ginality here:  the  stone  in  the 
torrent  is  a  line  metaphor. 

Our  account  of  these  youthful 
years  and  youthful  poems  is  studi- 
ously unvarnished,   for  they  tell 
their    own    story.     It    is   a  very 
different    story,    too,    from    that 
of    the     elegant    versifiers    who 
have  been  brought  up  in  refined 
surroundings,    and   among  loving 
friends  and  kindly  preceptors,  who 
have  passed  up  from  classic  rudi- 
ments into  the  higher  regions  of 
culture  through  the  pleasant  portal 
of  a  great  public    school,  and   a 
generous    University.        Such    as 
these,  no  doubt,  will  be  able  to  feel 
in  their  hearts  a  noble  spasm  of 
admiration  for  a  boy  who  was  put 
into  a  shop  at  eleven  years   old, 
and  through  the  cold  atmospheres 
that  surround  a  struggling  pauper, 
80  determinedly   fought    his  way 
that  before  he  was  of  age  he  had 
a    close    and    thorough    grip    of 
classical    and    poetic  knowledge, 
and  had  gained  no  little  prestige 
among  capable  and  cultured  men 
on  their  own  ground. 

He  had  his  own  way  of  learning 
a  language.  His  first  proceeding, 
as  he  used  to  say,  was  to  **  bre& 
its  back."  This  he  did  by  a  daring 
process  of  reading  and  translation. 
He  would  take  a  poem  or  essay  in 
the  language  and  with  the  aid  of 
a  dictionary  and  grammar  make 
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himself  master  of  its  meaning.  By 
this  process  he  believed  he  arrived 
at  tiie  essential  spirit  of  the 
language  ;  and  the  acquirement  of 
all  necessary  details  of  grammar 
would  easily  follow.  That  they 
did  follow  must  be  implied  by  the 
accuracy  of  his  scholarship,  the 
nicety  of  bis  translations,  the 
critical  notes  in  his  essays  and 
correspondence  and  in  the  margins 
of  his  books. 

In  a  similar  way  he  did  what 
is  even  more  extraordinary.  He 
penetrated  into  the  higher  ranges 
of  mathematical  science,  although 
as  a  boy  he  had  found  the  multi- 
plication table  a  difficulty. 

The  year  1847,  when  he  was 
ninetoou  to  twenty,  must  have 
been  a  busy  one.  Besides  poems, 
he  contributed  a  regular  series  of 
prose  essays  to  the  JJatk  and 
Cheltenham  Gazette,  under  the  title 
of  *'  Bystander,"  a  name  ^vith 
which  many  years  afterwards  he 
christened  a  newspa2)er.  These 
contributions,  referred  to  at  the 
time  by  the  editor  as  •*  the  clever 
Oisays  of  our  eorres2)oudeiit  C," 
were  on  many  and  various  topics  ; 
the  Decline  of  Poetry,  Comfort, 
Originality,  Novel  Reading,  Holi- 
days, Walks  before  Breakfast, 
Complete  Men,  Luxury,  Author- 
esses, Pictures  from  Milton,  being 
among  the  subjects. 

He  had  discovered  for  himself 
that  **  Melancholy  is  rarely  found 
in  the  finest  poetry,"  and  this 
bit  of  knowledge  never  left  him  ; 
there  is  no  doubt  that  he  was 
eminently  glad  of  veij-  nature,  but 
there  are  words  of  sadness  and 
sjanpathy  in  his  earliest  verse  that 
he  never  lets  escape  him  in  his 
later  writings,  shewing  that  his 
cheer  was  in  part  the  result  of 
2)hilosophy.  The  following  frag- 
ment from  these  prose-sketches 
shews  his  style  at  this  time,  and 
is  not  without  applicability  to  him- 
self : — 


'*  Desultory  men  are  frequently  the- 
possessora  of  powerful  intellects — they 
are  sometimes  endowed  with  the 
loftiest  of  humanprerogatives — genius* 
Such  men  must  of  course  require 
knowledge  ;  and  tlieir  minds  are  more- 
strangely  furnished  than  the  motliest 
of  modern  libraries.  They  have  a 
smattering  of  all  science  and  all  art, 
the  result  of  impulsive  mental  excur- 
sions in  every  direction ,  and  so 
ornamented  by  eccentricity  of  thought 
and  expression  as  to  be  undis- 
tinguishable  from  actual  profundity." 

The  lad  had  probably  but  little 
holiday,  with  the  combination  of 
school-teaching  and  regular  jour- 
nalism ;  but  he  had  found  out  and 
tells  us  that  **  the  real  holiday  is 
the  holiday  of  the  heart."  In 
January,  1847,  he  dated  a  poem 
from  Bristol ;  in  November  from 
Bowness,  when  we  find  a  sonnet 
in  the  Westmorehnd  Gazette  that  is- 
a  beginning  of  the  easy,  gentle- 
manly stjde  of  thought  that  in 
later  years  mingled  with  Mortimer 
CoUins's  deeper  feelings  or  more 
poetic  excitement : — 

Comfort. 

'*  Cheerful  old    gentleman,   in    easy 
chair. 
With  bright  wine  gluwing  in  decan- 
ters by, 
And   new3papei*s,   ami    wurm    fire 
blazing  high, 
In    peace,    by    pleasant    booics    sur- 
rounded there  ! — 
Thy  ample   brow  is  wrinkled  by  no- 
care, 
And  quiet  specuhition  in  thine  eye 
Seems  bent  on  curious  philosophy. 
Revelling  in  fancy's  products  quaint 

and  rare. 
It  may  be,  thou  art  scanning  politics, 
And  wondering  how  the  world  caa 
be  so  daft 
As  to  delude  itself  with  cunning  tricks 
Of   state-designed  and   diplomatic 
craft. 
Votary  of  comfort,  tranquilly  elate, 
Alternately  to  read,  to  sip,  to  medi- 
tate." 

E.  M.  C. 

The  thinl  of  the  periodicals  ta 
which,  in  this  year,  he  contributed 
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was  FfMer*B  Magazine^  in  which,  in 
•July,  appeared  the  ballad  of  **  Sir 
Willoughby  Ware."  It  must  have 
been  a  positive  necessity  of  life  to 
him  to  write,  for  as  a  fourth  medium 
for  his  thoughts  he  now  became  a 
-constant  and  large  contributor  to  an 
influential  and   well-edited  Biiatol 
newspaper,  Felix  Farhi/s  Journal^ 
established  over  a  century  and  a 
half  ago,  and  now  merged  in  the 
Bristol  Times  and  Mirrar.   To  shew 
what  a  prolific  pen  he  wielded  at 
this  time,  as  in  after  life,  it  is  but 
necessary  to  look  at  what  he  con- 
tributed   to   this    journal    alone. 
Indeed  the  literary  columns  of  this 
large  newspaper  take  on  quite  a 
new    appearance  from    the    time 
that  he  comes  on  the  scene.  There 
had  been  before  his  time  the  few 
so-called   **  original  poems,",  the 
vaneties    owed    to    the     scissors, 
the  reviews   of  the  magazines, — 
Black  woody  Fraser,  the  **  favourite" 
University ;      Shai^pe's,      Douglas 
JeiTold'S;    and    others    that    are 
dead.       Essays,     stories,     poems, 
translations,    antique    gems    and 
modem  jeiu    d* esprit ^    **  specially 
written    for    Felix  Farley,^*    now 
began  to  coruscate  over  tlie  jiage. 
A  portion  of  a  letter  written  to  a 
f  avoui'ite  uncle,  Samuel  Collins,  at 
the  close  of  1847,  will  give  an  idea 
of  the  boy,  avid  of  life,   eager  of 
learning,  affectionate  in  disposition, 
brimming       over      with      mirth, 
impecunious,  poetic,  f idl  of  faults 
and  generosity. 

Boimiess,  TJiursday. 
Dearly  beloved  Uncle, 

I  am  uncommonly  glad  that  you 
have  not  forgotten  me  utterly  ;  that 
you  can  still  remember  that  among 
the  great  solitary  snowy  mountains 
of  Westmorland  you  are  possessed 
of  a  scapegrace  nephew — a  fellow 
that  has  all  the  ColUns  vices  and 
none  of  their  virtues  —  that  goes 
through  the  world  laughing,  quarrel- 
ling, rhyming  and  running  in  debt 
as  recklessly  as  if  he  were  immediate 
heir  to  a  coronet — that  holds  ''Absurde 


facis,  qui  angas  te  animi, "  and 
''  Bibamus  papaliter,"  the  two  choicest 
bits  of  Latinitv  ever  invented. 

in  whose  company  do  you  think  I 
spent  last  Tuesday  ?  Words  worth's, 
by  the  powers  ;  discussing  politics, 
poetry  and  the  picturesfjue  with  the 
old  gentleman  iu  the  most  delightful 
style.  Had  a  long  perambulation 
with  him.  Saw  also  that  bluest 
of  all  blue-stockings,  Miss  Harriet 
Martineau. 

By  the  way,  I  want  to  ask  you  a 
question.  What  is  a  good  age  to  get 
married  ?  You  know  I'm  a  tolerably 
fascinating  fellow,  and  could  make  a 
good  choice  at  most  times  (don't  say 
I'm  conceited),  but  I  want  your 
quasi-paternal  advice  on  the  subject. 
1  shall  be  of  age  next  June,  and  come 
into  all  my  pwpertxj. 

*  *  i^  * 

Tve  sent  you  one  of  my  rambling 
good-for-nothing  papers,  as  it  in  some 
measure  describes  Windermere.  You 
will  observe — if  you  read  it — that 
besides  the  typographic  errors,  there 
are  some  of  my  own,  dashed  in  for 
the  sake  of  effect.  But  how  was  that 
editorial  ignoramus  to  know  that  I 
had  never  been  in  Italy,  or  that  the 
larch  is  not  an  evergreen  ? 

Really,  you  are  a  most  unepistolaiy 
person.  Your  letters  are  like  angelii' 
visits  ;  and  when  they  arrive  they  are 
as   laconic  as  old  Wellington's,  and 

full  of well,  I  won't  say  what.     If 

I  knew  my  uncle  Joseph's  address  I'd 
try  to  get  a  letter  out  of  him  ;  by 
Jove,  I've  such  a  correct  picture  of 
him  in  my  mental  retina,  in  that 
little  back-office  at  Queenhithe,  walled 
in  by  mountains  of  paper,  with  his 
bouquet  on  the  desk  before  him. 
What  a  histrionic  start  when  his 
dutiful  nephew  first  dropped  in  upon 
him  ! 

Will  you  be  so  obliging  as  to  give 
my  love  to  everybody,  not  forgetting 
my  dear  grandmother  and  all  my 
aunts  and  cousins?  And  if  you  should 
happen  to  think  of  it,  will  you  write 
me  a  scrap  of  a  letter  ? 

Yoiu:  very  dutiful  and  affectionate 
ancestor, 

Ed  WD.  MOBTIMER   COLLINS. 

As  frank  and  pleasant  a  boyish 
letter  as  was  ever  penned  I 
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The  enclosure  referred  to  in  the 
letter  is  No.  IV.  of  the  "  Original 
Sketchings"  from  Felix  FarUy^s 
Bristol  Journal,  and  the  remark 
about  unvisited  Italy  refers  to  an 
expressed  preference  for  Winder- 
mere and  to  a  supposititious  ex- 
clamation made  by  a  romantic  lady 
thereon,  and  underlined  in  the 
cutting  from  the  newspaper,  **  Oh, 
that  cnarming  Como !  that  dear 
Pliny !  Why,  what  a  barbarian 
the  man  is ;  I  should  not  wonder 
if  he  has  never  been  to  Italy  at 
all." 

The  poetic  adoration  of  nature 
that  never  weakened  in  the  man 
iras  to  be  found  in  every  slightest 
essay  of  the  boy.  Here  is  his 
depiction  of  Windermere:  it 
is  no  guide-book  description.  As 
when  writing  valentines  to  persons 
it  was  the  ideal  and  not  the  reality 
he  commonly  addressed,  so  here  he 
wanders  even  away  from  actual 
Windermere  into  wealth  of  moon- 
light:— 

*'  Windermere  lies  serenely  among 
its  hills,  as  if  in  a  laud  uf  dreams. 
It  Ib  the  centre  of  a  region  of  romance — 
its  atmosphere  is  pasaionate  and 
poetic.  It  is  impossible  for  a  human 
being  whose  soul  was  not  absolutely 
omitted  in  creation,  to  live  a  common- 

Slace  life  here,  or  to  be  guided  in  a 
umdrum  way^  by  the  dictates  of 
common  sense And  Winder- 
mere by  moonlight !  This  very  night 
is  Dian  out  upon  her  azure  path,  and 
the  stars  are  clustered  densely  around, 
and  the  sky  is  covered  with  clouds  and 
cloudlets,  and  drifts  of  fleecy  gauze- 
like haze,  as  if  the  goddess,  just 
merged  from  slumber,  were  standing 
amid  scattered  millinery.  Her  calm, 
pale  image  in  the  placid  lake,  the 
still  shadows  of  the  trees,  the  con- 
stellations sloping  upward  from 
behind  the  hills, — how  beautiful  they 
are !  People  do  not,  as  they  ought, 
value  the  lovely  moonlight. 

"  Its  brightneas  is  little  inferior 
to  that  of  day  ;  but  how  different ! 
And  now,  'tis  not  quite  midnight,  you 
are  crawling  reluctantly  to  your  snug 


chamber,  where  the  shutters  are 
closed  and  the  curtains  drawn,  while 
there  is  a  sense  of  glory  without,  the 
glance  of  which  would  make  you,, 
dullard  as  you  are,  a  poet  for  life. 
But  you  stifle  your  impuUes,  and 
enwrsip  yourself  in  impenetrable- 
axioms,  lest  romance  or  fancy  might 
intrude  by  some  unguarded  inlet,  and 
never  take  a  single  peep  at  Winder- 
mere by  moonlight." 

How  firm  and  clear  for  a  young- 
man's  style,  and  how  slight  the 
difference  from  any  of  his  latei- 
writings !  Indeed,  we  shall  have- 
occasion  to  shew  how  almost  every^ 
idea  forming  the  subject  of  his- 
multitudinous  later  works  is  to  be- 
found  fully  formed  in  these  boyish 
lucubrations. 

Notwithstanding  his  easy-going- 
manner,    he    must    have  workea 
hard  at  this  time.      He  had  ta 
maintain  himself  by  his   school- 
teaching  ;  his  weekly  contributions 
to  Felix  Farley  were  by  no  meana 
trifling;   most  severe  study  must 
have  been  undergone  for  him  to 
acouiro  languages  as  he  did,  and 
to  learn  the  art  of  poetic  form  from 
subtlety   through    to     simplicity. 
The  practice  of  translation  doubt- 
less aided  him  much  in  maturing- 
his  style.    In  verse  there  is  evident 
progress  from  compositions  written 
at  sixteen ;  but  both  iu  his  poetic 
work  and  prose  essays  there  are 
passages  published  when  he  was- 
barely  twenty  that   for    finished 
style,  epigrammatic  terseness,  and 
full-grown  power  of  generalisation  y. 
swift  and  almost  infallible  in  its 
point,     the     most    exquisite    and 
experienced     writers,      including 
himself   in   his  days  of  maturity, 
have  rarely  excelled, 

Here  is  a  passage  evidencing  the^ 
power  wo  have  alluded  to,  and 
shewing  , moreover,  that  reverence 
for  pure  and  unspoilt  language- 
that  was  conspicuous  all  through  his 
life,  even  though  in  wajTwardnsss  or 
from  a  too  fanciful  habit  he  now 
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and  again  extravagantly  trans- 
gressed the  perfection  ho  so  well 
appreciated.  Tlie  scone  in  the  follow- 
ing is  a  railway  carriage,  where  he 
meets  a  hot  phonogi*aphist,  who 
strives  to  convert  him  to  his  sys- 
tem : — **Sir,  wo  exclaimed,  Phono- 
graphy altogetlier  estranges  our 
language  from  its  relatives  and 
friends.  Wo  are  connected  by 
consanguinity  or  otlierwise,  with 
the  priestly  Hebrew,  the  ejnc 
Greek,  the  eloquent  Latin,  the 
stem  Saxon,  the  grave  German, 
the  chivalric  Spanish,  the  amorous 
Italian,  the  gossipping  French, 
and  a  host  of  others.  Shall 
we  give  all  these  lingual 
relatives  the  cut  direct  ?  Shall  we 
eagerly  avoid  this  noble  throng  ? 
.  .  .  .  Moreover,  Sir,  it  is  a 
suicidal  proceeding;  it  murders 
the  English  language.  Our  words 
carry  their  meaning  with  them; 
are  highly  pi(5turesque ;  have  ex- 
actly the  proper  number  of  fit 
letters  and  musical  syllables.  Are 
these  literary  heretics  to  maul,  cut, 
chip,  shape,  *at  their  own  sweet 
will,*  into  unimaginable  grotesque, 
this  glorious  verbal  statuarj'? 
Eather  set  a  British  school  master  to 
revise  the  old  dramatists;  rather 
execute  neoteric  vagaries  on  the 
Elgin  marbles;  rather  cut  the 
Apollo  Bel  ve<lero  into  the  semblance 
of  a  modem  coxcomb !  .  .  .  . 
Our  companion  was  asleep  ;  how  is 
our  reader?'*  Firmness,  clearness, 
terseness,  eloquence,  poetic  charm, 
and  a  thouglit  worth  having  ;  those 
are  here,  and  rarely,  we  imagine, 
are  they  to  be  foTind  in  anything 
like  such  perfection  in  the  care- 
less newspaper  writing  of  a  boy 
whom  his  parents  c^ould  not  afford 
to  educate. 

It  is  really  amusing  to  find  the 
ver}-  faults  of  our  author's  latest 
writings  serenoly  shewing  them- 
selves in  his  earliest  efforts.  He 
was  an  unwearied  worker  at  any- 
thing that   enlisted    his  interest, 


with  which  he  would  dwell  until 
he  mastered  it ;  but  it  is  singular 
how  little  he  seemed  to  care  to 
divest  himself  of  old  habits,  or 
to  realise  how  inextricably  they 
clung  to  liim.  He  never  spoke 
more  truly  than  when  he  said,  in 
bantering  verse : — 

**  You'll  more  easily  out  of  the  sky 
pull  ' 

A  star,  than  a  habit  from  me  : 
The  life  that  I  live  shall  be  free." 

And  there  is  a  sublime  uncon- 
sciousness of  the  want  of  agree- 
ment between  the  last  line  and  its 
predecessors. 

Of  his  imconquerable  habit  of 
digression  when  writing  j)rose  he 
was  fully  aware  at  the  date  of  his 
"  Oiiginal  Sketchings,"  wheiein 
he  says  with  truth,  **  These  sketches 
of  ours,  dashed  off  currente  ealamo^ 
may  generally  be  said  to  have  a 
beginning,  a  middle,  and  an  end  ; 
but,  alas !  there  is  not  always 
a  very  clear  connexion  between 
them." 

The  account,  published  at  th& 
time,  of  the  meeting  with  Words- 
worth we  may  cite,  as  an  instance* 
of  deep  critical  power  in  a 
yoimg  man.  The  account  is  called 
**A  Ilydalian  Day,"  and  was. 
published  on  the  8th  of  January^ 
1848.  After  speaking  of  the 
meeting,  he  quotes  a  passage  fronk 
Wordsworth's  works  and  thea 
proceeds : — 

*'A  cheery  strain.  It  bespeaks  a 
heart  at  ease,  a  spirit  unclouded,  nor 
is  there  any  discontent  or  dimness  of 
intellect  with  Wordsworth  in  these- 
later  days,  although  he  is  in  hia. 
seventy-eighth  year,  and  has  with» 
80  few  mouths  been  deprived  hf 
death  of  his  beloved  wife  and  onil{y 
daughter.  We  have  spent  happy 
hours,  listening  to  the  spoken  wotcb 
of  Wordsworth  and  treasuring  then 
up  with  jealous  care  ....  It  ia  the 
ne  phia  vltra  of  nonsense  to  speak  of 
a  '  school  of  poetry.'  There  is  nothing 
of  the  kind  in  existence ;  poets  are 
perfectly  original ;  no  true  poets  can, 
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by  any  contrivance  of  critical  sagacity, 
f>e  classided  together.  ...  As 
Shakespeare  is  the  poet  of  life,  and 
therein  of  its  manifold  energies; 
Spenser  of  classic  fancies  ;  Milton  of 
religion  ;  Pope  of  pulite  wit ;  Byron 
^f  eloquence  ;  Keats  of  sense  ;  so  also 
is  Wordsworth  the  poet  of  thought 
peculiarly.  He  communes  with  his 
own  spirit  continually.  He  looks  out 
•on  tlie  world,  searching  for  the  reflex 
•of  what  he  finds  within  him.  The 
beauty  and  glory  and  sublimity  of 
oiatiire  are  only  suggestive  and 
reminiscent  of  his  inner  eiaotions. 
The  music  of  the  spheres  is  an  echo 
of  the  music  of  his  spirit.  The 
sunshine  which  laughs  out  daily  over 
the  broad,  glad  world,  is  merely  a 
reflected  beam  of  the  glory  from  on 
thigh  in  which  he  dwells.  .  .  . 
Wordsworth  is  calm,  clear,  sedate, 
sublime  :  he  does  not  overwhelm  by 
material,  but  surprises  by  spiritual, 
beauty.  With  him  we  quaff"  no 
^breakers  of  the  warm  south,'  but 
taste  the  pure  and  holy  waters  of  the 
fountain  of  truth.  We  are  not  in- 
toxicated, but  enlightened." 

Besides  the  meetings  at  Winder- 
mere already  named,  poor  Hartley 
Coleridge  was  also  stumbled  upon, 
•but  not  under  the  most  auspicious 
•circumstances  in  respect  of  his 
condition  at  the  time.  Kit  North 
read  Collins's  **  Windermere,  a 
Poem ;  and  Sonnets,"  a  little  thin 
volimie  published  at  Kendal  in 
1848  ;  and  spoke  well  of  the 
Author.  There  was  innate  S}Tn- 
pathy  between  the  twp  ;  for  Mor- 
timer Collins  never  ceased  to  love 
the  merry  **Noctes,"  and  one  of 
his  last  pleasui'es  was  the  receipt 
of  a  complete  edition  of  Wilson's 
works  from  Mr.  Blackwood. 

In  this  **  Windermere,"  notwith- 
standing the  admiration  it  received, 
was  not,  as  by  a  singular  and 
inexplicable  fatality  has  been  the 
case  with  all  the  author's  poetical 
collections,  contained  the  best  work 
of  its  period.  Scattered  over  pro- 
vincial journals  and  neglected  were 
-finer  poems  than  any  in  the  volume; 


and  there  they  are  still,  waiting 
for  the  right  person  some  day, 
perhaps  when  the  cox^yrights  are 
expired,  to  gather  them  together 
discreetly  and  give  the  author  Ms 
true  place  in  the  poetic  hierarchy. 
Felix  Farley  said  a  word  for  his 
assiduous  contributor,  in  a  notice 
of  Windermere, — "We  recognise 
in  the  author  one  who  has  fre- 
quently enriched  our  Journal  with 
his  fertile  pen." 

The  contributions  of  the  young 
pen  whose  glowing  course  we  are 
following  through  the  newspapers 
on  which  it  made  its  mark,  were 
very  varied.  In  Felix  Farley^ s 
Bristol  Journal  appeared,  besides 
the  *' Original  Sketchings"  already 
referred  to,  a  series  of  **  Poly- 
glottisms,"  or  translations  from 
various  tongues.  Some  of  these 
must  have  been  only  ostensibly 
translations,  for  we  find  amongst 
them  renderings  not  only  from 
the  Greek  (Aristophanes  and 
Anacreon),  and  from  the  Latin 
(Horace),  but  versions  from  the 
Romaic,  the  Etruscan,  the  Sicilian, 
Italian,  German,  Portuguese,  and 
several  tongues  of  rare  and  awful 
names.  It  is  to  be  presumed, 
therefore,  that  the  young  author 
used  these  modest  cloaks  to  conceal 
his  originality.  In  the  case  of  the 
classical  languages,  and  some  of 
the  others  no  doubt  the  poems  are 
what  they  profess  to  be,  transla- 
tions. 

To  shew  wliat  can  be  done  in 
the  way  of  translation  by  one  with 
the  right  poetic  gift,  we  will  place 
an  ordinary  versified  translation 
of  a  shoi*t  poem  of  Anacreon  in 
juxta -position  with  that  of  our 
hero,  giving  the  senior  translator 
the  precedence : — 

Anacreon.  Ode  XVII. — On  a  Silver 

Bowl. 

Translated  by  Thomas  Bourne.  1830. 

'*  Mulciber,  thou  skilful  wright, 
Carve  for  me  this  silver  bright ; 
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Bafe  I  do  not  wish  to  see 
Polished  arms  or  panoply. 
What  are  arms  or  wars  to  me  1 
Carve  me  out  a  mighty  bowl. 
That  my  ever-thirsiy  soul 
In  the  generous  juice  may  steep. 
Make  it  very — very  deep. 
On  the  margin  do  not  trace 
Uncouth  shape  or  horrid  face  : 
Grave  not  there  the  northern  wain. 
Stem  Orion,  god  of  rain, 
Bootes,  or  the  Pleiades  ; 
What  concern  have  I  with  these  ? 
Trail  thereon  the  tender  vine, 
There  let  purple  clusters  shine  ; 
Picture,  too,  the  god  of  wine. 
There  let  fair-haired  Cupid  be, 
And  Bathyllus,  fair  as  he  : 
Make  thom  beautiful  and  bold, 
Burnished  high  like  polished  gold  ! 
Let  them  in  one  labour  join. 
Treading  out  the  gushing  wine.** 

Whilst  reading  this  we  do  not 
feel  to  care  very  m  uch  for  Anacreon : 
let  us  turn  to  younjr  Mortimer 
Collins  : — Polyglottisms  III. 

Thk   Silver   Bowl. — Fiioski 
Anacreon. 

**  0  !  Vulcan,  silver-graver  ! 

No  metal  mail  for  me  : 
Thine  be  the  wine  cup's  savour, 

With  love  and  laughing  glee  : 
Where  hosts  in  battle  waver 

What  gladness  may  there  be  ? 

But  carve  a  bowl  capacious. 

Deep  as  the  ocean  bed  : 
And  on  its  surface  spacious 

Be  no  wise  legend  read, 
No  counselling  sagacious 

Coined  in  Athena's  head. 

Depict  not  proud  Orion 
Careering  through  the  sky, 

Nor  Pleiades  which  hie  on 
Long  tracks  of  radiancy  ; 

While  this  soft  couch  I  lie  on, 
For  planets  what  care  I  \ 

But  vines  with  clusters  drooping 
AVithin  its  concave  shape, 

Love  with  Bathyllus  grouping, 
Whose  golden  curls  escape, 

And  joyous  Bacchus,  stooping 
To  press  the  purple  grape." 

Carreba. 

Here  we  are  in  the  swoony  musi- 
cal atmosphere  of  real  poetry,  and 
begin  to   believe    that  Anacreon 


knew  how  to  write.  If  an  old  poet 
should  ever  wish  to  rise  from  his 
grave,  it  must  either  be  to  curse  a 
murdering  translator  or  to  praise  a 
poet  for  embalming  his  memory 
afresh. 

This  little  poem  is  signed  '*  Car- 
rera/'  a  signature  adopted  for  a 
long  series  of  contributions  at  this 
time,  and  often  used  afterwards. 

What  follows  is  a  letter  that 
explains  itself : — 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Baih  and  Chd- 
ieixkam  Gazette. 

"Thou  wast  not  bom  for  death,  immortal 
bird." 

Dear  Sir, — Apropos  of  certain  ex- 
cellent remarks  made  by  a  correspon- 
dent of  yours  on  Nightingales,  and 
on  the  way  in  which  these  '*  light- 
winged  Dryads  of  the  trees''  are  vic- 
timised by  unpoetic  bird-catchers,  it 
has  occurred  to  me  that  an  appro- 
priate occupation  for  some  one  of  the 
many  elegant  pens  which  now  dally 
with  the  very  Pierides,  would  be  a 
series  of  papers  on  the  Ornithology  of 
the  Poets. 

The  Nightingale  herself  has  queened 
it  loftily  m  poesy  for  ages.  Everyone 
remembers  how  Coleridge  inflicted  on 
Blumenbach  in  one  conversation  all 
that  has  been  said  as  to  the  merriment 
or  melancholy  of  this  bird,  by  Greek, 
Latin,  or  barbaric  rhymers.  But 
there  is  ever  sympathy  betwixt  true 
poets  and  those  winged  habitants  of 
the  expanse — *'  creatures  of  the  ele- 
ment," *' angels  of  the  air,"  as,  I 
think,  Frank  Beaumont  hath  it.  In 
the  hands  of  Charles  Lamb  or  Leigh 
Hunt  how  deliciously  readable  wumd 
be  a  Poetico-Ornithology. 

Bath  is  well  up  in  the  classics  ;  re- 
ference, therefore,  to  the  Birds  of 
Aristophanes  is  needless.  The  wild  sar- 
casm of  that  noble  old  satirist  in  no 
wise  prevented  his  continual  rejoicing 
in  the  realms  of  poetry  and  pleasaunce. 
Rabelaisque  ridicule  was  ever  accom- 
panied with  music  or  dissonance  more 
musical ;  he  saw  a  sublime  irony  in 
the  unexplained  infinity  wherein  he 
dwelt  Notwithstanding  that  the 
glorious  Greek  itself  and  the  English 
rendering  of  no  common  translator 
will  be  remembered  by  all  who  may 
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read  this  letter,  I  cannot  resist  that 
beautiful  lyric— Epops  to  Procne. 
*'  Cease  thou  from  sleep,  my  fel]o\T  ! 
Pour  sacred  liymnings  from  a  mouth 

divine- 
ly plaintive  numbers  mellow 
Wailing  the  much  wept  Itys,  thine 
and  mine, 
With  tones  that  swell  and  float 
Forth  from  thy  tawny  throat. 
Clear  the  sweet  sound  is  going 
Through  shady  woodbine  to  the  seat 
of  Jove  : 
Thine  eloquent  anguish  flowing 
Wakes     golden 'haired  Apollo's  lyre 

above 
With  ivory  clasp :  the  choir  of  gods 

he  leadeth, 
And  from  immortal  lips  a  song  pro- 
ceedeth 
Whose  blessed  accents  fall 
In  soft  accord  withal.'* 

Yours  very  truly, 
July  12,  1848.  Q. 

A  new  signature  is  Q.,  but  wo 
shall  have  very  little  doubt  of  him, 
even  if  wo  do  not  recognise  the 
bird-like  style,  when  we  turn  to 
**The  British  Birds,"  a  comedy 
full  of  bursts  of  the  purest  lyric 
utterance,  published  by  Mortimer 
Collins  in  1872:— 

**  Cease  thou  from  sleep,  my  fellow  ! 
Pour  sacred    hymns   forth  from  thy 
throat  divine  ! 
In  plaintive  numbers  mellow. 
Wailing    lamented    Itys,  thine   and 
mine. 
With  tones  that  swell  and  float 
Out  of  thy  tawny  throat. 

Clear  the  sweet  sound  is  going 
Through  shady  woodbine  to  the  throne 
of  Zeus. 
Thine  eloquent  anguish  flowing 
Makes  golden-haired  Apollo  cry  '*  The 
Deuce ! 
The  loveliest  voice  IVe  heard 
Belongs  to  that  sweet  Bird." 

The  alterations  made  from  the 
younger  rhyme  are,  it  wiU  be  ob- 
served, very  slight  indeed,  while 
the  comic  element  added  is  scarcely 
an  improvement. 


There  were  also  in  Felix  Farley 
one  or  two  serial  stories,  or  novel-^ 
ettes,  running  over  a  few  weeks. 
One  is  **  Dick  Swingate,  or  the 
Autobiography  of  a  Sentimental 
Scamp."  We  meet  here  with 
the  afterwards  familiar  name  of 
one  of  our  poet*s  feminine  ideal- 
isations, Earine.  Another  serial 
(mark  the  impudence  of  the  boy  !}• 
is  **  Leaves  from  a  Journal  kept 
in  all  quarters  of  the  Globe.  "^ 
The  subject  of  our  memoir  had  a 
rare  faculty  for  deception,  partly^ 
the  legitimate  artistic  faculty, 
partly,  perhajjs,  arising  from  very" 
early  influences.  In  the  accoimt 
of  his  pseudo-trip  to  Rome,  he- 
speaks  in  the  calmest  way  of 
having  on  several  occasions  met 
Newman,  -  wearUy  wandering^ 
through  its  solemn  streets,  as  one 
abstracted  from  the  world,  and 
utterly  lost  in  the  mazes  of  a 
bewildering  heresy."  This  was- 
idealisation  with  a  vengeance  ;  no- 
doubt  he  was  laughing  in  hi^- 
sleeve  at  his  matter-of-fact  readers, 
who  would  scarcely  be  able  to* 
follow  him  into  such  mysticism. 
Other  writings  were  ''  Desultory 
Essays  " — a  most  appropriate  title. 

His  subtle  mode  of  wri ting- 
between  the  lines  about  his  ficti- 
tious travels,  for  anyone  that  could, 
understand,  is  noticeable.  Anent 
Rome,  he  commences  his  essay,. 
**  We  are  travellers  by  profession  : 
our  whole  existence  is  a  rapid  tour.'' 
A  fragment  or  two  here  and  there- 
may  be  quoted,  some  boyish,  sorae^ 
distinctive.  In  May,  1848,  he 
breaks  forth,  *'  0  the  glory  and 
gladness  of  boyhood.  Why  can 
we  not  carry  into  after  life  the  free- 
spirit  of  youth  ?  Why  do  we 
voluntarily  renounce  the  joy  which 
is  our  birthright  ?  There  are  some- 
who  hold  that  bu'thright  ever  ; 
manly*  spirits  who  will  barter  it 


*  In  Felix  Farley  it  is  "  ethel  and  manly,"  ^ethel*  helDg  an  evident  mis- 
print, a  lettex  or  two  having  fallen  oat.  What  is  the  word  intended  requires  a 
German  to  discover. 
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for  no  pottage,  of  whatever  quan- 
tity or  quality ;  and  we  call  them 
poets, — men  who  never  lose  their 
sensations  of  wonder  and  delight  as 
they  gaze  on  the  world* s  great 
phantasmagoria;  who  are  always 
alive  to  the  vast  drama  wherein 
they  play  no  trivial  part."  The 
writer  prophesied  truly  of  himself; 
the  poetic  faculty  of  joy  never  de- 
parted from  him  ;  the  world  was  a 
wonder  and  a  delight  to  him  to 
the  end. 

To  Bristol,  where  so  many 
of  his  bright  inventions  saw 
light,  ho  alludes  as  the  home  of 
Pantisocracy  and  Bookseller  Cottle: 
— **  Dwelt  not  here,"  he  says  in 
a  manner  very  characteristic, 
^*  Cottle  the  bookseller,  a  mar- 
vel and  a  mystery  to  all 
later  bibliopiles,  inasmuch  as  he 
offered  a  couple  of  unknown  poets 
a  guinea  a  bundle  for  their 
verses? "  Here  follows  a  notice- 
able thought  from  an  untutored 
youth,  and  elegantly  expressed  to 
boot.  *' We  should  like  to  see  Art 
the  twin  sister  of  Commerce,  as  she 
has  been  of  Conquest ;  peace  and 
comfort  n^ed  not  dim  or  repress 
the  manifold  energies  of  human 
nature.  Some  slight  glimmering, 
some  faint  stniggles  towards  the 
obtainable  holiness  of  beauty  even 
England  has  known :  may  they 
become  potent  and  multitudinous." 

It  is  little  wonder  if  in  one  of 
artistic  nature  there  should  be 
revolt  against  modem  costume: 
the  subject  is  now  a  hackneyed 
one,  Philistinism  continuing  im- 
movable. '*  Why  should  human 
beings  destroy  the  superb  con- 
tour of  the  intellectual  head  by 
imfixing  upon  it  an  abominable 
black  cylinder  with  an  unmeaning 
narrow  riin  ? "  There  were  rumours 
of  a  London  Committee  being 
started  to  effect  a  reform ;  and  our 
youngster  rhapsodises  with  some 
boyish  delight,  as  follows : — **How 
glorious  an   anticipation  that  the 


streets  of  our  cities  shall  again 
glitter  with  men  in  gallant  andsu- 
perb  costume,  wearing  their  white 
ostrich  plumes,  their  joweUed  hats, 
their  long  rapiers  as  in  the  olden 
days  !"  It  is  indeed  a  singular 
fact,  and  one  that  has  scarcely  oeen 
sufficiently  accounted  for,  that  we 
are  of  so  grave  a  genius  to-day 
that  to  dress  like  this  would  make 
US  believe  ourselves  to  be  disport* 
ing  at  a  fancy  ball,  while  our 
male  ancestors  enjoyed  colour  and 
adornment  without  any  conscious- 
ness of  absurdity.  Why  should 
not  Mortimer  Collins  have  had  a 
gpievance,  ''as  one  bom  out  of  due 
time,"  because  he  could  not  adorn 
a  handsome  form  as  suitably  as 
Edmund  Spenser  or  Walter 
Kaleigh?  K  there  were  no  re- 
volters  against  conventionality, 
where  should  we  be  in  the  end  ? 
As  it  is,  any  troublesome  and  too 
original  Sampson  is  generally  sent 
to  Coventry,  if  not  to  prison,  by 
the  conventional  Philistines. 

The  regular  appearance  of  the 
usual  bright  rhythmic  prose  and 
sparkling  verse  that  graced  Felix 
Farley^  pages  at  this  time,  was 
broken  once  in  1848.  Column  after 
column  of  every  journal  devoted  to 
politics  was  filled  to  overflowing  with 
*'  Progress  of  the  Revolution  in 
France,''  **The  Streets  of  Paris," 
and  so  on.  In  place  of  the  elegant 
eloquence  of  the  young  contributor's 
wont,  there  appeared,  dating  from 
the  Rue  St.  Honore,  *'AFew Notes 
on  the  French  Revolution,  by  one 
on  the  spot."  The  boy,  now 
nearly  twenty-one,  was  not  making 
belief  this  time ;  he  was  in  Paris. 
But  he  shewed  how  little  it  came 
within  his  range  to  describe  dis- 
order ;  he  was  at  home  in  Nature's 
secretest  haunts,  and  in  the  utmost 
revel  of  her  beauty  ;  in  the  horrid 
ungodlike  streets,  he  could  only  be 
cynical  and  turn  to  philosophy 
for  relief.  The  ghastly  accounts 
of  the  correspondents  had  been. 
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very  mucli  over-coloured,  he  re- 
ported: Louis  Napoleon  was  "a 
young  person  who  made  himself 
80  superlatively  ridiculous  in 
London  a  while  ago  in  certain 
verdant  bill-discounting  trans- 
actions." Was  it  in  those  wild 
London  days  that  Collins  and  Louis 
wetted  their  lips  at  the  same 
pewter,  as  we  have  heard  ? 

We  have  followed  our  bright 
companion  through  the  dark  days 
of  his  boyhood  and  the  brave  and 
praiseworthy  struggles  of  his  early 
vouth.  He  has  shewn  us  how 
little  circumstances  avail  in  the 

Eresence  of  a  powerful  will ;  they 
ret  and  hinder,  but  they  do  not 


stay  the  strength  of  buoyant  life, 
or  the  nature  which  matures  its 
powers  by  meeting  its  environ- 
ments in  fair  fight.  We  have 
had  with  us  an  ardent  boy,  with 
brightly  flashing  intellect  and  a 
most  engaging  freshness  and  can- 
dour; with  plenty  of  faults,  best 
described  by  himself,  but  a  genuine 
poet  and  loving  nature-worshipper 
withal. 

In  our  next  paper  we  shall  have 
to  follow  him  as  he  becomes  a  man, 
with  his  experience  as  yet  unbought, 
and  the  light  heart  that  he  never 
lost,  even  when  making  his  forced 
purchases  in  the  hardest  market. 

K.  M.  C. 
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ELIZABETH  CARTER, 


Poet,  Philosopher,  and  Old  Maid. 


"Poet,  Philosopher,  and  Old 
Maid."  Such  is  the  triple  title 
which  Hayley,  in  dedicating  his 
essay  on  **  Old  Maids "  to  her, 
gives  to  Elizabeth  Carter. 

This  lady  was  born  on  the  1 6th  of 
December,  1717,  at  Deal,  in  Kent. 
She  was  the  eldest  daughter  of  the 
Rev.  Nicholas  Carter,  D.D.,  who 
being  originally  intended  to  follow 
his  father's  business,  that  of  farmer 
and  grazier,  did  not  begin  to 
study  the  learned  languages  till  he 
was  nineteen  years  old.  He  then 
made  unusual  progress  and  l^ecame 
an  excellent  scholar.  Knowing 
the  value  of  it,  he  gave  all  his 
daughters,  as  well  as  his  sons,  a 
learned  education.  Of  this  good 
gift  Elizabeth  Carter  made  the 
most. 

A  little  stud}'  of  this  lady's 
writings  and  life  brings  to  light  a 
character  refreshing  in  its  purity 
and  strength.  She  was  masculine 
in  intellect  and  in  perseverance, 
but  feminine  in  all  else.  She  may 
be  regarded  as  one  fine  example 
that  education  does  no  harm  to  the 
sjiecial  characteristics  of  woman, 
while  making  her  an  intelligent 
companion  and  an  individual  of 
real  use  in  the  world.  Elizabeth 
Carter  never  cried  out  for  woman's 
rights.  She  was  carefully  obedient 
to  her  father,  and  only  on  one 
subject  did  she  ever  desire  to 
pursue  any  other  course  than  that 
he    wished.      This    was    on   the 


subject  of  marriage.  Her  father 
naturally  desired  to  see  her  well 
provided  for;  but,  although  she 
was  much  sought  after,  she  never 
met  with  anyone  whom  she  could 
accept  as  her  lord  and  master. 
Only  once  did  she  hesitate  with 
regard  to  an  offer  of  marriag^.  It 
was  from  a  gentleman  for  whom 
she  appeared  to  have  formed  some 
slight  attachment,  and  who  was 
in  every  way  unexceptionable ; 
but  before  she  could  decide  upoa 
her  answer  some  verses  of  his 
writing  were  published  which  to  her 
thinking  shewed  too  light  a  dis- 
position ;  and  so  the  affair  ended, 
against  the  wishes  of  her  friends,  in 
aci\'il  refusal.  It  is  not  possible  to 
imagine  an  enlightened  philoso- 
pher like  Elizabeth  Carter  uniting 
herself  to  any  man  whom  she  did 
not  respect,  in  order  to  obtain  a 
maintenance. 

But  according  to  her  own  ac- 
count she  was,  at  least  once,  more 
nearly  touched  by  the  tender  pas- 
sion. She  writes  thus  to  an  inti- 
mate friend : — 

**  Learn  from  me,  dear,  a  useful 
lesson,  not  to  be  too  confident  of 
your  own  strength.  When  I  tell 
you  that  my  heart,  which  I  thought 
so  secure  and  uninvadable,  was 
yesterday  in  one  half  hour 
entirely  given  up  to  a— would  you 
believe  it  ? — ^to  a  Dutchman.  To 
be  sure,  the  reason  of  my  bmng 
thus  taken  by  surprise  was  oeoauM 
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I  had  not  provided  myself  with  my 
usual  gua»l,  as  I  never  suspected 
there  could  be  the  least  danger 
from  an  amphibious  inhabitant  of 
the  bogs  of  Holland.  Now  I  know 
you  are  such  a  hard-hearted  wretch 
to  people  in  love,  that  I  shall  find 
no  compassion  from  you;  but, 
however,  it  luckily  happens  I  do 
not  want  it,  for  I,  this  morning, 
took  a  dose  of  algebra,  fasting, 
which  has  entirely  cured  me.'* 

She  is  described  as  having  been 
rather  handsome  in  her  youth,  as 
well  ais  of  a  bright  disposition;  so 
she  was  not  sought  after  merely  as 
a  blue-stocking.  Her  complexion 
was  fair  and  clear,  and  her  features 
expressive;  and  a  ladv  friend  is 
spoken  of  as  expatiatmg  on  her 
**  curled  hair,  ana  white  teeth,  and 
other  lady-like  perfections."  In 
the  latter  part  of  her  life  this 
curled  hair  became  white  and  soft 
as  silk. 

It  is  evident  from  her  letters 
that  she  was  a  woman  of  consider- 
able physical  stren^h.  She  rose, 
until  she  grew  aged,  at  five  or  six 
in  the  morning,  and  sat  up  half 
the  night  to  study  ;  alleviating  the 
headaches  which  such  a  course  of 
life  produced  by  most  energetic 
walks,  which  she  thus  himiorously 
describes  in  a  letter  dated  **  Deal, 
May  24th.    Four  in  the  morning." 

**  For  my  part  I  am  engaged  in 
a  very  eager,  and  I  may  add,  a 
violent  pursuit  after  health.  I  get 
up  at  four,  read  for  an  hour,  then 
set  forth  a- walking,  and,  without 
vanity,  I  may  pretend  to  be  one  of 
the  best  walkers  of  the  age.  I  had 
at  first  engaged  three  or  four  poor 
souls  to  their  sorrow  in  this  ambu- 
latory scheme,  and  'tis  not  to  be 
told  the  tracts  of  land  we  rambled 
over ;  but  I  happen  to  be  much  too 
volatile  for  my  suffering  fellow- 
travellers,  who  come  panting  and 
gnunbling  at  a  considerable  dis- 
tance andlabour  along  likeChristian 
climbing  up  the  Hill  Mfficul^,  till 


at  length  they  quite  sink  into  the 
Slouffh  of  Despond.  I  often  divert 
myself  by  proposing,  in  the  midst 
of  my  walk,  to  call  at  places  a 
dozen  miles  off,  to  hear  the  univer- 
sal squall  that  they  set  up,  that  I 
intend  to  be  the  death  of  them. 
Terrible  are  the  descriptions  they 

five,  on  our  return,  of  the  mischief 
one  by  my  impetuous  rapidity, 
though  I  protest  I  do  not  know  of 
any  narm  I  have  done,  except 
pulling  up  a  few  trees  by  the  roots, 
carrying  off  the  sails  of  a  windmill, 
and  over-setting  half-a-dozen 
straggling  cottages  that  stood  in 
my  way." 

Another  quotation  from  a  letter 
written  by  her  while  living  at 
home  with  her  father  at  Deal,  in 
1746,  will   complete   an  excellent 

Eicture  of  this  active  lady's  daily 
f  e.  She  writes  thus  to  her  friend, 
Miss  Talbot : — 

**  As  you  desire  a  full  and  true 
account  of  my  whole  life  and  con- 
versation, it  is  necessary,  in  the 
first  place,  that  you  should  be 
made  acquainted  with  the  singular 
contrivance  by  which  I  am  called 
in  the  morning.  There  is  a  bell 
placed  at  the  head  of  my  bed,  and 
to  this  is  fastened  a  pack  thread 
and  a  piece  of  lead,  which,  when 
I  am  not  lulled  by  soft  zephyrs 
through  the  broken  pane,  is  con- 
veyed through  a  crevasse  of  my 
window  into  a  garden  below,  per- 
taining to  the  sexton,  who  gets  up 
between  four  and  five,  and  pulls 
the  said  packthread  with  as  much 
heart  and  goodwill  as  if  he  were 
ringing  my  knell.  By  this  most 
curious  invention  I  make  a  shift 
to  get  up,  which  I  am  too  stupid 
to  do  without  calling.  Some  evil- 
minded  people  of  my  acquaintance 
have  most  wickedly  threatened  to 
cut  my  bell  rope,  which  would  be 
the  utter  undoing  of  me ;  for  I 
should  infallibly  sleep  out  the 
whole  summer.  And  now  I  am 
up,   you    may  belike   inquire   to 
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what  purpose.  I  sit  down  to  my 
.-several  lessons  as  regular  as  a 
school  boy,  and  lay  in  a  stock  of 
learning  to  make  a  figure  with  at 
breakfast ;  hut  for  this  I  am  not 
ready.  My  general  practice  about 
six  is  to  take  up  my  stick  and  walk, 
.sometimes  alone,  and  at  others 
with  a  com-oanion,  whom  I  call  in 
my  way,  ard  draw  out,  half -asleep, 
and,  consequently,  incapable  of 
reflecting  on  the  danger  of  such 
.an  undertaking ;  for  to  be  sure 
she  might  just  as  well  trust  her- 
self to  the  guidance  of  a  Jack-a- 

lanthorn Towards    the 

•end  of  our  walk   we  make   such 

deplorable,  ragged  figures  that  I 

wonder    sone     prudent      country 

justice   doe*   not   take  us  up  for 

vagrants,  aid  cramp  our  rambling 

genius  in  the   stocks — an  appre- 

hensioD  that  do(»s  not  half  so  much 

fright  me    as    when    some    civil 

swains  pull  off  their  hats,  and  I 

hear    them     signifying     to     one 

another,  with  a  note  of  admiration, 

that  J  am  Parson  Carter^ s  daughter, 

I   hal   much   rather   bo   accosted 

with  *  Qood  morrow,  sweetheart ;' 

or      Are     you     walking    for     a 

wagtr  ?  *      When    I    have    made 

mysilf  fit  to  appear  among  himian 

creaiires  we  go  to  breakfast,  and 

are,  as   you  imagined,   extremely 

chaty;  and  this,  and  tea  in  the 

afternoon,    are   the  most  sociable 

and  delightful   parts  of  the  day. 

W(  have  a  great  variety  of  topics, 

in  .vhich  everyl)ody  bears  a  part, 

unil  we  get  insensibly  upon  books ; 

anl  whenever  we  go  beyond  Latin 

aid    French,    mv   sister    and  the 

rest  walk  off,  and  leave  my  father 

aid  me  to  finish  the  discourse  and 

tie  tea  kettle  by  ourselves,  which 

re  should  infallibly  do,  if  it  held 

«  much  as  8olonion'8  molten  sea. 

....  After  breakfast  .  .  .  my 

first  care  is  to  water  the  pinks  and 

roses,    which   are   stuck  in  about 

twenty  different  parts  of  my  room ; 

and  when  this  task  is  fiinished,   I 


sit  down  to  a  spinnet,  which  in  its 
best  state  might  have  cost  about 
fifteen  shilling^,  with  as  much  im- 
portance as  if  I  knew  how  to  play. 
After  deafening  myself  for  about 
half-an-hour  with  all  manner  of 
noises,  I  turn  to  some  other  amuse- 
ment that  employs  me  about  the 
same  time;  for  longer  I  seldom 
apply  to  anything;  and  thus  be- 
tween reading,  working,  writing, 
twirling  the  globes,  and  running 
up  and  down  stairs  an  hundred 
times  to  see  where  everybody  is, 
and  how  they  do,  which  furnishes 
me  with  little  intervals  of  talk,  1 
seldom  want  either  business  or 
entertainment." 

In  the  afternoons  she  would 
visit  sometimes,  but  not  so  often 
as  civility  demanded  ;  for  she  felt 
it  a  **  mortification  "  to  lose  a  tea- 
table  talk  with  her  father;  and 
she  found  the  visits  rather  dull, 
so  that  ere  they  were  half  over  she 
**grew  restless  and  corky,"  and 
**  ready  to  fly  out  of  the  window." 

From  such  an  account  of  herself 
we  might  be  led  to  suppose  that 
she  was  that  terrible  creature,  a 
masculine  blue-stocking — a  being 
all  energy  and  devoid  of  sensi- 
bility. But  we  hear  from  other 
sources  that  the  winning  gentleness 
and  politeness  of  her  conversation 
and  address  were  such  as  to  disarm 
brutality  itself ;  to  which  is  attri- 
buted the  fact  that  even  the  ill- 
mannered  Dr.  Johnson  always 
treated  her  with  civility,  attention, 
and  respect;  which  he  certainly 
did  not  shew  to  all  the  ladies  of 
his  acquaintance.  Theirs  was  a 
friendship  begun  when  Johnson 
was  little  known,  and  when  Eliza- 
beth Carter  must  have  formed  her 
high  opinion  of  him  unbiased  by 
piiblic  favour.  He  seems  fully  to 
have  returned  her  esteem,  for,  in 
a  letter  to  her,  he  signs  himself 
**  With  respect,  which  I  neither 
owe  nor  pay  to  any  other." 

She    believed    entirely    in    the 
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soundness  of  his  moral  principles, 
and,  it  is  said,  always  spoke  in 
high  terms  of  his  constant  atten- 
dance to  religious  duties.  It  is 
related  that  in  one  of  their  latest 
conversations  she  was  expressing 
this  opinion  of  him  to  himself, 
when  ne  took  her  by  the  hand  and 
eagerly  said — 

"You  know  this  to  be  true — 
testify  it  to  the  world  when  I  am 
gone." 

She  did  her  best  to  carry  out  his 
request,  and  was  very  severe  with 
regard  to  those  of  his  biographers 
who  published  opinions  which  he 
would  broach  in  the  heat  of  argu- 
ment as  his  actual  convictions. 

Dr.  Johnson  once  said,  in  speak- 
ing of  a  celebrated  scholar,  that 
**  he  understood  Greek  better  than 
anyone  whom  he  had  ever  known, 
except  Elizabeth  Carter."  For  her 
learning  he  cordially  admired  her; 
but  Sir  John  Hawkins  has  pre- 
served the  following  anecdote, 
which  shews  that  the  rough  John- 
son had  a  liking  for  more  ordinary 
feminine  qualities. 

"Upon  hearing  a  lady  of  his 
acquamtance  commended  for  her 
learning,  he  said,  ^A  man  is  in 
general  better  i)lea8ed  when  he 
has  a  good  dinner  upon  his  table 
than  when  his  wife  talks  Greek. 
My  old  friend,  Mistress  Carter,' 
he  added,  *  could  make  a  pudding 
as  well  as  translate  Epictetus 
from  the  Greek,  and  work  a  hand- 
kerchief as  well  as  compose  a 
poem.' " 

In  America,  in  1865,  Thomas 
Wentworth  Higginson  brought 
ut  a  translation  of  Epictetus 
based  on  that  of  Elizabeth  Carter, 
but  since  1804  there  has  been  no 
new  edition  or  revised  translation 
of  the  g^eat  philosopher  in  Eng- 
land.*    VVe  may  look  down  upon 


the  young  country,  yet  we  are 
made  to  feel  sometimes  that  it  is 
enacting  the  part  which  a  youth- 
ful and  healthy  intellect  plays 
when  turned  loose  inio  a  library : 
it  selects  good  food  for  its  mind 
from  the  old  world  literature. 
Some  of  our  own  best  and  deepest 
authors  have  a  wider  public  in 
America  than  in  England,  and  are 
more  readily  appreciate!.  And  in 
America  has  appeared  or.e  to  tread 
in  Elizabeth  Carter's  footsteps — 
one  who  has  sufficient  appreciation 
for  the  brave,  sti'on^,  healthy 
teaching  of  the  old  master  to  render 
it  into  modernised  English. 

Mr.  Higginson  speais  of   Eliza- 
beth Carter's  work   ai   especially 
thorough ;  he  has  undar-run  it,  to 
use  his  own  expressioi,  and  made 
it  pleasant  reading  for  the  present 
day.     Her  tendency  was  to  be  too 
literal,  and  she  herself  apclogises 
for  the  consequent    iincou";hnes8. 
Her  style  is  rather  graphic  than 
exquisite,     while,    as    Higfinson 
says,     **  the    stj'le    of    Epctetus 
has   a   concise  and   even  ddicate 
precision  which  no  language  but 
Greek  could  perhaps  attain."   Dr. 
Seeker  (Bishop  of  Oxford,    after- 
wards Archbishop  of  Canterhiry) 
seems   to    have   held   a   different 
opinion,  however;   he   thougit  if 
Elizabeth  Carter's  translatioiihad 
any  fault  it   was   that   of  bdng 
*^  writ   in   too   smooth   and   o!iia- 
mented  a  stj'le."     A  letter  to  her 
from  Miss  Talbot  runs  thus :  *My 
Lord  desires  to  hear  all  you  -an 
say  in  behalf  of  ornaments ;  bit, 
unless  you  can  prove  to  him  tlat 
Epictetus  wore   a  laced   coat,  le 
will  not  allow  you  to  dress  him  n 
one."    To  this  letter  is  appendedat 
postcript     in    the    Bishop's     ov^ 
handwriting.     '*Let  me   speak  ; 
word  for  myself.    Why  would  yoi 


*  SiDoe  this  was  written  a  translation  of  the  Disoonises  of  Epictetns,  by  George 
Long,  M.A,  has  appeared  in  the  Bohn  Librazy. 
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change  a  plain,  lionie  awakening 
preacher  into  a  line,  smooth,  polite 
writer  of  what  nobody  will  mind  ? 
Answer  me  that,  dear  Miss  Carter." 

As  Miss  Carter  went  on  with  her 
translation,  which  she  began  to 
please  Miss  Talbot,  she  sent  her 
work  in  portions  to  tliis  friend. 
This  led  to  some  rather  interesting 
letters.  On  one  occasion  Miss 
Talbot  appears  to  have  found  the 
portion  sent  her  especially  appro- 
priate to  her  frame  of  mmd. 
"What  an  excellent  reproof  has 
the  honest,  plain  old  man  given 
me ! "  she  says. 

But  Miss  Talbot's  next  letter 
was  written  on  Christmas  Day, 
which  leads  her  into  pitying  Epic- 
tetus  for  not  having  been  a  Chris- 
tian. **  Noble  as  his  notions  were 
he  knew  not  the  liappiness  and 
dignity  acquired  to  human  nature 
by  this  day.  His  powerless  Jupiter, 
that  would  make  him  richer  and 
handsomer  if  he  could,  offends  me 
as  Homer's  and  Virgil's  melan- 
chol}'  Elysium  used  to  do — what 
wretchedness  I  " 

It  is  agreeable  to  see,  in  Miss 
Carter's  reply,  a  larger  apprehen- 
sion of  the  philosopher's  meaning. 
*  *  Perhaps, ' '  she  says,  *  *  the  passage 
you  mention  is  not  to  be  taken  in 
an  absolute  sense  as  a  total  want 
of  x^ower  in  Jupiter  to  make  him 
richer,  &c. ;  but  only  that  it  could 
not  be  done  witliout  altenng  that 
constitution  of  tilings  which  he  has 
thought  proper  to  appoint." 

The  passage  referi'ed  to  is  this. 

*'But  what  says  Zeus?  *0  Epic- 
tetus,  if  it  were  possible,  I  had 
made  this  little  body  and  property 
of  thine  free,  and  not  liable  to 
hindrance.  But  now  do  not 
mistake ;  it  is  not  thine  own,  but 
only  a  finer  mixture  of  clay.  Since, 
then,  I  could  not  give  thee  this, 
I  have  given  thee  a  certain  por- 
tion of  myself;  this  faculty  of 
exerting  the  powers  of  pursuit  and 
avoidance  of  desire  and  aversion, 


and  in  a  word,  the  use  of  th» 
appearance  of  things.  Taking  care- 
of  this  point,  and  making  what  is 
thine  own  to  consist  in  this,  thou 
wilt  never  be  restrained,  never  be- 
hindered;  thou  wilt  not  groan, 
wilt  not  complain,  wilt  not  flatter 
anyone.  How,  then !  do  aU  these 
advantages  seem  small  to  thee? 
Heaven  forbid.  Let  them  suffice 
thee,  then,  and  thank  the  Gods.'  " 

Miss  Carter  and  her  friend  are 
alike  distressed  that  Epictetus,  and 
other  favourite  teachers,  should 
have  been  acquainted  with  the 
Christian  religion,  and  not  have 
been  of  it,  except  in  so  far  as 
teaching  some  similar  truths  as  its 
Founder.  Student  as  she  was, 
she  had  never  studied  the  science 
of  religion,  and  could  not  rec^ognise 
that  the  same  spirit  of  aspiration 
dwells  all  over  the  world,  whether 
it  be  embodied  in  a  Christian 
creed,  or  taught  in  Stoical  ethics. 

Tliree  numbers  of  the  Rambler 
were  written  by  Miss  Carter ;  and 
Dr.  Johnson  considered  her  work 
of  considerable  merit.  In  one  she 
relates  a  dream  or  allegorv,  on 
Religion  and  Superstition,  another* 
treats  of  Marriage,  and  the  third 
of  the  frivolous  way  in  which 
members  of  ordinarj-  society  spend 
their  time. 

Some  men  can  shut  themselves^ 
up  with  their  books  for  a  life-time, 
and  be  happy ;  but  can  a  woman  ? 
Be  she  one  of  the  Bas-Bleux  them- 
selves, is  there  not  a  naiTower 
limit  to  her  cai)acity  for  isolation 
and  study  ?  Is  it  in  the  feminine 
nature  to  concentrate  the  attention 
upon  the  pursuit  of  leaniingy 
through  a  stretch  of  years,  without 
some  holiday  of  the  mind,  some 
erratic  rush  into  woman-like  frivo- 
Hties  ? 

At  all  events.  Mistress  Carter,, 
poet  and  philosopher  though  she 
was,  found  it  necessary  to  be  now 
and  then  refreshingly  foolish.  We 
are  able  to  picture  her  ''greatly 
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<engag^ed  in  the  important  affair  of 
working  a  pair  of  ruffles  and  a 
handkerchief,"  and  "running mad 
after  assemblies."  But  by  her 
own  confession  she  was  **  so  incon- 
stant in  her  follies  as  not  long  to 
be  imder  the  power  of  any  one  " — 
which  can  scarcely  be  said  of 
woman  in  the  abstract :  she  is 
inconstant  in  many  things,  but 
she  generally  clings  with  a  life- 
long affection  to  some  pet  folly  or 
other. 

But  though  our  learned  lady 
was,  to  use  her  own  words,  "too 
volatile  to  live  for  ages  in  shady 
cloysters  mewed,"  yet  had  she,  by 
what  she  calls  "learning  to  think 
early,"  gained  a  power  of  reining 
herself  in,  and  of  pruning  and 
guiding  her  own  character.  In 
this,  of  course,  she  was  greatly 
aided  by  her  philosophic  studies, 
which  were  sufficiently  deep.  But 
in  pursuing  these,  she  did  not 
neglect  other  branches  of  learning ; 
she  was  fond  of  astronomy,  and 
devoted  much  time  to  geometry 
and  algebra.  Ancient  history 
and  ancient  geography  were  also 
favourite  subj  ects ;  indeed,  she  knew 
considerably  more  of  the  latter  than 
of  modern  geography;  she  was 
more  familiar  with  the  windings  of 
the  Peneus  and  Ilyssus  than  with 
those  of  the  Thames  or  Seine.  This 
will  sufficiently  indicate  the  bent 
of  her  mind,  which  led  her  rather 
into  scholastic  and  classical  know- 
ledge than  that  general  modern 
infonnation  which  is  more  often 
preferred. 

As  a  "poet"  Elizabeth  Carter 
does  not  greatl}''  shine,  although 
there  is  plenty  of  thought  in  all 
she  writes.  The  following  is  a 
fair  example  of  her  verse : — 

'*  How  sweet  the  calm  of  the  soquea- 
ter'd  shore  ! 
Where  ebbing  waters  musically  roll, 
And  solitude  and  silent  eve  restore 
The     philosophic    temper   of    tlie 
soul. 


The    sighing  gale,    whose  murmurs 
lull  to  rest 
The  busy  tumult  of  declining  day, 
To    sympathetic    quiet   soothes    the 
breast, 
And  every  wild  emotion  dies  away. 

Farewell    the     objects     of     diurnal 
care  ; 
Your  task  be  ended  with  the  setting 
sun  ; 
Let  all  be  undisturbed  vacation  here, 
While  o*er  yon  wave  ascends  the 
l)eaceful  moon." 

Miss  Carter  was  fortunate  in 
living  in  an  age  when  general  edu- 
cation was  much  less  advanced  and 
learning  looked  up  to  as  something 
unusual.  She  was  welcomed  into 
the  best  literary  society  in  London, 
and  in  her  country  home  her  know- 
ledge (although  she  never  paraded 
it)  was  held  to  be  something  super- 
natural. She  was  believed  to  be 
able  to  foretell  the  weather,  in  con- 
sequence of  her  marvellous  learn- 
ing; but  all  the  claim  she  could 
lay  to  that  distinction  was  that  of 
possessing  what  she  called  an  "  at- 
mospheric constitution."  She  was 
conscious  beforehand  of  the  ap- 
proach of  damp  weather,  and  it 
woidd  frequently  cause  in  her  such 
languor  and  headache  as  to  con- 
fine her  to  her  couch.  In  this 
many  a  sensitive  person  can  sym- 
pathise. 

At  one  time  there  was  a  report 
in  the  countiy  that  she  was  about  to 
enter  Parliament;  but  it  certainly 
was  unfounded;  nor  do  we  think 
she  ever  even  desired  a  vote. 

Her  translation  of  Epictetus  was 
so  liberally  subscribed  to  as  to 
render  her  independent.  When 
the  expenses  were  paid  there  re- 
mained to  her  about  a  thousand 
pounds ;  and  she  was  enabled  not 
only  to  purchase  a  house  in  Deal, 
where  her  father  lived  with  her, 
but  also  to  have  lodgings  for  her- 
self in  London  at  20,  Clarges 
Street,  Piccadilly.  She  was  a  true 
"diner-out;"  for  it   is    said  that 
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die  never  kept  any  table  in  London, 
but  was  80  great  a  favourite  in 
society  that  the  carriages  and  chairs 
of  her  friends  daily  earned  her  out 
to  dinner.  She  went  among  the 
Bas-Bleux,  and  we  find  her  meet- 
ing Dr.  Johnson  at  an  '^  elegant 
entertainment "  held  at  Mrs.  Qtur- 
rick's  house. 

Although  independent,  she  kept 
house  for  her  father  when  her 
youngest  sister  married;  and  at 
all  tunes   gave  great  care  to  the 

Serformance  of  ordinary  feminine 
uties.  In  a  letter  to  Miss  Talbot 
she  says — "Whoever  that  some- 
body or  other  is  who  is  to  write  the 
life  of  Epictetus,  seeing  I  have  a 
dojun  shirts  to  make,  I  do  opine, 
dear  Miss  Talbot,  it  cannot  be  I." 
One  incident  of  her  intercourse 
with  Archbishop  Seeker  (who  cor- 
responded with  her  about  her 
translation  of  Epictetus,  while  he 
was  Bishop  of  Oxford)  she  used 
to  relate  with  great  satisfaction. 
While  at  tho  Palace  at  Lambeth 
one  day,  she  complained  to  him  of 
the  unfair  manner  in  which  our 
translators  have  rendered  the  12th 
and  13th  verses  of  1  Cor.  vii. ; 
that  apparently  for  the  purpose  of 
supporting  the  superiority  of  the 
husband,  they  had  translated  the 
fiame  verb,  as  applied  to  the  husband 
put  away,  and  as  applied  to  the 
wife  leave ;  thus,  Let  him  not  put  her 


away,  and  Let  h$r  not  leave  him.  The 
Archbishop  denied  the  fact  and 
asserted  that  the  words  in  the 
original  were  not  the  same;  but 
finding  his  antagonist  obstinate— 
"Come  with  me,  Madam  Carter," 
said  he,  "into  my  study,  and 
be  confuted."  They  went,  but 
his  Grace  found  that  he  went  only 
to  be  himself  confuted.  Li  the  last 
new  translation.  Dr.  Davidson's, 
that  old  error  is  corrected. 

Elizabeth  Carter,  after  some  suf- 
fering in  the  later  years  of  her 
career,  died  peacefully.  She  passed 
into  the  higher  state  after  a  true 
philosopher's  life  of  "  endeavouring 
to  act  conformably  to  nature." 

In  these  days,  when  female  edu- 
cation is  so  rapidly  growing,  when 
even  Egyptian  women  are  throwing 
aside  their  veils  and  flocking  to 
schools,  where  a  rational  education 
is  provided  for  them  by  the  wish 
of  a  wise  Egyptian  lady,  it  is  en- 
couraging to  look  back  and  find  that 
even  in  the  old  days,  when  learning 
was  rare  and  difficult,  a  few  women 
rose  up  and  shewed  the  world  that 
knowledge  does  not  detract  from 
grace,  or  wisdom  from  usefulness. 
Heading  of  Elizabeth  Carter,  it  is 
not  so  difficult  to  believe  in  the 
Pythagorean  women,  who  ranked 
high  among  the  disciples  of  that 
great  philosopher. 

Mabel  Collins. 
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The  g^eat  Boman  Epicurean  in 
a  famous,  not  to  say  hackneyed 
passage,  descants  upon  the  agree- 
able sensations  of  those  who  stand 
on  dry  land,  and  watch  the  toilers 
on  a  stormy  sea.  It  is  not,  he  says, 
that  we  take  pleasure  in  another's 
pain ;  our  enjoyment  consists  in 
the  sight  of  troubles  from  which 
wo  ourselves  are'  free.  Liberal 
members  of  Parliament  dm-ing  the 
past  Session  have  not  been  able  to 
indulge  in  this  pleasure.  Mr. 
Pamell  and  his  half-dozen  allies 
have  not  annoyed  them  as  much  as 
they  have  annoyed  the  Ministers 
and  their  supporters ;  but  the  dif- 
ference has  been  one  of  degree 
rather  than  of  kind.  When  Par- 
liamout  suffers,  all  its.  members, 
and  indeed  the  whole  public,  must 
feel  some  unpleasant  twinges. 
But  the  Liberals  are  not  without 
consolation.  The  very  Conserva- 
tives who  offered  such  vexatious 
opposition  to  the  Army  Purchase 
Bill  have  been  obliged  to  curtail 
tlie  privileges  which  they  then 
abused.  Out  of  the  eater  has  come 
forth  meat.  Some  of  the  ardent 
young  Tories  who  made  night 
hideous  when  Mr.  Card  well  and 
Mr.  Trevelyan  were  in  the  ascen- 
dant are  now  Under-Secretaries 
actual  or  possible.  The  old  sar- 
casm about  Whigs  in  office  might 
be  retorted  now  with  considerable 
effect.  If  a  Liberal  can  congratu- 
late himself  on  any  thing  in  these 
dark  days  it  is  in  the  fact  that 
Lord  Hartington's  followers  have 


not  been  guilty  of  f  actio  us  opposi- 
tion  when  the  public  interest  has 
required  that  the  Government 
should  be  supported. 

The  habits  of  the  House  of 
Commons  are  very  different  from 
what  they  were  fifty  years  ago. 
The  representatives  of  rotten 
boroughs  had  no  reason  to  consult 
the  wishes  of  their  constituents, 
whom  they  had  bought  and  paid 
for.  Might  they  not  do  what  they 
would  with  their  own  ?  The  plea- 
sure-seekers, the  imambitious,  and 
the  indolent  were  very  irreg^ar  in 
their  attendance.  SUent  members 
were  far  more  numerous  than  they 
are  now, — the  thought  forces  a- 
sigh — there  was  no  need  to  make 
a  speech  for  Buncombe  to  read. 
The  Reform  Bill  changed  all  thia^ 
and  Praed's  lines  on  Mr.  Manners^ 
Sutton's  nap  not  only  described  the 
immediate,  but  foreshadowed  the 
remote  consequences  of  that  mea- 
sure:— 

**  Sleep,  Mr.  Speaker,  'tis  surely  fair. 
If  you  mayn't  ill  yoiur  bed,  that  you 

should  in  your  chair  ; 
Louder  and  longer  still  they  grow, 
Tory  and  Radical,  Aye  and  No  ; 
Talking    by    night,   and  talking    hy 

day  : 
Sleep,  Mr.  Speaker, — sleep  while  yoi» 

may." 

Freedom  and  repose  are  hardly 
compatible  in  politics  ;  the  only 
thing  really  dangerous  is  stagna- 
tion. We  cannot  have  our  cake 
and  eat  it  too.  The  hall  which 
was  built  for  the  accommodation 
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of  200  or  300,  has  very  generally 
been  occupied  by  a  larger  number. 
A  short  time  ago  this  was  consi- 
dered a  great  grievance,  but  we 
have  heard  less  about  it  latterly. 
Debates  have  become  so  long  and 
-80  dull  that  the  demand  for  room 
has  decreased.  The  lobby,  the 
library  (for  sleeping  rather  than 
for  reading),  the  smoking  and  tea 
rooms  accommodate  those  who  do 
not  wish  to  speak  and  have  still 
less  inclination  to  listen.  The 
business  of  Government,  which  has 
now  a  hundred  critics  for  one  in 
Joseph  Hume*s  days,  has  come  to 
occupy  an  increasingly  large  share 
of  time.  The  opportunities  of 
private  members  are  fewer  than 
they  used  to  be,  and  it  is  under- 
stood that  no  Bill  has  a  chance  of 
passing  except  under  Ministerial 
patronage.  The  intolerable  bore- 
dom generated  by  this  state  of 
things  has  made  the  House  to 
thirst  for  personal  details.  As  the 
time  for  work  becomes  more  limited 
more  hours  are  wasted  on  explana- 
tions, on  scenes,  and  on  what  our 
neighbours  call  incidents.  The 
country  has  learned  to  take  less 
interest  in  the  debates.  Supply 
has,  of  course,  followed  demand ; 
and  all  the  morning  papers  but 
one  have  compressed  their  reports. 
Those  whose  speeches  no  one 
wishes  to  read  are  beginning  to 
call  out  for  official  short-hand 
writers.  The  perfect  control  of 
Parliament  over  the  national 
business  has  impaired  the  national 
interest  in  the  institution  itself. 
AVell-known  machines  cease  to 
excite  curiosity.  We  take  the 
penny  post  and  the  telegraph  as 
a  matter  of  course.  The  man  who 
has  reached  the  top  of  the  tree  is 
generally  less  amusing  than  the 
climber,  the  judge  than  the  advo- 
cate, the  steady-going  Minister 
than  the  aspiring  politician.  No 
doubt  Aaron's  serpent  attracted 
far  less   attention    when    it    had 


finished  its  meal  than  when  en- 
gaged in  the  process  of  swallowing 
its  fellows. 

To  the  general  change  which 
time  and  reform  have  wrought  in 
the  constitution  of  Parliament  was 
added  the  lassitude  supervening 
on  the  exhaustion  of  the  Glad- 
stonian  impetus.  The  coimtry  was 
tired  of  leg^ation,  above  all,  of 
Irish  legislation,  and  the  House 
of  Commons  reflected  its  temper 
faithfully.  The  Home  Rule  party, 
which  had  hoped  to  hold  the 
balance,  foimd  itself  shelved.  The 
Conservatives  had  a  clear  majority 
and  would  give  nothing  for  their 
help.  Mr.  Butt  and  those  whom 
he  controlled  accepted  the  situa- 
tion. Satisfied  that  Ireland  could 
never  resist  England  by  force,  they 
worked  hard  at  the  modification  of 
Irish  measures,  and  probably  did 
some  good.  It  may  not  be  pru- 
dent to  dispense  altogether  with 
exceptional  powers  for  the 
government  of  Ireland,  but  it  is 
clearly  proper  to  limit  them  with 
the  utmost  jealousy.  It  is  also 
well  to  remind  the  public  fre- 
quently that  there  are  measures  of 
reform  still  required  in  Ireland. 
Even  a  crude  Bill  is  better  tlian 
going  to  sleep.  Mr.  Butt  and  his 
followers  made  their  several  pro- 
tests, and  then  they  allowed  the 
Ministers  to  govern  according  to 
the  will  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
They  cannot,  therefore,  as  a  body 
be  held  fully  responsible  for  the 
late  exhibitions. 

The  Home  Bulers  are,  neverthe- 
less, guilty  in  a  secondary  degree. 
Entering  Parliament  on  the  as- 
sumption that  it  is  a  hostile 
assembly,  alike  unwilling  to  con- 
sider Irish  grievances  and  powerless 
to  manage  Irish  business,  they 
have  little  right  to  complain  if 
some  of  their  number  decline  to 
minimise  like  Mr.  Butt.  The 
nominal  leader  of  the  so-called 
Irish  party — ^and  he  has  become 
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very  nominal  indeed — is  essentially 
a  man  of  compromise.  According 
to  his  view  the  true  Irish  policy  is 
to  take  Grattan's  advice  and 
keep  knocking  at  the  Union ;  but 
with  gentle  and  persuasive  taps. 
The  door  has  often  proved  too 
strong  for  blows,  but  it  may  be 
possible  to  himibug  the  porter. 
This  lawyer-like  mode  of  proceed- 
ing does  not  suit  the  Left,  or  even 
the  Left  Centre,  of  his  party.  They 
decline  to  roar  like  sucking  doves. 
To  force  innumerable  divisions 
about  nothing,  and  to  oppose 
everything  is  the  policy  of  those 
who  now  represent  us  in  the  eyes 
of  the  Briti^  public.  The  dust 
they  raise  and  the  noise  they  make 
attract  notice  in  spite  of  their 
numerical  inferiority.  The  Home 
Rulers  have  by  reckless  pledges 
destroyed  their  power  for  good  in 
the  present  Parliament.  But  it 
should  be  known  that  there  are 
thousands  of  Ldshmen,  loving 
their  country  quite  as  well  as  Mr. 
Parnell,  who  regard  his  conduct 
and  that  of  his  associates  with 
a  mute  but  thorough  contempt. 

What  the  Sheffield  ratteners 
tried  to  do  to  Free-trade  the  Irish 
Obstructives  have  attempted  upon 
the  time-honoured  system  of  Par- 
liamentary government.  English 
law  is  very  tender  to  minorities, 
and  rattening  may  ^o  on  for  some 
time  before  a  Special  Commission 
issues.  A  murderer  has  few 
sympathisers,  yet  his  interests  are 
protected  with  extraordinary  care. 
And  as  the  law  of  the  land  is,  so  is 
the  custom  of  society.  The  offence 
which  excludes  a  man  from  a  club 
which  he  has  once  entered  must 
be  very  gross  indeed.  But  mur- 
derers are  occasionally  hanged,  and 
club-members  expelled,  neverthe- 
less. Is  Parliament  alone  power- 
less to  protect  itseK?  Shall  the 
House  of  Commons,  before  whose 
rising  sun  Elizabeth  bowed  her 
lofty  head,  which  triumphed  over 


Stuart  violence  and  Hanoverian 
corruption,  yield  to  a  Parnell  or  a 
Biggar?  The  idea  is  really  toa 
absurd.  If  the  slight  modifications 
introduced  into  the  rides  of  debate 
prove  insufficient,  as  seems  likely, 
other  means  may  be  found.  If 
there  is  one  thing  more  than 
another  which  characterises 
English  institutions,  it  is  their 
adaptability  to  changed  circum- 
stances. 

The  fate  of  one  Irish  Bill  during 
the  past  Session  well  shews  the 
difference  between  opposition  and 
obstruction.  The  advocates  of 
Sunday  Closing  claimed  to  be  the 
exponents  of  a  strong  national 
desire,  which  it  would  be  unwise 
and  even  unsafe  to  baulk.  The 
agitation  was  skiKuUy  managed^ 
but  the  representatives  of  several 
large  towns  were  not  to  be  cajoled 
into  class  legislation,  even  in  the 
name  of  temperance.  The  rights 
of  the  labourmg  classes  were  very 
little  regarded  by  the  cold-water 
demagogues.  At  unwary  public 
meetings  resolutions  were  passed 
calling  on  justices  to  refuse  all 
new  licences.  It  is  needless  to  say 
that  a  magistrate  pledging  himselT 
to  any  such  course  would  be  guilty 
of  a  grave  breach  of  duty.  When 
the  priest,  the  parson,  the  squire,, 
and  two  or  three  large  fanners,  all 
of  whom  have  cellars  or  comfort- 
able whisky  jars  at  home,  sign  a 
petition,  it  is  easy  to  get  humble 
names  appended.  No  man  likes 
to  be  pointed  at  as  Drunken  Pat, 
or  talked  at  in  church  because  he 
may  have  his  doubts  about  the 
feasibility  of  making  men  sober 
on  Saturday  by  shutting  up  public- 
houses  on  Sunday.  Sabbatarian- 
ism, Lawsonism,  and  an  honest 
desire  to  defer  to  what,  on  very 
inadequate  evidence,  is  called  na- 
tional opinion,  have  combined  to 
give  a  fictitious  importance  to  tLis 
particular  Bill.  We  have  seen  a 
strange  sight,   the    Time*    trying 
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hard  to  persuade  the  Government 
into  adopting  the  Bill  n.s  a  con- 
cession to  Irish  ideas.  AVhile  the 
great  new8pai)er  has  blamed  Sir 
Michael  Hicks -Beach  for  halting 
half-way,  Major  O'Gorman,  who 
once  informed  the  House  that 
every  man  has  a  right  to  as  much 
liquor  as  he  can  carr}^  away  with 
him,  has  denounced  him  for  his 
readiness  to  allow  a  measui*e  of 
repression  to  be  forced  upon  the 
Irish  people  at  the  command  of 
Mrs.  Grundy.  The  unexpected 
difficulties  which  have  arisen  shew 
that  there  is  a  vitality  in  Liberal 
principles  which  cannot  be  extin- 
guished by  any  amount  of  packed 
meetings  or  subsidised  associations. 
The  forms  of  the  House  may  fairly 
be  used  in  moderation  to  delay  or 
defeat  doubt  fid  legislation.  They 
can  only  be  so  used  when  the 
objecting  section  is  considerable. 
It  is  a  very  different  thing  when 
obstructionists  set  themselves  to 
paralyse  the  action  of  Parliament 
altogether. 

To  give  a  history  of  Mr. 
Pamell's  campaign  would  take  too 
much  space,  and  the  public  has 
probably  quite  made  up  its  mind 
on  the  subje(tt.  But  the  gentleman 
himself  lias  written  a  long  letter  to 
the  TimeSj  in  which  he  denies  that 
he  has  been  guilty  of  obstruction. 
The  Gracchi  might  have  had  some- 
thing to  say  about  sedition,  but 
the  member  for  Meath  is  really  not 
worth  reading  when  he  denies  the 
reason  of  his  own  existence  as  a 
prominent  public  character.  The 
ingratitude  is  too  patent.  One  of 
his  statements,  however,  must  be 
noticed  here.  *' There  is,"  he 
TSTites,  ' '  an  unwi-itten  law,  hitherto 
acquiesced  in  by  the  Irish  mem- 
bers, that  no  Irish  may  intei-f  ere 
in  English  or  Imperial  concerns — 
at  any  rate,  if  they  do,  their  inter- 
ference must  be  in  homoeopathic 
doses,  well  covered  up  with  sug^. 
I  have  transgp:essed  this  law.     I 


have  taken  a  part  in  those  English 
matters  when  I  have  thought  it 
right  to  do  so,  and  have  not 
troubled  myseK  about  the  sugar." 
He  cei'tainly  has  not.  But  was 
there  ever  a  more  unfounded 
accusation?  One  would  suppose 
that  Mr.  Pamell's  interest  in 
politics  began  wlien  he  entered 
the  House.  Can  he  forget  the 
credit  that  Mr.  Pope  Hennessy, 
without  any  advantage  of  fortune 
or  connection,  gained  by  his  talents, 
which  he  did  not  hide  in  any 
sugar  ?  Or,  to  look  no  further  than 
the  present  Parliament,  are  the 
reputations  of  Mr.  Plunk  ett,  Mr. 
Sullivan,  and  others,  at  all  to  be 
despised  ?  Is  not  Captain  Nolan 
heard  when  his  discourse  is  of  the 
army?  The  fact  is  that  the  House 
of  Commons  will  always  listen  to 
what  is  worth  hearing.  AVhat  Mr. 
Pamell  says  is  unfortunately  not 
always  worth  hearing.  For  instance, 
the  same  paper  which  contains  hia 
exculpatory  letter  reports  some 
remarks  of  his  on  the  East  India 
Loan  Bill.  According  to  the  chosen 
of  Meath,  India  derives  no  benefit 
from  her  connection  with  England. 
It  is  true  that  Parliament  is  not 
over  fond  of  Indian  subjects.  But 
is  all  that  constitutes  SirH.  Maine's. 
Fax  Bntannica— order  J  peace,  and 
justice — to  go  for  nothing?  Mr. 
Pamell  cannot  be  expected  to  be 
heard  patiently  on  every  subject 
from  China  to  Peru,  when  he  treats 
them  in  this  fashion.  When  he 
talks  on  subjects  which  he  has 
studied,  he  is  attended  to.  In  the 
discussion  of  the  Prison  Bills,  both 
English  and  Irish,  he  was  able « 
to  suggest  usefid  amendments, 
which  were  adopted  by  the  House. 
There  can  be  no  doubt  that  there 
have  been  abuses  in  the  Irish 
prisons  at  least.  No  one  can  wish 
that  men  who  are  in  gaol  for  one 
kind  of  offence  shall  be  punished 
as  if  for  another. 

The  Obstructionist  next  in  im* 
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•portance  is  Mr.  Biggar.  At  one 
time  it  seemed  as  if  he  was  going 
«to  be  the  great  confessor  of  the 
new  faith.  Latterly,  the  superior 
energy  of  his  friend  has  been 
acknowledged.  The  hon.  member 
for  Cavan's  blue-book  exploit  was 
on  the  road  to  oblivion,  and  he 
probably  felt  imeasy  about  his 
position.  Hisbrilliant  exclaimation 
.of  **What  the  deuce,"  and  his 
outrageous — ^it  is  hard  to  find  a 
fitting  term — conduct  towards  The 
0*Donoghue,  have  done  something 
to  restore  him  to  notice  ;  but  there 
is  reason  to  fear  that  Mr.  Pamell's 
supremacy  is  now  unassailable. 

Tertim  Euryalut,  Mr.  O'Donnell 
is  certainly  entitled  to  the  third 
place.  He  owes  his  power  of 
making  himself  disagreeable  to  the 
-extremely  select  constituency  of 
Dimgarvan,  where  he  had  a  sharp 
♦contest  with  Mr.  H.  Matthews.  It 
cannot  be  regretted  that  the  latter 
was  defeated,  even  by  the  most 
virulent  of  obstructives.  He,  a 
barrister,  at  a  former  election  for 
the  little  borough,  made  political 
•capital  by  denouncing  his  op^ionent, 
Mr.  Serjeant  Barry,  for  some  ex- 
pressions dropped  in  the  course  of 
his  professional  duty  while  prose- 
-cuting  the  Fenians.  There  are  depths 
which  Mr.  O'Donnell's  plummet 
did  never  sound.  Mr.  Matthews 
has  lately  had  personal  experience 
-of  the  danger  of  using  picturesque 
language.  He  declared,  borrowing 
,a  famous  expression  from  Mr. 
Bright,  that  the  attempt  to  force 
Home  Rule  upon  Parliament  was 
like  flogging  a  dead  horse.  The 
•obvious  truth  of  the  remark  did 
not  make  it  palatable  to  the  local 
managers,  who  preferred  the 
President  of  the  London  Home 
Eiile  Confederation. 

There  are  others  who  do  not  lag 
far  behind  the  leading  triimivirate. 
Mr.  O'Connor  Power  displays  all 
the  energy  to  be  expected  of  a 
rgentleman    who    performed    the 


superhuman  feat  of  having  a  speech 
reported  in  Ireland  before  it  had 
been  delivered  at  Westminster. 
Mr.  Gray,  as  if  poor  Tipperary 
had  not  enough  to  answer  for,  has 
lately  shewn  signs  of  wishing  to 
be  reckoned  among  the  Obstruc- 
tionists. Mr.  Kirk  is  another. 
As  for  Major  0' Gorman,  he,  at 
least,  is  amusing,  while  some  of 
those  with  whom  lie  acts  are 
merely  laughable .  Perhaps  "Water- 
ford  can  hardly  be  blamed  for 
electing  him ;  the  temptation  must 
have  been  too  strong.  There  is  a 
limit  to  his  powers  of  obstruction 
too,  for,  although  enjoying  the 
advantage  of  Mr.  Biggar' s  assis- 
tance, he  seems  unable  to  pen  an 
amendment.  Even  the  Major's 
jokes  must  pall  upon  Ministers 
who  have  not  slept,  when  he  divides 
the  House  after  the  ploughman 
has  been  long  at  his  work.  Ob- 
struction, like  misfortune,  some- 
times makes  strange  bedfellows; 
and  Mr.  Whalley  has  frequently 
taken  short  service  with  the  Irre- 
concilables.  The  stormy  petrel 
of  debate,  he  hovers  roimd  the 
labouring  ship,  not  always  visible, 
but  never  far  off.  At  one  time 
he  patronises  the  extreme  Home 
Riders  as  sturdy  patriots  and 
excellent  fellows ;  at  another  he 
denounces  them  as  disaffected 
Ultramontanes.  AVhether  patroni- 
sing or  denouncing,  he  always 
practically  fui-thers  their  ends. 
But  ridicule  cuts  deeper  than  argu- 
ment; let  Mr.  Pamell  beware  of 
his  allies. 

The  26  hours*  sitting,  principally 
occupied  with  the  South  Africa 
Bill,  in  wliich  the  House  succeeded 
in  gaining  a  victory  over  the 
Obstructives,  brought  forth  many 
noticeable  incidents.  About  the 
time  that  the  clock  was  entering  on 
its  third  round,  when  South  A&ica 
had  been  disposed  of,  and  while 
Mr.  Gibson  was  engaged  in  de- 
fending the  Irish  Judicature  BiU 
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against  the  reckless  assaults  of 
men  who  think  it  patriotic  to  throw 
dirt  at  the  absent  ministers  of  jus- 
tice, Lord  Beaconsfield  entered  the 
House  of  Commons  for  the  first 
time  since  his  translation  to  that 
serener  sphere  where,  if  the  wicked 
do  not  cease  from  troubling,  the 
weary  may  at  least  have  rest. 
What  a  scene  did  he  behold  ! 
Perhaps  he  sweetly  reflected  that 
this  deluge  had  not  come  in  his 
day — perhaps  that  he  could  have 
prevented  it  all  had  he  remained 
a  commoner.  It  is  said  that  he 
smiled  when  his  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer  came  to  speak  to  him. 
Was  it  from  the  consciousness  that, 
in  spite  of  the  education  they  had 
received,  these  young  men  could 
not  quite  draw  his  bow  ?  They  say 
there  is  a  touch  of  vanity  in  all 
laughter.  But  Tjord  Beacon  sfleld 
never  laughs. 

The  public  have  read  enough 
about  the  conduct  of  Mr.  Pamell 
and  his  friends  on  the  occasion. 
But  it  is  worth  while  to  repeat  the 
words  of  Sir  Patrick  O'Brien.  The 
hon.  baronet  has  been  a  great 
many  years  in  Parliament,  and 
probably  understands  Irish  j^oli- 
^ics  quite  as  well  as  Mr.  Parnell. 
Here  is  an  exact  transcript  from 
the  Freeman : — 

Sir  P.  O'Brien  said  if  the  hon. 
members  below  the  gangway  con- 
sulted some  of  their  friends  in  Ireland 
tliey  would  receive  no  approval  bar 
the  assurance  that  they  were  humbugs 
— (laughter) — and  that  they  were 
making  d — — d  fools  of  themselves. 
(Uproar,  and  Order.) 

The  Chairman  called  upon  the  hon. 
baronet  to  withdraw  the  language. 

Sir  P.  O'Brien: — It  is  only  a  quo- 
tation.    (Loud  laughter.) 

The  Chairman: — Whether  or  not, 
withdraw  it. 

Sir  P.  O'Brien  said  he  did  so  at 
once,  and  apologised.      (Hear,  hear.) 

The  Timeff  report  gives  no  idea 
of  this.  Mr.  Mitchell  Henr}%  who 
has  learned  something  during  his 


visits  to  Ireland,  observed  that  if 
the  obstructionist  policy  were  tried 
in  a  College  Green  House  of  Com- 
mons it  would  be  put  down  very 
promptly.  It  would  be  a  beautiful 
spectacle  to  see  the  treatment  of 
three  or  four  Northern  members 
who  should  endeavour  to  stop  the 
action  of  a  Dublin  Parliament  in 
taxing  Protestants  for  the  support 
of  Catholic  schools,  or  confiscating 
estates,  or  imposing  import  duties 
on  cotton  goods.  More  remarkable, 
perhaps,  than  an>i;hing  that  oc- 
curred in  the  House  were  the 
editorial  remarks  of  the  Freeman^  a 
Journal,  which  belongs  to  the 
member  for  Tipperary^.  The  Irish 
people  are  informed  in  a  leading 
article  that  the  minority  gained  a 
**  complete  triimiph  "  over  the 
House,  and  an  attempt  is  made  to 
shew  that  the  Gbvemment,  by 
physical  force  only,  silenced  the 
Liberals  as  well  as  the  extreme 
Home  Rulers  ;  the  real  fact  being 
that  some  of  the  most  vigorous 
supporters  of  the  Ministers  were 
leading  Liberals.  Mr.  Forster  and 
Sir  W.  y.  Harcourt  were  followed 
by  the  whole  strength  of  their 
party  present  (the  apparent  defec- 
tion of  Messrs.  i'awcett  and 
Coui'tney  having  been  explained) ; 
and  it  is  probable  that  Mr.  Low- 
ther  and  his  colleagues  would  not 
have  persevered  had  not  their 
political  opponents  urged  them  to 
stand  firm.  The  Liberal  Whip, 
Mr.  W.  P.  Adam,  voted  for  the 
Government  in  14  out  of  the 
21  divisions  on  the  South  Africa 
Bill.  Mr.  Butt  repudiated  the 
right  of  the  Obstructionists  to  speak 
in  the  name  of  the  Irish  party  ;  it 
remains  to  be  seen  whether  he  or 
the  editor  of  the  Freeman  best 
knows  what  are  trumps  in  the 
game  of  Irish  politics.  In  the 
meantime,  it  is  something  that  the 
Home  Bule  chief  shoidd  speak 
thus: — 

'^  I  know  that  the   Irish  party 
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have  repudiated  the  hon.  member 
for  Dimgarvaii.  (Loud  cheers.) 
I  would  be  false  to  my  country- 
men if  I  did  not  say  that ;  and  if  I 
thought  the  hon.  member  repre- 
sented the  Irish  party,  and  if  the 
Irish  party  represented  my  country 
— and  he  does  not  represent  my 
country — I  would  retire  from  Irish 
politics  as  from  a  vulgar  brawl  in 
wliich  no  man  can  take  part  with 
dignity  to  himself  or  advantage  to 
his  country."     (Loud  cheers.) 

Mr.  P.  J.  Smyth  improves  the 
occasion  by  a  letter  to  Mr.  Butt. 
This  gentleman  wishes  Ireland  to 
be  independent,  and  he  has  given 
proofs  of  his  sincerity  very  dif- 
ferent from  any  which  the  Home 
Rulers  can  shew.  To  resist  the 
criminal  law  requires  courage,  to 
insult  the  House  of  Commons  only 
needs  indifference  to  the  feelings 
of  others.  The  hon.  member  for 
Westmeath  has  no  belief  in  Par- 
liamentary tactics  at  all,  and  he 
has  often  said  so.  But,  granting 
that  there  is  to  be  an  Irish  Par- 
liamentary party,  he  is  equally 
severe  upon  Mr.  Butt's  strategy 
and  upon  that  of  Mr.  Pamell. 
The  former  he  considers  **  fatal  to 
the  existence  of  any  efficient  Par- 
liamentary pai-ty."  O'Connell's 
followers,  he  says,  were  bound  to- 
gether by  a  common  principle,  Mr. 
Butt's  only  by  a  factitious  organi- 
sation, and  he  has  not  been  mind- 
fid  of  the  maxim  that  **  in  politics, 
the  leader  is  the  man  who  leads." 
As  to  the  Obstructionists,  their 
policy  would  require  Irish  members 
to  live,  eat,  drink,  and  sleep  in  the 
House.  **  It  adjourns,  and  reports 
progress,  and  not  on  the  merits  of 
the  particular  question,  not  in  as- 
sertion of  any  vital  principle,  but 
in  obedience  to  the  dial  hand  of 
the  clock  pointing  to  half-past 
twelve."  And  Mr.  Smyth  asks 
these  pertinent  questions: — "Is 
the  action  of  the  Obstructionists  in 
accordance  with  the  spirit  of  Par- 


liamentary government?  has  it  a 
sanction  in  any  principle  expressed 
by  the  phrase  *  Home  Rule  ?'  has 
it  won,  is  it  calculated  to  win,  re- 
spect for  oiu'  country?" 

Nor  is  Mr.  Smyth  by  any 
means  the  only  person  who  is  dis- 
satisfied among  the  nominal  Home 
Rulers.  There  was  a  meeting  held 
in  London  to  try  and  patch  up  the 
difference  between  Mr.  Butt  and 
the  Obstructionists.  Only  about 
half  the  members  of  the  party 
attended,  and  of  those  who  did 
attend  no  two  seemed  to  be  of  the 
same  opinion.  After  a  lively  ex- 
change of  personalities  the  small 
assembly  separated  without  doing 
anything  definite.  According  to  a 
report  which  has  been  widely  cir- 
culated in  Ireland,  Mr.  Pamell  told 
McCarthy  Downing  that  he  did 
not  seem  to  know  how  to  behave 
like  a  gentleman.  In  return,  Mr. 
Downing  called  the  obstrucdonist 
chief  a  liar,  and  offered  him  any 
satisfaction  he  might  require.  Mr. 
Pamell  afterwards  withdrew  his 
obnoxious  statement,  saying  at  the 
same  time  that  he  believed  it  to  be 
true.  This  was  not  considered 
sufficient  by  Mr.  Delahunty,  wlio 
was  in  the  chair,  and  a  desultorv 
discussion  ensued,  during  which 
Mr.  O'Connor  Power  called  Mr. 
Downing  a  "  Whig  in  disguise — a 
Whig  disruptionist. ' '  Whereupon 
the  member  for  Cork  called  Mr. 
Power  a  liar,  and  offered  to  give 
him  satisfaction  in  spite  of  the  tlis- 
parity  of  3'ears.  Mr.  Callan  was 
interrupted  by  the  member  for 
Mayo,  who  called  him  a  disap- 
pointed Whig  place-hunter.  Mr. 
Callan  retorted  by  accusing  Mi\ 
Power  of  having  broken  the 
Fenian  oath,  of  disloyalty,  and  of 
having  traded  on  the  Fenians  in 
America ;  failing  in  which  specu- 
lation he  had  returned  to  this 
country  to  try  and  break  lip  the 
Home  Rule  party.  There  was  a 
little  confusion  after  this,  and  Mr. 
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Pamell  made  a  long  and  animated 
speech,  during  which  Mi\  Dela- 
himty;  who  shewed  excellent  sense 
throughout,  slipped  away  from  the 
<*hair,  thus  encEng  the  meeting. 
No  report  of  any  duel  has  since 
reached  the  Ii'ish  papers. 

While  condemning  unreservedly 
the  obstructive  policy,    we  shall, 
nevertheless,  do  well  to  consider 
the  causes  of  such  an  extraordinary 
phenomenon.    The  House  of  Com- 
mons has  hitherto  been  considered 
an  assembly  of  gentlemen.     There 
have  been  bores  and  monomaniacs, 
but  they  have  not  seriously  hin- 
dered the  action  of  the  majority. 
The  Irish  patriots  of  the  past  age 
caught  the  general  tone.      None 
was   more    uncompromising   than 
Sheil,  when  a   Coercion  Bill  was 
under  discussion,  but  he  did  not 
make  defeat  on  such  questions  an 
excuse  for  preventingany  business 
from  being  done.     Even   O'Con- 
nell,  with  all  his  violence,  never 
dreamed  of  such  conduct  as  this. 
And  in  those  days  there  were  great 
wrongs  to  complain  of  which  have 
since  been  redressed  by  the  British 
Parliament.      And   now  tho   pre- 
tence, forsooth,  is  that  Parliament 
gives  no  attention  to  Irish  ques- 
tions.      Impervious    to    ridicule, 
deaf  to   argument,    regardless   of 
good  taste,  or  the  convenience  of 
others,  the   Obstructives  have   at- 
tained a  bad   pre-eminence.     Mr. 
O'Donnell,    in    one   of  his  many 
letters  to  the  Times,  has  scoffed  at 
the  notion  that  the  avocations  of 
lawyers  or  City  men,  or  all  mem- 
bers of  Parliament  who  have  their 
bread  to  earn,  should  be  considered 
in  arranging  the  hours  of  debate. 
He  turns  up  his  nose  at  the  legal 
and     commercial    trades-union — 
suggesting  the  word  **  Ring  "  only 
to    withdi'aw    it — and    thinks    it 
would  be  a  nice  thing  if  the  ranks 
of  Parliament  were  more  largely 
Tecruited    from    general    society. 
Other    advocates    of    obstruction, 


who  are  perhaps  not  much  tempted 
in  that  way,  complain  that  mem- 
bers of  Parliament  give  up  so 
much  time  to  social  intercourse. 
Mr.  O'Donnell  must  have  been 
joking,  because  the  real  effect  of 
exclusively  daylight  sittings,  or 
even  of  early  closing,  would  be  to 
keep  all  butprof eseional  politicians 
out  of  the  ELouse.  Salaries  woidd 
of  course  follow.  Ireland  would 
be  spared  national  subscriptions, 
but  in  other  ways  the  prospect  is 
not  inviting. 

Macaulay  tells  us  that  Fletcher 
of  Saltoun's  whole  nature  was  filled 
with  a  bitter,  punctilious  patriotism. 
He  could    not   rest    because    his 
country  was  poor  and  filled  but  a 
small  space  in  the  eyes   of    the 
world.     There  is  a  good  deal  of 
this  feeling  in  Ireland,  extending 
even  in  some  measure  to  the  cul- 
tivated classes.     This  may  seem 
very  unreasonable  to  Englishmen, 
but  is,  after  all,  natural  enough. 
Every    one    who    knows   Ireland 
must  have  seen  many  manifesta- 
tions of  it.     Mr.  Irving,  the  actor, 
speaking  lately  in  Dubun,  declared 
that  his  reception  in  that  city  had 
gratified  him  more  than  anything 
in  his  provincial  tour.     A  voice  in 
the  crowd   interrupted   him  with 
**  This  is  no  province."     Of  course 
Mr.  Irving  only  meant  to  express 
the  difference  between  London  and 
not    London,     whether     Dublin, 
Edinburgh,   Manchester,  or  else- 
where.     A  brewer    in   an    Irish 
town,  whose  pale  India  ale  was, 
by  the  confession  of  the  highest 
authority,   of    the  highest  excel- 
lence,   found    himself    unable  to 
compete  with  the  colossi  of  Burton- 
on-Trent,  and  complained  that  his 
liquor  had  one  xmpardonable  sin 
— it  was  brewed  in  Ireland.     Now 
it  is  quite  evident  that  a  manufac- 
turer settinfi^  up  against  established 
men    would    always    have    great 
difficulties    to    contend    with,    in 
Northumberland  or  Devonshire  as 
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well  as  in  Ireland.  But  no  English 
county  has  any  patriotic  aspira- 
tions different  from  those  of  its 
neighbours.  Even  Scotland  has 
given  up  being  jealous.  The 
*'  auld  sang,"  though  very  defiant 
in  its  day,  has  long  been  ended. 
It  may  be  assumed  that  Mr. 
M'Laren's  anxiety  arises,  not  from 
any  feeling  against  England,  but 
from  an  unwillingness  that  any 
distinction  shoidd  be  made  in 
favour  of  Ireland.  Andrew  Fair- 
service  has  grown  much  too  wise 
to  grumble  about  the  sad  and 
sorrowfu'  Union.: 

The  separatist  delusion  i&  kept 
up  by  the  existence  of  tlie  Vice- 
regal Court,  which,  like  most  insti- 
tutions that  survive  their  useful- 
ness, has  become  a  noxious 
absurdity.  The  ludicrous  idea 
that  it  enriches  Ireland  is  too 
commonly  entertained.  The  sur- 
face of  the  globe  and  man's  labour 
therein  is  the  real  source  of  the 
wealth  of  nations.  It  is  not  the 
spender  but  the  producer  who  does 
good.  A  nobleman  and  his  family, 
with  several  aides-de-camp,  a 
couple  of  private  secretaries  with 
ver}'  little  to  do,  haK  a  dozen 
Coiirt  oiHcials,  and  a  large  number 
of  footmen,  are  added  to  the  popu- 
lation of  Dublin  for  some  months 
in  the  year,  and  that  is  all.  The 
very  horses  are  provided  by  a 
London  jobber.  The  Lord  Lieu- 
tenant has  not  even  the  position  of 
a  constitutional  monarch,  for  he 
is  looked  upon  as  a  partisan,  which, 
indeed,  he  generally  is.  The 
courtiers  consist  of  a  gi*eat  many 
worthy  citizens,  whose  wives,  per- 
haps, get  an  additional  silk  dress 
annually,  a  few  country  gentlemen, 
and  an  occasional  lord,  who  stays 
for  two  or  three  nights  at  an  hotel, 
grumbling  all  the  time  at  his  hard 
fate.  Shorn  of  all  political  power, 
the  successor  of  Essex,  and  Strafford, 
and  Cromwell  has  not  even  the 
privileges  of  a  private  station,  for 


he  does  not  choose  his  own 
guests.  Nor  is  the  Castle  of 
any  use  as  a  social  centre.  There- 
is  no  city  in  Europe  where  sets, 
and  clig^ues  are  more  sharply 
defined,  or  more  bitterly  hostile  to- 
each  other.  So  far  as  the  Vice- 
regal institution  exercises  any 
influence,  it  does  mischief  by- 
rousing  petty  jealousies.  The  most 
amiable  and  accomplished  Lord 
lieutenant  can  do  but  little ;  hia 
position  is  too  hoi)eless. 

Irishmen  feel  that  they  are  out- 
siders in  Imperial  life.  It  is  not 
that  they  cannot  succeed  in  Lon- 
don. They  are  undoubtedly  heavily 
weighted,  but  they  do  get  a  fair 
share  of  professional  prizes.  Hon- 
ourably distinguished  in  competi- 
tive examinations,  which  are  no 
respecters  of  persons.  Irishmen  are 
to  oe  found  in  all  sorts  of  good 
positions  in  the  Ci\'il  Service  at 
home,  in  India,  and  in  the  colonies. 
All  these  things  they  have,  but  in 
great  measure  on  condition  of 
merging  in  the  composite  crowd. 
Their  nationality  is  lost  to  a  con- 
siderable extent.  And  though 
they  bo  struggling  in  the  full  tide 
of  English  life,  it  is  not  their 
native  element.  In  the  glories  of 
English  history  the  Celt  has  no 
place,  and  with  the  true  Celt  many 
a  man  of  Teutonic  origin  has 
identified  himself.  The  Fenian 
Head-centre  was  called  Stephens, 
and  the  greatest  of  Irish  rebels, 
Wolfe  Tone.  Of  this,  religion  has 
been  the  chief  cause.  A  Nationalist 
leader  may  chance  to  bo  a  Protes- 
tant, but  the  engine  he  works  with 
is  the  Catholic  mass.  The  kings 
whose  exploits  stir  the  blood  of 
every  English  child  were  the  con- 
querors or  oppressors  of  Ireland. 
Cre9y  and  Agincourt  have  no 
charms  for  lier  boys.  The  Tudors 
of  whom  Englishmen  are  so  proud 
— ^for  even  Henry  the  Eighth  is  dear 
to  the  national  pride  though  not 
to  the  national  conscience — are  in. 
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Ireland  remembered  chiefly  as 
'fyrants  who  oppressed  the  ancient 
Church  and  gave  the  land  to 
heretics  and  strangers.  The  great 
struggle  of  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury affords  no  glorious  memories. 
King  or  Parliament,  Cavalier  or 
Boundhead,  made  no  great  dif- 
ference ;  in  any  case,  Ireland  was 
trampled  on.  Of  the  next  age  it 
is  unnecessary  to  speak. 

Nor  does  our  literature  make  up 
for  all  this.  The  poetry  of  Moore 
was  all  very  well  for  sentimental 
people,  but  it  never  had  any  hold 
on  the  masses.  You  never  hear 
one  of  his  songs  in  the  streets  ;  he 
is  scarcely  ever  quoted  on  the  plat- 
form. The  kind  of  ballad  which 
the  people  really  listen  to  is  not 
one  which  would  have  much  chance 
of  success  in  London  drawing- 
Tooms.  The  value  of  the  poetry 
is  little  considered,  but  a  due 
amount  of  disloyalty  ensures 
a  certain  success.  The  himible 
bards  of  the  gutter  are  sometimes 
driven  to  strange  and  grotesque 
«hifts  for  the  purpose  of  making 
the  Government  hateful.  One  of 
them  lately  saug  plaintively  that 
-*•  we're  taxed  both  night  and  day," 
and  explained  more  particularly 
that 

**  They  will  take  our  cows  and  sheep, 
They  will  take  our  com  and  hay  ; 
To  pay  the  Alabama  Claims  without 
the  least  delay." 

This  is  not  exactly  like  Moore. 
That  i)oet*s  fame  is  almost  in- 
dependent of  his  nationality, 
though  his  countrymen  have  hon- 
oured him  with  the  worst  statue 
that  ever  was  cast. 

The  greater  part  of  the  Irish 
melodies  would  have  been  quite  as 
beautiful  if  their  heroes  and 
heroines  had  lived  in  Japan.  Swift 
is  famous  as  a  patriotic  pamphle- 
teer, but  the  general  tenour  of  his 
works  is  very  unfavourable  to  his 
native  country.  It  is  well  known 
that  he  particularly  disliked  being 


called  an  Irishman,  which  so  far 
as  race  goes  he,  of  course,  was  not. 
Goldsmith's  reputation  is  but 
slightly  connected  with  Ireland. 
Everybody  thinks  of  him  in  Lon- 
don, and  in  connection  with  John- 
son. Sheridan  used  his  powers 
in  creating,  or  at  least  immortali- 
sing, the  typical  stage  Irishman, 
but  London  was  the  scene  of  his 
own  labours;  the  Irish  peasant 
does  not  know  his  name. 

Men  can  only  become  great 
upon  a  wide  stage,  and  Ireland  is 
narrow;  but  those  who  remain 
behind  feel  a  soreness  against 
which  there  is  little  use  in  arguing. 
Ireland  rightly  claims  both  Wel- 
lington and  Palmerston.  Yet  the 
fame  even  of  the  latter,  who  was 
not  only  Irish  but  partly  plebeian, 
is  sc€urcely  reflected  upon  their 
country.  Both  are  generally 
spoken  of  as  anti-Irish,  and  espe- 
cially as  anti-Catholic  statesmen. 
This  may  be  true  of  Wellington, 
but  not  of  Palmerston.  The  latter's 
real  crime  consists  in  his  having 
been  true  to  his  buff  and  blue,  and 
having  loved  constitutional  liberty 
in  Italy  as  well  as  in  the  British 
dominions. 

Nothing  shews  the  peculiar 
mental  attitude  of  the  people  more 
than  the  kind  of  qualification  they 
look  for  in  Parliamentary  candi- 
dates. Home  Bule  and  the 
kindred  pledges  must  be  swallowed 
of  course,  but  these  are  seldom 
enough.  A  man  is  selected  in 
England  because  he  has  made 
himself  useful  as  a  political  speaker 
or  writer,  or  because  he  makes  a 
good  Chairman  of  Quarter  Sessions, 
or  because  he  has  a  high  reputa- 
tion at  the  Bar,  or  in  business. 
Such  recommendations  are  of  little 
use  in  Ireland,  except,  perhaps,  the 
first.  The  local  man  of  business 
is  probably  a  landlord,  and  is 
denounced  as  such.  The  lawyer 
aims  at  the  Bench.  The  merchant 
manages  his  own  business  in  his 
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own  way.  The  highest  qualifica- 
tion probably  is  to  have  been  in 
prison  for  something  savouring  of 
treason.  Had  Mr.  Pamell 
achieved  the  honour  of  captivity 
for  contempt  of  the  House,  his 
return  for  Meath  would  have  been 
assured  for  many  years.  It  is 
fortunate  that  Sir  Stafford  North- 
cote  withdrew  from  his  first  hastily 
occupied  position.  Dislike  to 
England  is  the  strongest  passion  of 
the  himibler  Irish  electors,  and 
the  great  merit  of  having  personi- 
fied it  outweighs  all  other  considera- 
tions. But  every  one  cannot  climb 
the  Fenian  Acro-Corinth.  There 
are  dUler  virtues  to  which  weight 
must  in  such  cases  be  given. 

Look  at  the  men  for  Qalway. 
How  different  are  the  memories 
which  that  expression  recalls  ! 
Captain  Nolan,  who  has  lately 
taken  service  with  the  obstruc- 
tionist forlorn  liope,  is  in  Her 
Majesty's  service,  and  his  loyalty 
is  therefore  beyond  suspicion.  But 
it  is  not  as  a  distinguished  Artil- 
ler}'  officer  that  he  is  most  favour- 
ably known  to  his  constituents. 
He  was  originally  returned  because 
he  submitted  some  disputes  between 
himself  and  a  few  small  tenants  to 
ihe  arbitration  of  a  well-known 
<:;lerical  agitator,  and  of  the  pro- 
prietor of  a  tenant-riglit  newspaper. 
The  contest  was  an  extremely  viru- 
lent one,  and  the  unsuccessful  candi- 
date obtained  the  seat  on  petition, 
after  evidence  had  been  g^ven  of 
great  intimidation  by  the  clergy. 
One  reverend  electioneer er  laid 
down  the  convenient  axiom  that 
there  are  two  ways  of  telling  the 
truth.  The  learned  judge's  deci- 
sion gave  general  satisfaction,  but 
the  effect  was  marred  by  the  irri- 
tating and  perfectly  irrelevant 
matter  introduced  into  his  j  udgment 
What  on  earth  had  Oliver  Cromwell 
to  do  with  the  Galway  election  ? 
The  needless  offence  which  he  gave 
on  this  occasion  explains  the  great 


acrimony  of  the  Home  Eule  mem- 
bers against  Mr.  Justice  Keogb, 
especially  as  he  once  held  very- 
different  views  and  expressed  them, 
pretty  strongly.  Captain  Nolan's, 
return  at  the  dissolution  was,  of 
course,  certain.  Fortunately  for 
him,  the  same  feeling  caused  the 
success  of  a  national  subscription, 
which  recouped  him  the  expenses 
of  the  first  election  and  consequent 
petition.  It  is  astonishing  with 
what  ease  national  subscriptions 
are  got  up  in  Ireland.  One  can 
understand  a  devout  peasantry 
stinting  themselves  for  the  so-caUed 
prisoner  of  the  Vatican  ;  there  is  a 
chivalrous  and  generous  feeling  at 
the  bottom  of  this.  But  it  is  hard 
that  they  should  be  perpetually 
called  on  to  subscribe  for  aspiring- 
politicians.  Their  contributionB> 
would  not  be  given  so  readily 
were  it  not  that  the  Church, 
finds  its  account  in  the  matter ; 
and  it  is  wonderfid  how  rapidly 
a  list  can  be  filled  when  there 
are  two  or  three  skilful  and 
well-trained  tax-gatherers  in  every 
parish. 

Captain  Nolan's  colleague,  Mr.. 
Mitchell  Henry,  di*aw8  the  line  at 
obstruction,  but  he  lias  gone  very 
far  in  other  ways.  He  is  a  wealthy 
Englishman,  who  has  bought  a 
barren  mountain  in  the  West,  and 
built  thereon  a  castle  which  cost 
much  more  than  the  whole  pro- 
perty that  it  adorns.  He  has 
given  employment,  and  done  good 
in  his  district,  ha^'ing  reclaimed 
a  great  deal  of  land  and  made 
other  improvements.  His  local 
claims  are  therefore  considerable, 
but  they  would  have  availed  him 
little  had  he  not  been  animated 
with  a  peculiar  bitterness  against 
the  land  of  his  birth.  He  repre- 
sents England  as  a  swindler  im- 
poverishmg  her  weak  sister  by 
making  her  bear  an  imdue  share 
of  the  common  burden.  The 
economical  heresy  was  rather  too 
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rank  even  for  the  Homo  Rulers, 
many  of  whom  stayed  away  from 
the  late  debate.  A  feeling  of  self- 
respect  prevents  some  among  lis 
from  wishing  to  pay  less  taxes 
than  Englishmen  or  Scotchmen. 
But  Mr.  Mitchell  Henry  jiid  not 
see  the  thing  in  this  light,  and 
wrote  to  the  Freeman  complaining 
that  he  had  not  been  properly 
supported,  and  drawing  attention 
to  the  fact  that  he  was  a  much 
better  Irishman  than  the  Irish 
themselves.  It  is  evident  that 
neither  Captain  Nolan,  who  in- 
vites newspaper  proprietors  to 
interfere  between  him  and  his 
tenants ;  nor  Mr.  Mitchell  Henry, 
who  likes  to  grow  muscats  and 
pineapples  on  a  Connaught  hill- 
side, can  be  generally  imitated  by 
Irish  landlords. 

Whatever  the  verdict  of  Ireland 
on  obsti*uction  may  be,  there  is  no 
doubt  that  it  has  many  advocates 
among  the  London  Irish,  to  whom 
Mr.  O^Donnell  belongs  and  who 
recently  entertained  him  at  dinner. 
The  London  Home  Rule  Associa- 
tion were  the  founders  of  the  feast, 
and  the  orators,  including  Messrs. 
Biggar  and  O^Connor  Power,  sang 
proans  over  that  great  victory,  the 
twenty-six  hours'  sitting.  The 
Chairman,  Mr.  P.  A.  M'Craith,  is 
reported  to  have  spoken  as  follows 
in  proposing  the  toast  of  **Our 
Guest":— 

**Mr.  O'Donnell  had  entered 
Parliament  for  the  simple  puri)ose 
of  protesting  against  English  and. 
Scotch  interference  in  Irish  affairs, 
and  he  had  done  so  by  asserting 
the  right,  so  long  as  that  inter- 
ference lasted,  of  Irishmen  inter- 
fering in  English  and  Scotch  and 
Imperial  affairs.  Surrounded  by 
only  a  few  men,  he  had  made  a 
gallant  stand,  which  had  tried  both 
the  great  political  parties  to  their 
uttermost.  No  matter  what  the 
moderate  and  the  half  Home 
Bulers  might  say — the  people  who 


used  Home  Rule  for  political  posi- 
tion only — he  believed  that  the 
people  would  be  found  to  endorse 
such  a  policy  as  that  pursued  by 
Mr.  O'Donnell  and  his  colleagues, 
Messrs.  O'Connor  Power,  Pamell, 
Biggar,  and,  he  was  glad  to  say, 
Captain  Nolan  and  Mr.  E.  D. 
Gray."  It  is  to  be  hoped  Captain 
Nolan  enjoys  his  position. 

The  Islington  dinner  did  not 
arrest  the  progress  of  the  South 
Africa  Bill,  which  passed  with 
rather  less  discussion  than  it  would 
have  received  had  the  Obstruction- 
ists let  it  alone.  If  it  be  true  that 
an  eminent  Fenian,  who  served 
both  at  Manchester  and  Clerken- 
well,  was  a  noted  public  character 
during  the  latter  days  of  the 
Transvaal  Republic,  there  may 
have  been  special  reasons  for  the 
tenderness  which  has  been  shown 
for  its  fate.  Mr.  O'Donnell  is  very 
much  concerned  that  this  **  vague 
measure  should  be  left  for  an  in- 
definite time  to  beat  about  the  four 
comers  of  the  world."  The  earfh 
is  generally  supposed  to  be  a  de- 
pressed sjihere.  But  perhaps  the 
Parnellites,  who  have  tried  to 
destroy  Parliamentary  government, 
have  also  resolved  to  aboUsh  tlie 
old  solar  system,  and  to  construct 
a  new  one,  in  whicli  not  only  shall 
the  earfli  be  square,  but  it  shall 
have  all  its  angles  situated  m 
South  Africa.  Altogether,  the  ex- 
traordinary debate  on  this  Bill  was 
not  creditable  to  any  one.  Excited 
and  goaded  into  a  not  unnatural 
impatience,  the  House  wasted  time 
and  temper  on  personal  details, 
while  Mr.  Pam«ll  out-did  himself 
by  moving  an  amendment  of  which 
he  did  not  know  the  meaning. 

The  political  forces  practically 
effective  in  the  South  and  West  of 
Ireland  are  three — Roman  Catho- 
licism of  a  very  Ultramontane 
type,  Ag^arianism,  and  Fenianism. 
All  the  Home  Rulers,  though  in 
different   proportions,    owe   their 
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6eat8  to  a  oombination  of  these 
elements.  The  Church  can  take 
care  of  herself,  and  always  swal- 
lows the  oysters,  whoever  may  get 
the  shells.  It  matters  little  to  her 
who  is  elected,  for  every  candidate 
takes  the  necessary  pledges.  But 
her  policy  has  been  to  discounten- 
ance the  violent  Nationalists,  and 
thus  win  a  character  for  modera- 
tion. Clerical  interests  being  safe 
for  the  present,  so  far  as  Irish 
votes  can  secure  them,  it  remains 
to  get  something  for  the  farmers, 
who  are  not  only  sound  and  sub- 
missive Koman  Catholics,  but  are 
the  parents,  the  brothers,  and  the 
cousins  of  the  country  clergy. 
Mr.  O'Donnell  has  notified  his 
intention  to  keep  the  Liberals  out 
of  office  **  till  the  crack  of  doom  " 
unless  the^  eat  his  leek.  It  is 
to  be  hoped  that  their  Salford 
warning  will  be  enough.  Per- 
haps Mr.  Edward  Jenkins  may 
thmk  it  prudent  to  disregard 
the  threats  held  out  to  him 
about  the  Irish  vote  at  Dun- 
dee. It  may  turn  out  that 
Englishmen  and  Scotchmen,  and 
not  Irishmen,  really  have  the 
command  of  English  and  Scotch 
towns.  Lancasnire  has  already 
given  more  than  one  hint.  In  any 
case  the  Union,  and  the  constitu- 
tion of  Parliament  are  more 
important  than  the  Liberal  party. 
The  danger  is  that  in  the  righteous 
indignation  felt  against  the 
Obstructionists,  the  Ireland  which 
is  apart  from  them  may  be  forgot- 
ten. There  are  always  plenty  of 
men  to  clamour  for  severe  measures, 
to  point  out  that  this  ungovern- 
able island  cannot  receive  the 
constitutional  gospel,  and  requires 
the  sword  of  a  despot.  This  sort 
of  talk  is  very  easy,  and  infinitely 
mischievous.  There  is  no  choice 
but  to  retain  Ireland  in  full 
partnership  or  to  hold  her  down 
by  that  state  of  siege  with  which 
Gavour  said  any  fool  can  govern. 


Even  towards  the  Parliamentary 
Obstructives,  sharp  measiires  are, 
with  all  respect  to  Mr.  Fawcett,  to 
be  deprecated.  To  do  Mr. 
O'Donnell  justice,  he  seems  to  have 
no  wish  to  bring  down  the  active 
wrath  of  the  House  on  himself.  If 
it  shoidd  imhappily  be  necessary  to 
devise  means  for  the  protection  of 
the  majority  next  Session,  it  is 
evident  that  Sir  Stafford  Northcote's 
new  rules  will  not  do.  There  has 
been  a  sort  of  fatality  about  the 
matter.  The  only  use  of  the  new 
system  has  been  to  silence  Mr. 
Whalley  for  a  few  minutes.  It  is 
even  probable  that  he  was  silenced 
illegally,  not  having  been  first 
heard  in  explanation. 

In  the  meantime,  if  Mr.  Pamell 
and  his  friends  are  capable  of 
learning  by  experience,  let  them 
remember  that  the  continental 
eldture,  if  it  should  be  found  neces- 
sary, would  press  very  hardly  on 
them.  Irish  members,  in  so  far  as 
they  form  a  separate  class,  must 
necessarily  be  often  in  the  minority. 
It  may  not  be  advisable  to  send 
those  guilty  of  contempt  to  the 
Tower,  or  to  that  less  dlustrious 
place  of  captivity  whore  a  famous 
patriot  was  once  confined.  But  a 
padlock  may  be  put  upon  the 
tongue,  and  that  would  be  a  dreadful 
privation  to  some  gentlemen,  while 
it  might  not  increase  their  popu- 
larity with  their  own  constituents. 
But  probably  nothing  of  this  sort 
will  be  required.  A  fixed  resolu- 
tion on  the  part  of  the  Government 
and  the  House  neither  to  be  co- 
erced by  the  Obstructionists  nor  to 
be  hurried  into  severities  which 
would  make  them  less  contempti- 
ble, may,  in  due  time,  have  its  in- 
fluence. Even  Meatli  may  weary 
of  her  Aristides,  and  give  him  what 
he  calls  a  mandate  very  diff'erentl^'- 
worded  from  any  which  he  has  yet 
received : — 

"  Solvuntur  risu  tabuIaB,   tu  missus 
abibiB." 
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The  consummation  is  devoutly 
"to  be  wished  for. 

The  Conservatives  have  a  great 
■opportunity.  Let  them  shew  that 
they  can  bring  in  practical  good 
measures  for  Ireland,  and  so  take 
the  sting  out  of  the  Home  Rulers' 
taunts.  They  might  begin  vdih 
the  Grand  Jury  laws,  which  are 
very  bad  and  utterly  indefensible. 
Some  valuable  parts  of  the  present 
system  might  thus  be  preserved 
which  wiUbesweptaway  if  theques- 


tion  is  kept  open  till  times  change. 
In  any  case  the  Irish  party  is  likely 
for  some  sessions  to  be  a  clog  on 
the  Parliamentary  machine.  Time 
and  good  temper  may  smooth  even 
Mr.  Pamell's  acerbitj'.  However 
this  may  be,  it  is  to  be  hoped  that 
no  amount  of  provocation  will  in- 
duce the  House  to  give  him,  or  any 
of  those  who  act  with  him,  the 
honours  of  an  easy  martyrdom. 
The  strong  can  afford  to  be 
patient. 

R.  Bagwell. 


LITERARY    NOTICES. 


Danish  Greeenland^  its  People  and 
its  Products.  By  Dr.  Henry  Rink. 
Henry  8.  King  and  Co.  London. 
1877. 

Dr.  Rink,  an  acknowledged 
authority  on  matters  relating  to 
Greenland,  gives  us,  under  this 
title,  an  exhaustive  account  of  that 
chilly  region.  Our  author,  who  is 
■director  of  the  Roj'^al  Greenland 
Board  of  Trade,  and  was  formerly 
Inspector  of  South  Greenland,  has 
evidently  had  ample  opportunities 
for  personal  acquaintance  with  the 
land  of  which  he  writes ;  and  an 
intimate  account  of  any  little- 
known  country  can  never  fail  to  be 
interesting  to  some  class  of  readers 
among  the  omnivorous  public. 
This  volume  offers  something 
tempting  to  most  minds  ;  it  treats 
of  the  history  of  Greenland,  of  its 
language  and  traditions,  of  geology 
and  mineral  products,  of  plants 
and  animals,  domestic  and  wild  ; 
chapters  are  devoted  to  the  confi- 
guration of  the  country,  climate, 
and  the  limits  of  perpetual  snow, 
And  vegetation  ;  the  trade  question 
is  discussed,  as  well  as  the  orig^ 
of  the  floating  ice-berg ;  there  are 
antiquarian  and  meteorological 
notes,  and  synopses  of  the  Ghreen- 
land    fauna  and    flora.     And   aU 


these  solid  matters  are  made  in- 
teresting by  a  pleasant  style,  while 
they  are  diversified  by  quaint 
accoimts  of  the  Eskimo,  and  the 
pages  are  full  of  reality  and  actual 
experience.  Indeed  the  realism 
becomes  pathetic,  when  our  author 
defends  Greenland  from  the  impu- 
tation of  dulness  tlius : — **  Nobody 
need  be  in  want  of  occupation  and 
entertainment  in  Greenland,  and 
living  there  is  not  much  more  dull 
than  in  some  very  isolated  places 
in  the  mother  country." 

Few  people  but  can  recall  **  some 
very  isolated  place  "  where  stress 
of  weather,  or  perhaps  a  dutiful 
visit  to  a  relation,  has  imprisoned 
them  for  a  while:  and  if  their 
imagination  can  successfully  depict 
something  *'  not  much  more  dull," 
how  charming  will  a  life-time  in 
Greenland  appear  to  them !  In  a 
certain  delightful  place  called 
Umanak,  the  sun  is  not  seen  from 
November  7tli  imtil  February  2nd, 
and  '*  when  one  is  confined  to  the 
narrow  rooms,  with  nothing  to  vary 
the  monotony  of  the  darkness  that 
reigns  without  except  the  howling 
of  the  dogs,"  even  Dr.  Rinf 
allows  that  ''  Christmas  time  is 
exceedingly  dull,  especially,"  as  he 
quaintly  adds,  "  to  single  people ! " 


378 


Literary  Notices. 


[September 


Our  author  gives  us,  however, 
some  much  more  cheerful  pictures 
than  this  of  life  in  Greenland  ;  and 
the  accoimts  of  the  natives,  some 
of  which  are  by  native  authors,  are 
exceedingly  interesting :  the  wood- 
cuts, also,  the  drawings  for  which 
are  executed  by  native  and 
untaught  artists,  are  wonderfully 
graphic.  It  seems,  however,  that 
the  Greenland ers  are  a  plainly 
decaying  people.  The  old  aristo- 
cracy of  the  race  was  formed  by 
the  most  successfid  seal-himters ; 
but  now  it  is  considered  a  more 
elevated  position  to  act  as  servant 
to  a  Euix)pean  master:  conse- 
quently the  true  pursuits  of  the 
Eskimo  must  by  degrees  be  less 
respected  and  less  excelled  in. 
They  appear  to  have  an  abject 
admiration  for  Europeans,  and  it 
is  fomid  useless  to  elevate  one  of 
themselves  to  authority.  Dr. 
Hink  has  attempted,  at  least  to 
some  extent,  to  defend  the  Eskimo 
character  from  the  charges  of 
different  kinds  of  vice  brought 
against  it ;  f(n'  instance,  they  have 
been  much  accused  of  untruth, 
but  it  ap2)ears  that  some  of  tlieir 
reputed  untruthfulness  is  of  a 
kind  piiralleled  by  our  own  social 
**  not  at  home." 

"Anybody  who  lias  travelled  in 
Greenland  knows  the  plirase  *Kam- 
ek^ngilanga,'  i.e.,  *  I  have  no  boots,' 
by  asserting  which  a  man  always 
makes  his  first  attempt  to  escape 
being  engaged  for  a  journey  which 
ho  dislikes  to  undertake.  If  then  a 
pair  of  boots  are  offered  him  into  the 
bargain,  he  will  most  likely  try  to 
back  his  refusal  by  referring  to  the 
critical  state  of  his  trousers,  and 
80  on." 

But,  notwithstanding  some  in- 
telligible explanations  of  this  kind, 
the  Eskimo  fails  to  appear,  except 
in  individual  instances,  as  an  ele- 
vated personage,  and  even  Dr. 
Hink's  pleasant  writing  can  hardly 
make  Greenland  seem  an  attrac- 
tive residence. 


Mortimer  CoIUm  :  his  Letters  and 
Friendships f  with  same  Account  of  his 
Life.  Edited  by  Frances  CoUins. 
Two  vols.  Sampson  Low.  1877. 

A  widow,  however  well  disposed, 
is  not  the  best  estimator  of  her 
husband.  She  has  seen  him  in 
too  personal  a  light  to  be  able 
to  give  him  his  due  place  in  the 
clear  atmosphere  of  impartial 
biography.  She  is  apt  to  over- 
estimate what  another  might  little 
value,  and  to  under- estimate  what 
others  might  prize.  If,  moreover, 
she  has  been  the  partaker  of  but 
a  fractional  part  of  the  life  of  the 
subject  of  her  memoir,  it  is  all  the 
more  dangerous  for  her  to  step  in 
as  chronicler.  Since  from  internal 
evidence  surely  never  wife  knew  less- 
of  her  husband's  past  than  the  com- 
piler of  the  present  volumes,  it 
was  naturally  to  bo  expected  that 
the  book  would  turn  out  to  be 
a  domestic  autobiography  of  Mrs. 
Collins,  with  much  interesting 
matter  connected  with  her  own 
friends,  and  perhaps  some  account 
of  Mortimer. 

Happily  these  volumes  are  a 
little  superior  to  OTir  imaginary 
description.Thatthey  have  the  value 
they  possess  arises  from  three 
circumstances.  That  their  com- 
piler, who  was  for  eight  yours  the 
Avife  of  Mortimer  Collins,  has 
appreciated  one  side  of  his  cha- 
racter, and  has  depicted  it  fairly  ; 
that  a  few  of  the  memorial  letters 
from  old  friends  are  so  character- 
istic as  to  overbalance  others  that 
have  little  value  ;  and  finally,  that 
it  has  been  impossible,  amidst 
carefully  collected  valentines  and 
nonsense-books  never  meant  to  be 
printed,  altogether  to  keep  out  the 
true  touches  of  the  inimitable 
Mortimer  himself,  Iiowever  few 
and  far  between  these  may  be. 

As  to  the  style  in  which  the 
memoir  is  written,  it  is  bald  and 
jerky,  as  a  rule,  with  an  occasional 
exception. 
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The  Saturday  Review  remarks: 
**  Between  Collins's  first  marriage 
in  1850,  and  the  death  of  his  wife 
in  1867,  we  are  told  scarcely  any- 
thing about  his  career. ' '  That  this 
shoiddbe  the  case  under  the  cir- 
cimistances  of  a  second  mamage  is 
most  natural.  With  the  feeling  that 
prom]) ted  the  omissions  we  can  fully 
sjrmpathise,  but  as  literary  critics 
we  cannot  but  allow  that  it  is  an 
awkward  element  in  biographic 
writing,  and  that  the  wisest  course 
for  the  lady  in  the  present  case 
would  have  been  to  select  some 
impartial  person  as  chronicler. 
The  author  of  course  could  please 
himself  a^  to  whether  or  not,  when 
pressed,  he  shoidd  wi'ito  doggrel, 
out  it  is  something  of  a  cruelty  to 
him  now  to  reproduce  it  to  the 
exclusion  of  work  which  would 
have  conveyed  a  better  idea  of  him. 
It  is  a  peculiar  and  special  in  jury- 
to  his  literary  fame  that  these 
volumes  should  be  what  they  are ; 
and  for  this  reason,  that  he  had 
long  suffered  from  lack  of  any  one 
at  the  same  time  botli  able  and  in 
a  position  to  gather  uj)  his  real 
gems  from  the  innumerable  literary 
bye-ways  whore  they  had  been 
scattered,  and  so  present  him  to 
the  public  at  his  best.  To  cite  the 
Saturday  Review  once  more,  we 
fully  agree  that  **  too  many  of 
these  letters  in  rhj-nie  are  re- 
printed." How  differently  Morti- 
mer Collins  wrote  when  ho  wrote 
for  press,  and  when  he  threw  off 
an  idle  valentine  to  please  exigent 
ladies,  may  be  seen  by  comparing 
stanzas  which  w(a*e  meant  for 
publication  in  any  periodical  of 
position  with  others  written  merely 
for  home  circulation.  The  fact  of 
this  difference,  which,  omitting  one 
or  two  exceptionally  beautiful  ver- 
sieles,  is  easily  verifiable,  is  evidence 
of  a  wrong  done  to  the  vanished 
author  by  bringing  forward  bushels 
of  his  private  and  careless  nonsense 
in  a  book  bearing  the  dignified 


title  of  **  Lettera  and  Friendships." 
To  judge  by  these  volumes,  at  least 
nine-tenths  of  the  serious  friend- 
ships of  his  life  were  formed  in  its 
last  few  years,  and  were  for  a  circle- 
of  ladies  who  foimd  him  willing^ 
to  amuse  them  in  his  idle  hours.. 
We  laboured  under  the  impres- 
sion that  the  object  of  poetry  was- 
the  communication  of  tne  deepest 
intuitions ;  but  we  have  it  sug- 
gested by  our  lady-editor  that  a 
good  poetic  exemplar  is  a  copy  of 
verses  on  white  satin,  written  to* 
celebrate  a  wedding.  This  might 
be  pleasant  work  for  a  poet  to  take^ 
up  now  and  again  for  a  f nend ; 
but  to  suggest  it  as  a  meanS; 
whereby  **  millionaires  might  ffive 
encouragement  to  poets"  stnkes- 
us  as  advice  peculiai'ly  conunercial 
and  snobbish,  which  we  imagine 
no  true  ]x>et  is  at  all  likely  to- 
follow.  Apropos  of  such  a  matter, 
we  will  quote  a  soimet  which  is  not 
to  be  foimd  in  the  volumes  before 
us,  but  the  authorship  of  which 
may  perhaps  be  guessed  at. 

Rhyming's  a  general  accomplishnienfc  *. 
Pert  linen  drapers  scribbling  valen- 
tines— 
Young  ladies  who  delight  in  honied 
lines, 
On  rosiest  paper,  exquisite  of  scent — 
And  writers  of  sublime  advertisement, 
leeming  -JiiiXv  metaphors  on  cuats- 

and  blacking, 
Resource  of  shopkeepers  wlien  cus- 
tom's lacking — 
These  are  our  poets  now.  The  Eloquent 
Of  Earth  are  fled.      Is  there  no  single 
voice 
From    the    inner    silence    of    our 
sacred  land. 
Which,  heard  as  yet  where  forest- 
winds  rejoice, 
May  through  the  toiling  commerce- 
throngs  expand, 
Witnessing   that    some    have  a    for 
nobler  choice 
Than  the  vain  wealth  of  the  ao- 
quiriug  hand  ? 

The  Spectator  very  propeily 
accepts  ''with  some  reservation 
the  biographer's  judgment"  ftttj 
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lier  husband  looked  aristocratic, 
•a  description  which,  is  just  what  a 
romantic  school- girl  might  be 
•expected  to   give  of  her   earliest 

J)as8ion.  Mortimer  Collins  did  not 
ook  aristocratic  in  the  modem 
Bense  of  the  word ;  he  did  not 
belong  to  a  class  at  all.  He  might 
fairly  have  been  described  as 
idiosyncratic,  characteristic ;  nay, 
he  was  unique  in  his  way.  He 
was  as  little  aristocratic  as  he  was 
plebeian. 

We  have  looked  tlirough  these 
volumes  with  no  minutely  analytic 
eye ;  nevertheless,  sundry  minor  im- 
perfections force  themselves  upon 
the  attention.  For  instance,  a  ref  er- 
•ence  to  a  proposed  collaboration 
between  the  subject  of  the  memoir 
-and  Mr.  Fred.  Locker  is  made  in 
both  volumes,  and  in  a  slightly 
varied  form.  In  Volume  I.  it  is 
said,  **Mr.  Locker  liked  the  notion, 
but  did  not  at  the  moment  feel 
poetical;"  in  Volume  II.,  **Mr. 
Locker  seemed  to  fall  in  with  the 
idea,  but  Mortimer  Collins  did  not 
live  to  carry  it  out."  Again,  more 
than  a  dozen  lines  referring  to  the 
novel,  **  Sweet  Anne  Page,"  are  to 
be  found  in  both  volumes.  They 
are,  it  is  ti*ue,  slightly  varied,  but 
the  variation  is  due,  not  to  the 
-author  but  to  the  editor.  In  one 
we  read,  '*  Sow  your  wild  oats  and 
grow  the  wheat  of  wealth  or  the 
glorious  grapes  of  genius."  In 
the  other,  **  Sow  your  wild  oats 
.^nd  grow  the  wheat  of  wealth  on 
the  glorious  grapes  of  genius." 

Some  stanzas  written  by  Mor- 
timer Collins  to  his  only  clnld  and 
placed  in  these  volumes,  as  we 
learn,  without  communication  with 
the  recipient,  we  have  been  allowed 
to  compare  with  the  original  in  the 
fly-leaf  of  the  book  in  which  it  was 
written.  The  editor's  version  is 
full  of  glaring  errors. 

In  the  original  we  have — 

*  **  The  eternal  want  of  pence 
That  vexes ''  poeta  like  a  pestilence.' 


J9 


In  the  *'  Letters  and  Friendships 
the  quotation  marks  are  omitted, 
which  might  lead  anyone  to 
suppose  that  the  writer  had  stolen 
the  pith  of  his  lines  from  the  well- 
known 

'*  Eternal  want  of  pence 
That  vexes  public  men — " 

whereas  his  ev-ident  intention  is  to 
quote  the  phrase  with  honour. 
Further,  the  verses  are  mutilated 
by  the  omission  of  their  last  and 
best  line.  Finally,  to  shew  how 
much  a  little  poem  of  only  sixteen 
lines  can  be  made  to  suffer,  we 
have  only  to  quote  another  line 
from  it,  as  given  in  the  work  be- 
fore us : — 

'*  Upon  a  couple  of  two  well-known 
books." 

It  need  hardly  be  said  that  this  is 
not  what  Mortimer  Collins  wrote. 

About  herself,  too,  the  compiler 
of  these  volumes  does  not  appear 
to  be  more  sure  than  about  her 
husband's  verse.  In  one  place 
she  writes  :  **  The  secretary  [a 
name  assumed  in  these  volumes 
by  Mrs.  Frances  Collins]  was 
proud  that  her  criticism  should  be 
valued  by  so  clever  a  man  as 
Mortimer  Collins,  but  she  always 
reminded  hmi  that  she  was  but  as 
Moliero's  housekeeper,  and,  having 
only  ordinary  intelleet,  could  come 
nearer  to  the  understanding  of  the 
general  public  than  he  himself 
could."  This  sentence  may  be 
reasonably  compared  with  another, 
to  the  effect  that  he  and  she  were 
in  such  complete  intellectual  sym- 
pathy that  "they  worked  and 
thought  together."  Again,  she 
speaks  of  Iier  constant  companion- 
ship developing  his  character ; 
why,  the  man,  by  the  recorded 
evidence,  was  forty  years  old  when 
he  married  her,  and  had  been  a 
married  man  for  over  seventeen 
years  out  of  the  forty.  He  must 
have  been  wonderfully  plastic  for 
a  boy  of  forty,   or  some  of  the 
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other  sex  a«re  marvellous  moulders 
of  character. 

Another  pair  of  careless  errors 
make  us  feel  really  sad,  for 
occurring  as  they  do  in  the  first 
and  last  lines  of  a  nine-line  stanza 
quoted  from  **Mr.  Carington," 
they  entirely  spoil  a  little  poem 
that  was  one  of  our  most  loved 
ones.  We  will  quote  the  verse 
correctly : — 

*^  Helen  and  I  looked  out  upon  the 

west. 
O  unimaginable  sunset !    O 
Soft  sky  in  mystic  waves  of  colour 

drest, 
With  great  Apollo's  final  kiss  aglow ! 
O  lights  that  lessen,  linger,  glisten, 

grow  ! 
Almighty  Artist,  never  do  I  see 
Thy  little  lightest  touch  of  fire  or 

snow, 
Of  bird  that  sings,  of  blossom  upon 

tree. 
Without  that  inner  silent  saying  : 

Hore  Thee:' 

Again,  some  memorial  lines  are 
quoted  as  if  they  had  never  been 
printed  before,  whereas  they  ap- 
peared at  tho  time  in  a  Berkshire 
paper.  This  is  a  trilling  eiTor, 
hut  the  lines  as  originally  jirinted 
were  meant  for  the  public ;  as 
given  iu  those  volumes  they  con- 
tain a  line  mo<lific<l  to  suit  a 
private  individual  to  whom  they 
were  sent.  With  choice  in  such  a 
matter  it  woidd  reasonably  be 
expected  that  tho  lines  should  be 
reprinted  as  originally  published. 
We  might  cite  other  eiTors  in 
dates  and  minor  details,  but  re- 
frain, remembering  that  it  is  a 
lady's  book  that  we  have  before 
us. 

We  Avill  cease  our  unkind  work 
of  criticism,  which  these  volumes 
have  80  readily  opened  themselves 
to.  They  contain  many  a  charm- 
ing page,  but  taken  as  a  whole  we 
can  only  regi'(»t  that  a  scholar  and 
a  poet  has  been  so  travestied. 

The  Life  of  J,  M,  JT.  Turner,  JR.  A. 


By  Walter  Thombury.  A  New 
Edition.  Chatto  and  Windus. 
London.     1877. 

We  all  like  to  know  all  about 
'*  our  great  men,"  and  very  few 
people  are  above  a  relish  for  perso- 
nal details.  The  love  of  biography 
which  has  developed  in  these 
modern  days  is  perhaps  only  & 
refined  form  of  the  vulgar  taste- 
for  ^ssip  ;  yet  surely  we  must  be 
forgiven  for  taking  a  great  interest 
in  Mr.  Thombury's  very  bright 
and  pleasant  book.  Most  lovers 
of  art  who  have  felt  the  magio 
which  glows  from  every  wall  in 
the  Turner  Gallery,  must  have- 
wished  to  know  something  of  the 
personality  of  the  great  artist.  It 
is  difficult  to  tell  whether  the  man 
whom  Mr.  Thombury  brings  before 
the  reader  most  pleases  or  disap- 
points. It  is  a  little  disappointing, 
after  gazing  into  that  bottomless, 
lake  Avemus,  which  is  so  full  of 
enchantment  that  it  is  indeed  an 
entrance  into  faery  realms;  or 
looking  long  upon  that  marvellous- 
romance,  Queen  Mab's  Grotto, 
where  every  touch  is  full  of  quaint- 
ness  of  fancy  and  unrivalled 
breadtli  of  imagination — it  is  a  little- 
disapi)ointing  to  find  that  these 
magical  creations  proceeded  from  a 
himian  being  of  the  same  mould  as. 
other  frail  mortals.  Some  spiritual 
existence,  burning  to  bring  wisdom 
and  beauty  from  a  higher  sphere 
to  this,  might  have  flung  itself 
into  the  world  of  coloiu\  and 
expendefl  its  desire  upon  these 
living,  glowing  productions.  A 
cor^wreal  fonii  can  scarcely  have 
been  needed  to  produce  such  spiri- 
tuelh  residts  !  But  we  are  soon 
brought  down  from  oiu*  fancies  by 
finding  that  all  this  mystery  of 
beauty  was  wrought  by  a  red- 
faced  little  man  with  dirty  hands, 
and  the  appearance  of  a  bluff 
sailor  ! 

But  on  the  other  hand,  it  is  also 
rather  pleasant  to  find  such  an  ec- 
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centric,  idiosyncratic,  thoroughly 
human  individuality  behind  these 
almost  supernatural  canvasses. 
The  artist  who  was  unique  in  his 
art  was  also  exceedingly  odd  in 
his  life.  Mr.  Thombury  has  very 
cleverly  put  together  the  quaint 
picture  of  Turner's  daily  living  in 
•Queen  Anne  Street :  the  dingy, 
Avtty,  ill-kept  house ;  that  ex- 
traordinary picture  gallerj',  con- 
iaining  works  which  he  prized  too 
highly  to  sell  to  individuals  and 
reserved  for  the  nation;  some 
-thirty  thousand  proofs  of  engrav- 
ings ;  all  suffering  more  or  less  from 
ihe  state  of  neglect,  dirt,  and  damp 
in  which  they  were  kept.  Few 
artists  have  valued  their  own 
work  so  highly  or  treated  it  so 
.carelessly,  as  Turner.  It  seems  as 
though  the  extraordinary  powers 
of  production  he  possessed,  and 
the  large  sums  of  money  he 
realised  by  his  engravings  and  in 
later  years  commanded  for  his  pic- 
tures, produced  in  him  an  almost 
reckless  feeling  of  power.  A  man 
who  leaves  behmd  him  some 
nineteen  thousand  sketches  may 
perhaps  bo  excused  if  he  prefers 
that  some  one  else  should  under- 
take the  labour  of  arranging  them: 
although  Mr.  Kuskin  must  Iiave 
needed  the  help  of  much  Christian 
charity  and  affection  for  his  old 
friend  if  he  could  go  through  those 
nineteen  thousand  pieces  of  paper, 
torn,  dirty,  folded  in  four,  used 
on  both  sides,  often  for  the  same 
sketch,  half  being  on  one  side 
and  half  on  the  other ;  and  retain 
amiability  of  temper  throughout. 

The  same  Turner  whose  touch 
and  colouring  were  supremely  deli- 
cate was  also  thus  dirty,  untidy, 
careless;  the  same  Turner  who 
knew  the  rapture  of  supreme 
artistic  conception  could  also 
periodically  enjoy  a  revel  in  a  low 
sailors*  pothouse  ;  the  same  Turner 
who  was  munificently  generous 
nras    capable   also    of   laughable 


meannesses.  The  man  who  has 
left  an  unparalleled  artistic  bequest 
to  the  nation  j-et  could  not  rest  in 
his  grave  unless  certain  two  pic- 
tures of  his  own  should  for  ever 
hang  next  to,  and  thus  be  in  con- 
stant comparison  with,  two  of 
Claude's.  It  is  extraordinary,  too, 
that  a  man  who  coidd  leave 
behind  him  such  a  monument  as 
the  Turner  Room  in  the  National 
Gallery,  should  think  it  necessary 
to  enhance  his  glory  by  leaving  a 
large  sum  for  a  moniunent  in  St. 
Paul's  Cathedral ! 

Mr.  Thombury's  volumes  are 
full  of  anecdotes,  which  help  to 
make  up  the  picture  of  the  man. 
We  have  a  glimpse  of  the  heroic 
side  of  him  in  reference  to  his  art, 
as  when  he  speaks  of  the  **  Snow- 
storm "  thus : — 

*'I  did  not  paint  ik  to  be  under- 
stood, but  I  wished  to  shew  what 
such  a  scene  was  like.  I  got  the 
sailors  to  lash  me  to  the  mast  to 
observe  it.  I  was  lashed  for  four 
hours,  and  did  not  expect  to  escape  ; 
but  I  felt  bound  to  record  it  if  I  did." 

When  the  critics  cried  **  Soap- 
suds and  whitewash,"  Mr.  Turner, 
though  with  Ids  strange  sensitive- 
ness to  criticism  he  was  annoyed, 
yet  liad  the  consolation  of  thinking 
that  probably  none  of  those  gentle- 
men had  gone  through  his  expe- 
rience for  the  purpose  of  observa- 
tion. 

Many  such  stories  of  the  descrip- 
tive powers  of  the  critics  and  their 
vexatious  efft>ct  upon  Turner  are 
current  among  the  friends  who 
remember  him,  **  lobster-salad," 
"  eggs  and  spinach,"  and  various 
extraordinary  compounds  being 
suggested  to  the  pseudo-critical 
mind  by  some  of  Turner's  grandest 
pictures. 

Turner  had  no  great  idea  of 
his  own  appearance,  whatever 
other  vanity  he  may  have  been 
guilty  of;  indeed,  he  ima^ned 
that  were  the  public  acquainted 
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with  liis  exterior,  they  would  think 
less  of  his  genius.  The  dislike  to 
have  his  portrait  taken  seemed  to 
produce  a  desire  in  others  to  take 
it,  and  the  queer-looking  little 
man  was  continually  sketched. 
The ''precious  portrait"  iminted 
by  John  Linnell  was  done  from 
menior}',  after  sittings  afforded 
him  by  being  placed  opposite 
Turner  at  succespive  dinner  parties 
at  the  house  of  Mr.  Daniel.  There 
is  a  sketch  in  existence  also  of 
Turner's  father,  taken  by  Linnell 
at  a  lecture  given  by  Turner,  when, 
as  we  have  heard  the  veteran 
artist  describe  it,  *'  the  father  was 
gazing  earnestly  down  upon  the 
son,  who  was  continually  getting 
into  hopeless  fogs  over  his  lecture 
— turning  several  pages  over  at 
once  and  then  turning  back  too 
far."  The  delicious  anecdote  of 
Turner's  daring  checkmate  of  Con- 
stable at  tlie  last  moment  we 
cannot  forbear  quoting,  for  it  is  so 
wonderfully  illustrative  of  the 
artist's  enormous  powers  and  the 
man's  delight  in  a  small  triumph 
that  it  will  bear  repetition. 

"In  1822,  when  Constable  exhibited 
his  *  Opening  of  Waterloo  Bridge/  it 
•was  placed  in  tbe  School  of  Painting, 
one  of  the  siiiull  rooms  at  Somerset 
House.  A  sea  piece  by  Turner  was 
next  to  it — a  grey  picture,  beautiful 
and  true,  but  with  no  positive  colour 
in  any  part  of  it.  Constable's  picture 
seemed  as  if  painted  with  liquid  gold 
and  silver,  and  Turner  came  several 
times  into  the  room  while  he  was 
heightening,  with  vermilion  and  lake, 
-the  decorations  and  flags  of  the  City 
barges.  Turner  stood  behind  him, 
looking  from  the  *  Waterloo '  to  his 
own  picture,  and  then  putting  a  round 
daub  of  red  lead,  somewhat  bigger  than 
a  shilling,  on  his  own  grey  sea,  went 
away  without  a  word.  The  intensity 
of  the  red  lead— made  more  vivid  by 
the  coolness  of  his  picture — made  even 
the  vermilion  and  lake  of  Constable 
to  look  weak.  On  Leslie  entering  the 
room  just  as  Turner  had  left  it — *  He 
has  Jbeen     here ',     said    Constable, 


'and  fired  oflf  a  gun.'  .  .  .  Turner 
did  not  come  lu^in  into  the  room  for 
a  day  and  a  half ;  and  then,  in  the  last 
moments  that  were  allowed  for 
painting,  he  glazed  the  scarlet  seal  he 
had  put  on  his  picture,  and  shaped 
it  into  a  buoy." 

Altogether,  Mr.  Thombury's 
book  is  not  only  a  valuable  col- 
lection of  records  of  the  great, 
erratic  genius,  but  a  charming, 
gossipy  volume. 

A  ffandhooh  to  the  Public  Picture 
Galleriei  of  Europe.  By  Kate 
Thompson.  London  :  Macmillau 
and  Co. 

This  little  volume,  although 
avowedly  nothing  more  than  a 
handbook,  is  one  of  the  most  use- 
ful and  interesting  of  its  class. 
Miss  Thompson  having  personally 
visited  all  the  great  European  gal- 
leries and  a  large  proportion  of  the 
smaller  ones,  and  having  made, 
throughout,  careful  notes  to  assist 
her  own  memorj',  has  constituted 
herself  an  excellent  guide,  com- 
panion, and  friend  to  the  amateur 
art-critic.  The  opening  chapters, 
which  give  brief  sketches  of  the 
Hse  and  progress  of  art  in  Italy, 
Flanders,  Germany,  France,  Eng- 
land, 8pain,  and  Holland,  with 
chronological  tables,  embracing  the 
dates  of  birth  and  death  of  the 
principal  painters  of  the  different 
schools,  make  the  volume  ad- 
ditionally valuable  to  the  student, 
as  a  great  deal  of  information  is 
concisely  given. 

A  Constant  ffeart.  By  the  Hon. 
Mrs.  E.  W.  Chapman.  Henry  8. 
King  &  Co.     London. 

A  novel  should  be  a  gem  well 
worth  setting,  to  be  so  daintily 
dressed  as  is  *'  A  Constant  Heart." 
Binding,  paper,  print,  and  all,  are 
quite  enjoyable,  so  chaste  and 
pretty  are  they.  A  volume  so 
pleasant  to  hand  and  eye  tempts 
one  further,  and  luckily  we  mid 
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good  writing  within.  Mrs.  Chap- 
man  has  chosen  an  old-fashioned 
drama,  and  tells  a  tale  that  has 
been  told  many  a  time  before;  but 
her  telling  is  so  quaint,  so  realistic, 
so  witty,  that  it  is  a  charming 
journey  into  bygone  days  which 
we  make  in  her  company. 

The  central  feature  of  the  story 
is  the  abduction  of  the  heroine ;  and 
never  have  the  trials  and  sufferings 
of  a  young  girl,  carried  against 
her  wish  from  her  home  by  the 
superior  physical  force  of  a  fast- 
living  gentleman  and  his  retainers, 
been  described  in  a  more  graphic 
and  natural  style.  But  besides  the 
dramatic  interest  the  novel  is  worth 
reading  for  the  careful  rendering 
of  old  world  people  and  their 
modes  of  thought.  The  heroine's 
father,  who  was  good-natured 
enough  if  not  bothered,  and  who 
regarded  the  sale  of  a  troublesome 
coU,  and  the  marriage  of  a 
daughter  (to  the  wrong  man)  as 
equally  cheering  incidents,  for 
•*she  woidd  like  being  married 
very  well  when  she  came  to  it,  aU 
women  did — let  the  man  be  what 
he  would  ;  "  and  the  stem  mother, 
who  cannot  forgive  disobedience, 
or  the  breaking  of  a  promise,  are 
equally  well  drawn.  So  is  the  old 
maid,  who  tries  to  instil  correct 
views  into  the  mind  of  this  young 
lady  who  objects  to  marrying  a 
man  whom  slie  dislikes.  Says  this 
wise  old  lady  : — 

**  You  go  to  church,  you  make  yoiur 
promise,  and  you  come  home  to  be  a 
good  housewife  ;  and  lucky  for  you  if 
youVe  got  a  man  you  can  trust.  But 
if  he's  beeu  stuffing  your  head  and 
his  with  talk  and  promises  to  be  your 
true  love,  and  the  like  of  that,  he's 
not  likely  to  be  that  sort  of  person." 

There  is,  perhaps,  too  much 
theological  clear  thinking  and  plain 
speaking  on  tlio  pai*t  of  the  heroine 
in  the  early  part  of  the  book. 
Though  a  young  lady  given  to 
thinkmg  for  herself,  and  to  read- 
ingnovels,  "Kobinson  Crusoe,  "and 


the  *  *  Pilgrim' s  Progress, ' '  might  not 
believe  everything  which  the  par- 
son and  her  parents  expected  her 
to,  still  she  would  hardly,  in  the 
time  and  society  in  which  the- 
story  is  located,  have  brought  out 
such  advanced  and  nineteenth- 
century  notions  as  are  now  and 
then  put  into  her  mouth. 

It  is  difficult  to  resist  quoting- 
Dame  Martha,  who  presides  over 
the  establishment  of  the  gay 
gentleman  that  carries  off  the- 
heroine.  Her  description  of  the 
last  days  of  this  man's  mother — a. 
fashionable  lady,  shut  up  by  her 
husband  in  his  country  house, 
when  her  good  looks  left  her — m- 
inimitable. 

"But  my  lady  that  was,  when  first 
she  came  down,  she  laid  on  her  paint, 
pretty  thick.     Lord  bless  you,  'twas 
nought  but  dressing  and  tiring  from 
morning  to  night.     But  presently  she 
wearied  o'  that.     There  was  no  soul 
to  look  at  her,  but  just  the  priest  and 
me,  and  the  servant-folks  ;   and  slie- 
was  a-falling  sick,  mortal  sick,    and 
BO  she  began  to  think  she  must  make 
her  smCly  as  the  Papists  call  it.     And 
she  laid  by  her  paint,  and  took  to  her 
mass-books.      Well,  she  was  trouble 
and    sorrow    enow    to   herself,'  poor- 
lady.      Somewhiles  it    seemed  as   if 
slie  Couldn't  a-bear  herself.     She'd  sit 
just  there.  Madam,  by  the  window, 
a-biting  her  finger,   till  I  could  ha^ 
laid  my  life  she  wasn't  in  her  right 
wits.      First    she    played    at    caitto, 
picquet,  or  what  not,  with  the  priest. 
Then  she  took  fright  o'  that  for  her 
salvation.      I   thought  as    he  would 
ha*  persuaded  her  not  to  give  ivay  like 
that.     .     .     .     He  was  for  her  taking 
things  a  bit  easy,  and  for  the  matter 
o*  that,  she  might  ha'  kept  her  temper 
better,    and    God    Almtghty     would 
ha'  winked  at  the  catds." 

**  Heaven's  noij^^kely,  after  this. 

'Tis  like  nought 
the  characters ; 
indicate  that  Mrs.- 
touch  upon  the 
deeper  doubts  and  sorrows  of 
hiunanity,  as  well  as  write  brightly 
and  amusingly. 


world  I've 
here,"  says 
and  these  w 
Chapman 
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Elizabeth  Cabteb,  Poet,  Philosopher,  and  Old  Maid.    By  Mabel  Collins. 

'*A  delightfnl  peep  into  the  private  life  of  a  notable  family  of  last  century."— Porcupine.  **  The 
anecdote  [in  this  paper]  has  sent  us  to  our  Greek  Testament,  and  to  all  the  translations  within 
our  resoh."— Inquirer.  "Mabel  Collins,  discoursing  on  Elizabeth  Carter,  indica  ee  how  en- 
oonraging  it  is  u>  look  back  and  find  that  even  in  the  old  day?,  when  learning  was  rare  and  difficult, 
a  few  wom<>n  roM  Dp  and  shewed  the  world  ihat  knowledge  does  not  detract  from  grace,  or 
wiadom  from  usefulnen."- fKoIver/tampton  O^ronicU, 

Ebin  Stops  the  Way.    By  B.  Bagrwell. 

**  Handles  with  some  severity,  but  with  a  good  deal  of  humour,  the  action  of  the  Obitmc- 
tionists  in  Parliament.'*— iSdm5ur^7»  Courant. 
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SKETCH    OF  ROUMANIAN   HISTORY. 


Decent    events   on    the    Danube 
have  g^ven  to  Boumania,  in  the 
eyes  of  the  public  generally,   an 
interest  which    it    never    excited 
before.     The  struggles  of  Servia 
and  Montenegro,   of  Bosnia  and 
the  Herzegovina,  have  either  be- 
come things  of  the  past,  or  have 
ceased  to  attract  anything  but  a 
comparatively    languid  attention. 
Each  of  these  principalities  and 
provinces   has,   so  to   speak,  had 
its  day;  its  antecedents  and  present 
condition  have  been  studied  with 
avidity  ;    books    and    articles    of 
wonderful    power   and   eloquence 
have  been  written  thereon.  During 
the  insurrection   and  the   Turco- 
Servian  War,   Boumania,   on  the 
other    hand,   kept    in    the  back- 
ground,   and    preserved   a    strict 
neutrality.     No  one  CDuld  safely 
hazard  a  conjecture  as  to  the  side 
on  which  its  sympathies,  if  indeed 
it    had    any,    were    enlisted,    for 


Moldo-Wallachia  played  a   dark 
ffame.    As  soon,  however,  as  the 
Kussians  began  to  talk  of  crossing 
the  Pruth,  a  clue  was  found  to  the 
eventual  attitude   of  the   Princi- 
pality ;  and  the  publication  of  the 
Busso-Boumanian  Convention  soon 
placed  beyond    dispute    the  fact 
that    the  Government  of    Prince 
Charles  of  HohenzoUem  was  deter- 
mined to  pronounce  in  favour  of 
the  stronger  party  in  the  quarrel, 
and  to  strive  to  obtain  what  it 
could  through  the  pursuit   of  a 
spirited  policy.     The  imprudence 
of  the  Porte,  combined  with  the 
apathy  of  the  guaranteeing  Powers, 
lent  new  force  to  the  arg^imients 
of  Bratianu  and  Cogalniceano,  re- 
sulting in  the  proclamation  of  inde- 
pendence, ana  in  the  immediate 
occupation*  of  Kalafat.     In  thus 
making  common   cause  with  the 
Czar,      Boumania      now      poses 
as    an    active    belligerent,     and 
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the  interest  formerly  enjoyed  by 
Servia  and  Montenegro  is  trans- 
ferred to  it  for  the  nonce.  Little, 
however,  is  known  in  England  with 
regard  to  the  history  of  the  Danu- 
bian  Principalities.  As  far  as  I 
am  aware,  and  I  have  made  dili- 
gent search,  no  book  on  the  subject 
has  ever  been  published  in  this 
country.  It  is  therefore  with 
a  view  to  supplying  this  want  that 
I  pen  this  article.  A  residence  of 
several  years  in  Roumania  and  a 
pl*olonged  study  of  its  history  have 
supplied  me  with  peculiar  facilities 
for  acquiring  accurate  information 
of  a  kind  which  few  Englishmen 
possess.  In  this  paper  I  propose 
to  give  merely  the  most  important 
outlines  of  Roumanian  history.  At 
a  future  date  I  may  perhaps  furnish 
further  particulars  re^rding  the 
social  life  of  the  inhabitants,  their 
character,  and  the  general  aspect 
of  the  country.  And  here  I  may 
remark  that  my  observations  will 
be  entirely  free  from  all  political 
biae.  My  sole  design  is  to  deliver 
**a  plain,  unvarnished  tide,"  and 
to  tell  the  truth  as  I  have  foimd 
it,  without  any  romance. 

The  early  history  of  the  Rouman 
race  is  shrouded  in  mystery.  The 
Dacians  were  the  original  inhabit- 
ants of  the  country.  Brave  as 
lions,  with  their  front  on  the 
Danube  and  their  rear  on  the 
Dniester,  this  people  long  proved 
a  very  thorn  in  the  side  of  the 
Roman  Empire.  But  Decebalus 
was  finally  obliged  to  succumb  to 
the  arms  of  Traian,  whose  trium- 
phal column  long  formed  one 
of  the  most  striking  ornaments 
of  the  Forum.  Under  Trajan's 
fostering  care,  Dacia  soon  became 
a  highly  flourishing  land.  Colo- 
nist* were  transported  from  Italy 
to  people  anew  a  country  devasta- 
ted with  fire  and  blood;  and  a 
mixed  Daco-Roman  population 
soon  sprang  up,  which  ciiltivated 
the  arts  of  peace  with  unexampled 


success.       Bridges    spanned    the 
Danube  and  many  of  the  smaller 
rivers ;  and  a  g^and  military  road, 
called  to  this  day  Drumu  Trq/an^ 
extended  from  the  Iron  Grates  to 
the  town  of  Bender  itself.   Sarmis- 
segethusa,  the  capital,  sifterwards 
known  as  Ulpia-Trajana,  and  now 
the  village  of  Varhely,  was  the  re- 
sidence  of  a  Proprsetor  and  the 
site  of  temples,  baths,  palaces,  and 
aqueducts    innumerable.       These 
were  the  palmy  days  of  old  Rou- 
mania— days  to  which  patriot  and 
peasant  love  to    revert  in   song. 
**  Dacia  Felix  "  and  **  Trajan  "  are 
names  which  are  still  in  everyone's 
mouth,  and  which  are  cherished 
with  pride  by  all  classes  alike. 
But  the  incursions  of  the  Gbths 
swamped  the  colony  and  dispersed 
its  inhabitants  in  every  conceivable 
direction.     Some  crossed  over  into 
Moesia,  and  even  found  their  way 
to  the  shores  of  Macedonia  and 
Thrace.   Others  seem  to  have  g^ne 
far  west,  and  to  have  penetrated  to 
the  coasts  of  the  Adriatic.     When 
the  Hims  appeared  on  the  scene, 
the  Goths  were  allowed  by  Valens 
to  cross  the  Danube  and  to  pass 
into  Moesia,  starting  from  which 
they  marched  against  the  Emperor 
himself,  whom  they  defeated  and 
slew  at  Adrianople.      The  greater 
part     of    Dacia     l^en     fell     for 
a  time  a  prey  to  the  Huns.     After 
the  Huns  came  the  Grepidse ;    then 
the    Slavic   or    Sarmatian    races, 
among  which  were  the  Serbs  and 
the  (jnrowats,  the  Wallacks,  and 
other    kindred    tribes,    the    last- 
named  occupying  Wallachia  and 
Moldavia  first  in  the  14th  century. 
The  Avars  and  the  Chazars  are  not 
to    be  overlooked,  for  the  latter 
people    obliged   the    Magyars   to 
acknowledge  their  supremacy.  The 
Mag}'ars,  1  may  here  observe,  are 
said  to  have  conquered  the  Banate 
of  Craiova,  or  Little   Wallachia, 
about   the   middle    of    the    11th 
century^    and  to   have    entrusted 
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its  government  to    the    Knights 
of      St.      John      of      Jerusalem. 
About  this  time  Transylvania  also 
became  subject  to  the  Himgarians. 
It  is  not  until  the  Mogul  invasion  of 
1241,  by  which  Poland,  Hungary, 
-and  Moravia  were  overrun,  that 
we  hear  of  the  existence  of  the 
Principalities    of    WaUachia  and 
Moldavia  as  such.      Badu  Negru 
was,  if  tradition  is  to  be  believed, 
the  founder  of  High  Wallachia, 
and  Bogdan  of  the  sister  dominion. 
The      two      Principalities     were 
separate ;  but  they  were  alike  in 
their  religion,  their  laws,  and  their 
institutions.    They  were  inhabited 
by  a  very  mixed  race,  in  which 
Daco-Roman  blood  certainly  could 
not  preponderate.   And  the  arrival 
of  tne  Wallacks  complicated  mat- 
ters' still  more.     I  am  well  aware 
that  the   Hoiimans   claim  to    be 
almost  entirely  of  Latin  origin ;  but 
after  an  impartial  investigation  I 
cannot  admit  this  to  be  the  case. 
They    have    also    plenty    of    the 
Dacian,     Gothic,     Hunnish,    and 
Slavonic    elements     about    them. 
The  fact  that  their  language  is 
evidently  based  upon  that  spoken 
by  Cicero  simply  proves  nothing ; 
for  witness  the  now    Slavonised 
Bulgars,  who  are  undoubtedly  of 
Ugrian  stock,  and  are  thus  akin 
to  the  Magyar.     The  French  some 
time  ago  took  as  much  delight  in 
their    attempts  to    establish   the 
Latin  origin  of  the  Houmans  as 
the  litterati  of  Moscow  have  taken 
in  their  search  after  Slavonic  re- 
lations.    But  the  theory  will  not 
hold  water,  and  the  sooner  it  is 
exposed  and  abandoned  the  better. 
It  IS  simply  ridiculous  that  a  land 
which  formed  the  very  highway  of 
successive  hordes  of  barbarian  in- 
vaders     should    have    preserved 
unmixed  a  race  whose  identity  has 
never  been  made  clear. 

We  are  now  beginning,  how- 
ever, to  work  our  way  out  of  the 
4ilmo8t  interminable  labyrinth  of 


fables  by  which  the  early  history 
of  Itoiunania  is  begirt.  We  see 
Tartars,  Hungarians,  and  Poles 
fighting  in  turn  for  the  possession 
of  di&rent  parts  of  the  once 
favoured  province,  and  theHoiunan 
populations  are  thus  harassed  by 
constant  warfare.  Nor  is  this  all. 
The  might  of  the  race  of  Othman 
is  beginning  to  make  itself  felt  in 
Europe,  and  the  Eoumans,  from 
their  very  position,  have  to  form 
the  Christian  vanguard.  That 
they  did  their  duty  manfully  and 
weU  on  more  than  one  occasion  is 
evident,  for  Stephen,  Prince  of 
Moldavia,  who  had  beaten  both 
Hungarians  and  Poles,  long 
offered  a  stubborn  resistance  to 
Bajazet  I.  This  Sultan,  however, 
proved  the  victor  in  the  long  run, 
finally  reducing  the  whole  of  Wal- 
lachia, which,  m  1892,  recognised 
the  suzerainty  of  the  Porte,  the  only 
concession  being  the  payment  of 
an  annual  tribute.  The  Wallachian 
Hospodars  of  those  days  were 
practical  men,  and  when  they 
foimd  that  they  must  eventually 
succumb  to  the  ambition  of 
their  Christian  neighbours,  they 
strengthened  their  connection  with 
Constantinople.  In  the  year  1460, 
the  first  agreement  was  renewed 
imder  Mahomet  11.,  when  a  num- 
ber of  Articles  were  drawn  up,  to 
the  mutual  advantage  of  the  con- 
tracting parties.  In  the  1st  Article 
the  Sidtan  undertook  to  protect 
Wallachia,  requiring  nothing  but 
a  supremacy  over  its  sovereignty. 
The  Voivodes  were  pledged  to  pay 
to  the  Sublime  Porte  a  tribute 
of  ten  thousand  piastres.  In 
the  2nd  Article  it  was  stipulated 
that  the  Sublime  Porte  was  to  have 
no  share  in  the  local  administra- 
tion of  the  Principality,  and  that 
no  Turk  should  be  allowed  to  enter 
Wallachia  without  an  ostensible 
motive.  The  4th  Article  secured 
the  right  of  electing  the  prince, 
the  Porte  only  being  allowed  to 
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invest  him.  Finally,  the  lOth  Article 
forbade  the  erection  of  any  mosque 
on  Wallachian  groimd.  Thus  it 
will  be  seen  that  the  suzerainty  of 
Turkey  over  Wallachia  was  an 
honourable  bargain  concluded  be- 
tween two  independent  States,  and 
no  oppredsive  compact  forced  by 
the  victor  upon  the  vanquished.  So 
well,  indeed,  was  the  new  system 
found  to  work  during  its  earlier 
sttige,  that  Stephen  the  (h*eat, 
Yoi'vode  of  Moldavia,  when  on  his 
death-bed,  advised  his  son  Bogdan 
to  place  that  Principality  also  under 
the  supremacy  of  the  Porte.  Bogdan 
therefore  sent  an  ambassador  to 
Constantinople,  and  soon  after- 
wards arrived  there  in  person. 
He  presented,  we  are  told,  to 
Sol3rman  I.  four  thousand  crowns 
of  gold,  fort}'  mares  with  foal,  and 
twenty-four  falcons,  promising  to 
remit  the  same  amount  every  year 
as  a  mark  of  feudal  submission. 
Bogdan,  it  appears,  was  received 
witu  considerable  pomp.  He  was 
invested  with  a  robe  of  hoDour, 
and  Soljrman  gave  him  a  tuft  of 
egret's  feathers,  which  the  Princes 
01  Moldavia  alone  had  a  right  to 
wear.  The  position  of  the  Rou- 
mans  was  thus  from  the  first 
entirely  different  from  that  of  their 
neighbours,  who  were  brought 
under  the  Tiirkish  yoke  by  force 
of  arms.  They  formed  for  a  time 
a  kind  of  oasis  in  the  desert  of 
blood  and  fire.  Whilst  Maygar 
and  Serb,  Bulgar  and  Bosniak 
groaned  beneath  the  heel  of  the 
conqueror,  the  Moldo-Wallachians 
were,  after  a  certain  fashion,  ex- 
empt from  the  horrors  of  war. 
True,  this  was  not  always  the  case, 
for  we  find  the  Pashas  of  Widdin, 
Silistria,  and  Bustchuk  every  now 
and  then  crossing  the  Danube, 
and  carrying  away  flocks  and 
herds ;  while  the  Hospodar  of 
Wallachia,  Vlad  V.,  anticipates 
the  Bulgarian  atrocities  by  im- 
I>aling  twenty-five  thousand  priso- 


ners belonging  to  that  ill-fated 
race  in  the  vast  plain  of  ProBlatu. 
This  same  Christian  Prince,  I  may 
add,  has  also  the  credit  of  having 
burned  alive  four  hundred  mis- 
sionaries from  Transylvaoia,  be- 
sides slaying  in  one  day  five 
hundred  of  his  own  boyards.  He 
also  once,  so  it  is  reported,  had 
the  turbans  of  some  Turkish 
envoys  nailed  to  their  heads,  be- 
cause they  refused  to  remove 
them  in  his  honour.  Still  the 
principle  remained  the  same.  Bou- 
mania,  isolated  from  the  other 
Christian  States,  made  its  own 
terms  with  the  Porte,  and  con- 
sequently suffered  less  than  its 
neighbours,  with  whom  it  appa- 
rently had  little  in  common,  and 
whose  ravages  had  inflicted  much 
misery  upon  it  at  different  times. 
Wars,  conquests,  and  immunity 
from  hostile  criticism  gradually 
encouraged  the  Porte  to  indulge  in 
various  exactions.  The  tributes 
were  raised  little  by  little,  the 
thrones  of  the  Voivodes  were  sold 
to  the  highest  bidders;  but,  be  it 
remembered,  it  was  the  rulers  who 
most  felt  the  strain.  We  now  enter 
upon  a  new  phase  of  the  history 
of  Boumania.  Brancovano,  Hos- 
podar of  Wallachia,  and  Deme- 
trius Cantimir,  Hospodar  of  Mol- 
davia, were  each  dissatisfied,  and 
not  without  reason,  with  the  autho- 
rity of  the  Sultan,  which  now 
encroached  sorely  upon  their 
rights  and  privileges.  The  defeat 
of  Charles  XII.  of  Sweden  on  the 
bloody  field  of  Pultowa  induced 
these  Princes,  although  swom 
enemies,  to  intrigue  separately 
with  the  Czar.  But  their  subjects 
rose  in  revolt  against  them.  Can- 
timir was  obliged  to  seek  an  asy- 
lum at  the  Court  of  Peter  the 
GFreat ;  while  Brancovano,  less 
fortunate,  was  seized  and  borne  to 
Constantinople,  where  he  was  be- 
headed, together  with  his  wife  and 
four  sons,  the  family  preferring 
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•death  to  conversion  to  the  Ma- 
homedan  faith.  When  the  Eus- 
sians,  at  the  invitation  of  Oantimir, 
entered  Moldavia  after  the  victory 
of  Pultowa,  they  were  amazed 
at  the  novelty  of  everything  which 
they  beheld.  The  fertility  of  the 
land,  the  luxuriance  of  the  vegeta- 
tion, the  geniality  of  the  atmo- 
«phere,  combined  with  the  splen- 
dour and  ease  of  indoor  life,  were  a 
striking  contrast  to  the  barrenness 
of  their  native  steppes,  with  their 
forests,  their  fogs,  and  their  dismal 
poverty.  A  banquet  given  by 
Oantimir  to  the  White  Czar  dazzled, 
while  it  intoxicated,  the  retinue  of 
the  g^eat  monarch,  who,  when  all 
the  revellers  were  prone  on  the 
floor,  overcome  with  wine  and  sleep, 
stripped  the  Moldavian  boyards  of 
their  boots,  richly  ornamented  with 
^Id  lace  and  tassels,  and,  carrying 
them  to  their  quarters,  exchanged 
for  them  their  own  rough  and 
tough  appendages.  It  is  tolerably 
evident  that  this  glimpse  of 

The  clime  of  the  East,  the  land  of 
the  Sun, 

inflamed  the  Muscovites  with  the 
desire  to  learn  more  of  this  favoured 
region;  a  desire  which,  as  may 
well  be  believed,  was  carefully 
encouraged  by  Cantimir,  who, 
laden  with  favours  by  Peter,  initia- 
ted the  Czar,  in  return,  in  all  the 
mysteries  connected  with  the  ad- 
ministration and  resources  of  the 
Ottoman  Empire. 

The  treason  of  Brancovano  and 
Cantimir  was  the  source  of  much 
subsequent  affliction  to  the  Moldo- 
Wallachians,  as  the  Porte,  mis- 
trusting the  fidelity  of  the 
native  rulers,  appointed  as  Hos- 
podars  Greeks  from  the  Phanar. 
The  Phanariote  Greeks  have 
been  for  centuries  the  middle- 
men between  the  Porte  and 
its  subjects,  whom  they  have 
ground  down  in  too  many  in- 
stances in  a  manner  which  would 


almost      surpass     belief.        Mr. 
Evans,  in  his  admirable  work  on 
Bosnia  and  the  Herzegovina,  g^ves 
a  vivid  description  of  the  tyranny 
of  many  of  the  Phanariote  bishops, 
and  there  can  be  little  doubt  that 
in  this  respect  his  remarks   are 
perfectly  justifiable.     The  Phana- 
riote Hospodars,   who  were  men 
often  of  the  basest  origin,  stole 
from  the    grand    houses    of    the 
Byzantine  Empire  family  names 
for  themselves,  and  swaggered  ip 
their  borrowed    plumes  to   their 
own    delight    and    that  of   their 
friends  and  sycophants.     When  a 
Greek  child    was  born,   the  by- 
standers were  wont  to  pray  that 
he  mi^ht    one    day    become,    a8 
others  had  before  hun,  *  *  a  pastry- 
cook, a  seller  of  lemonade,  and  a 
Prince  of  Wallachia."  The  tyranny, 
the  cruelty,  and  profligacy  of  these 
jt7(ir  t^mtM  almost  exceed  beUef.  They 
deceived    the  Porte,   while    they 
pillaged  the  people.     Sometimes 
they  received  condign  punishment 
at  the  hands  of  their  suzerain ; 
sometimes  at  the  hands  of  their 
subjects.      The  Greeks  were,  by 
the  way,   never  popular  in  Rou- 
mania.       Witness    the    massacre 
which  took  place  throughout  the 
whole  of  Wallachia  in  1617,  and 
from  which  not  one  of  them  es- 
caped.    To  make  matters  worse, 
the  Itoumans  had,  as  we  have  seen, 
severed    all  connection  with  the 
outer  world  even  in  matters  of 
religion.     Once  upon  a  time  they 
had  all  belonged  to  the  Catholic 
faith,  and  their  Princes  and  boyards 
long  adhered  to  the  Church   of 
Rome  after  the  people  had  aban- 
doned it   for    Greek    Orthodoxy. 
But  Gregory  Zamblie,  Metropolitan 
of  Moldavia,  decided  in  favour  of 
the  schism,  and  Bible  and  Liturgy 
were    written    in    the    Cyrillian 
characters.     The  mass  was  said 
in  Slavonic,  though  little  under- 
stood in  that  tongue,   and   thus 
was     laid     the     foundation     of 
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an  influence  which  afterwards 
brought  the  Boumans  in  a  g^eat 
measure  under  the  power  of 
Hussia.  The  following  account, 
which  I  translate  from  the  French 
of  a  reliable  author,  will  give  some 
idea  of  the  effeminate  habits  of 
these  Phanariote  Hospodars  : — 

"As  for  the  Greek  boyards,   who 
form    the    ordinary    retinue  of    the 
Prince,  and  preside  over  the  house- 
hold department,   they  overstep  the 
last  bounds  of  servility.    They  only 
itoproach  his  person  in  attitudes  of 
adoration.    If  he  rise  to  pass  through 
his  apartments,  two  ur  three  of  them 
seijES  him  by  each  arm,  and  raise  him 
in  such  a  manner  that  the  tips  of  his 
toes  scarcely  touch  the  ground,  whilst 
others  reverentially  support  the  train 
of  his  robe.    He  thus  advances  with- 
out bringing  a  single  muscle  into  play. 
One  could  easily  mistake  him  for  a 
paralytic,  were  it  not  that  he  lazily 
turns  in  his  fingers  the  beads  of  a 
priceless  rosary.    At  table  there  is  the 
same  inertia  in  the  exercise  of  his 
muscles ;  everything  that  is  served  to 
him  is  cut  into  small  pieces  ;  even  the 
bread  is  broken  into  bits.  The  cmipary 
(chief  cup-bearer)  stands  behind  him, 
always  holding  in  his  hand  a  half- 
fiUedglasa,  which,  at  the  slightest  sign, 
he  puts  to  the  lips  of  the  automaton 
Prince.    It  is  one  o'clock  ;  the  meal 
is  at  an  end.     Instantly  a  loud  cry  is 
heard  in  the  chamber  occupied  by  the 
Prince.      This  cry,   which  proceeds 
from  a  tc]ia<McJi€f  summons  tne  coffee 
and  the  cafedji  haschiy  or  grand  coffee 
attendant,  who,  half  prostrate,  pre- 
sents the  brown  Uquor  in  a  little  cup 
studded  with  diamonds.  At  the  same 
time  the  tchaotiche,  leaning  out  of  the 
window,  utters  a  second  ringing  cry, 
informing  the  town  that  his  Highness 
is  taking  his  co£fee,  and  that  the  hour 
is  dedicated  to  slumber.     From  this 
moment  all  is  perfect  stillness.     Bu- 
charest holds  its  breath,that  not  a  noise 
from  without  may  interrupt  his  august 
repose;    and    all    work    within    the 
Palace  is  at  an  end.    Three  hours  are 
thus  spent  in  general  torpor — three 
hours  of  respite  from  the  tyrant.     At 
four  o'clock  the  noise  of  the  innume- 
rable bells  of  Bucharest  announces  to 
great  and  small  the  solemnity  of  the 


awakening  of  the  Hospodar,  and  th& 
general  right  to  follow  this  grand 
example." 

The  Phanariotes  tried  on  a  large 
scale  the  system  which  is  said  to 
be  in  vogue  among  the  middle- 
men of  Bosnia,  the  Herzegovina, 
and  other  Turkish  provinces.     Ab 
the  result  of  gpradual    encroaoh- 
ments,    the    Porte    had    at    last 
learned  to  lay  claim  to  a  monopoly 
of  all  the  produce  of  the  country. 
The  peasants  were  thus  obliged  to- 
send  all  their  crops,  at  a  given 
dates  to  the  markets  of  Galatz  and 
Ibraila.     These  were  never  priced 
above  one-third  of  their  real  value, 
and  the  Ghreeks,   by  using  false 
weights,   and  by    playing    tricka 
with  the  coinage,  contriv€Ni  to  add 
to  these  unjust  gains.     Sometimes- 
the  Porte  sent  the  Prince  a  stated 
order  for  so  much  wheat  and  so 
much  cattle.      The   Prince  could 
then  publish  a  requisition  for  at 
least  twice  the  amount,  buying  tlie- 
necessary  surplus  at  the  Firman 
tariff,  and  afterwards  selling  it  at 
the  proper  price.   Other  iniquitous 
means  for  raising  money  were  re- 
sorted to  in  a  sunilar  way.     The 
whole   land    gi'oaned    under    the 
frightful  tyranny  of  the   Grraculua^ 
esurtefiSf    and     the    people     were 
reduced,  little  by  little,  to  a  condi- 
tion of  apathy  and  despond  from 
which  they  have  never    entirely 
recovered.      One    prolonged  wail 
ran  throughout  the   length    and 
breadth  of  the  land.      Their  very 
music  became  a  dirge ;    and  the 
songs  and  airs  which  we  hear  on 
festal  occasions  are  even  now  more 
suggestive  of  woe  than  of  mirth. 
Joy  the  Treaty  of  Carlowitz,  in 
1699,  Dacia  was  stripped  of  Tran- 
sylvania, the  Banate  of  Temesvar 
following,  through  the  Treaty  of 
Passarowitz,  in  1718.     The  latter 
agreement  was  the  result  of  the 
battle  of    Peterwardein,  won   by 
Prince  Eugene,  who  took  Temes- 
var on  the   13th    October,  1716- 
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The  detestation  in  which  the 
Phanariotes  were  held  is  proved 
by  the  fact  that  the  Imperialists 
penetrated  as  far  as  Bucharest, 
being  everywhere  enthusiastically 
received,  and  that  Wallachia  sub- 
mitted, without  striking  a  blow, 
to  the  authority  of  Charles  VI. 
An  insurrection  at  Bucharest^  in 
1765,  led  to  the  recall  of  the  Hos- 
podar,  Stephen  Racovi^a,  who  was 
strangled  at  Constantinople  in  the 
same  year.  Thus  did  the  Porte, 
when  complaints  were  made,  some- 
times mete  out  fair  justice  to  its 
vassal  populations  at  the  expense 
of  the  Greek  middle-men. 

We  find  Turkey  at  war  with 
Russia  and  Austria  in  1 736  ;  and 
Russia  demanding,  in  1737,  that 
the  Principalities  should  be  de- 
clared independent  under  its 
Protection.  In  1770  not  a  single 
fussidman  remains  in  Moldo- 
Wallachia.  Catherine,  in  1772, 
offered  peace  on  condition  that 
Stanislas  Ponyatowski  should  be 
appointed  Hospodar  of  the  united 
Principalities,  which  should,  at  his 
death,  be  placed  under  Russian 
protection.  In  the  same  year,  at 
Fockshani,  the  Empress  again 
offers  peace  on  condition  that 
Moldo- Wallachia  be  declared  in- 
dependent under  the  guarantee 
of  several  European  Powers.  The 
Treaty  of  Kainardji,  concluded  in 
1774,  brought  this  war  to  an  end. 
This  treaty  has  been  so  much  dis- 
cussed of  late  that  I  need  only 
refer  to  one  Article,  which  bears 
upon  the  two  Principalities.  The 
10th  Article  runs  thus:  "The 
Sublime  Porte  moreover  consents 
that,  according  to  the  circumstances 
in  which  the  two  above-mentioned 
Principalities  may  be  placed,  the 
Ministers  of  the  Imperial  Court  of 
Russia  may  speak  in  their  favour; 
and  the  Sublime  Porte  promises 
to  listen  to  these  remonstrances, 
with  the  attention  and  courtesy 
proper  among    friendly    and  re- 


spected Powers."  In  1774,  Russia 
made  over  the  Bukowina  to 
Austria,  the  Porte  protesting,  but 
in  vain.  Qxegorj  Gluka,  Hospodar 
of  Moldavia,  who  strongly  opposed 
this  surrender,  paid  for  his  fidelity 
with  his  life.  This  Prince,  I  may 
add,  was  the  only  Phanariote  who 
perished  in  a  good  cause.  Four- 
teen Hospodars  were  strangled  or 
beheaded  in  the  course  of  a  century; 
but  this  was  for  far  less  creditable 
reasons. 

Russia  and  Austria  established 
consulates  at  Bucharest  in  1782^ 
These  two  countries  appear  to 
have  made  common  cause  for  many 
years  in  their  dealings  with  the 
Principalities ;  though  Russia 
fi^enerally  contrived  to  get  the 
uon's  share.  Instead,  however,  of 
improving  matters,  the  consuls 
made  things  worse,  and  thousands 
of  families  left  the  land.  The  loss 
of  the  Crimea  in  1787  led  Turkey 
into  anew  war  withRussia,  inwhidb. 
Austria  joined.  The  Principalities 
were  again  invaded,  and  the  Mus- 
covites once  more  put  everything 
to  fire  and  sword.  The  Peace  oi 
Jassy,  in  1791,  concluded  this  war. 
The  policy  of  Russia  all  through 
would  seem  to  have  been  conducted 
with  sufficient  regard  for  its  own 
interests.  Had  it  really  interfered, 
with  Austria,  to  protect  its  fellow- 
Christians  from  Phanariote  ty- 
ranny, it  would  have  done  much 
good.  As  it  is,  we  often  see 
it  obtaining  concessions  from  the 
Porte  resulting  rather  in  its  own 
aggrandisement  than  in  any  definite 
advantage  to  its  weaker  neighbours. 
If  this  were  not  the  case,  why  did 
Russia  accept  Bessarabia  by  the 
Treaty  of  Bucharest,  signed  in 
1812? 

The  invasion  of  Moldo-Wallachia 
by  Alexander  Ypsilanti,  a  Phana- 
riote. the  son  oi  an  ex-Hospodar, 
and  a  major-general  in  the  Russian 
service,  led  to  new  disturbances  in 
1821.     Ypsilauti  was  one  of  the 
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heads  of  the  Hetairia  movementy 
and  occupied  much  the  same  posi- 
tion with  regard    to    Bussia    as 
Tchemaieff  filledduring  the  Turco- 
ServianWar.  He  was  well  received 
at  Jassy  by  Michael  Soztzo  and 
the  Greeks,  who  swarmed  in  the 
town,  hut  on  the  other  hand,  the 
native    boyards    and    the  people 
generally  fought  shy  of  the  Bus- 
sian  **  liberator."      There  can  be 
little   doubt   that    the  Czar    was 
secretly  implicated  in  this  adven- 
ture ;  but  Ypsilanti  had  been  pre- 
mature in  his  advance,    and  the 
Government  repudiated   all    con- 
nection with  him,  and  immediately 
deprived  him  of  his  military  rank. 
Ypsilanti,  however,  still  marched 
on,     notwithstanding     unmistak- 
able symptoms  of  disapproval,  for 
Soztzo,  the  Hospodar  of  Moldavia, 
had  been  driven  out  of  the  Princi- 
pality by  his  subi  ects .  InWallachia, 
Theodore    Vlaoimiresco,      better 
known   as   Toudour  Voda    (Prince 
Theodore),  who  was  no  believer  in 
the  disinterested  intentions  of  lius- 
sia,  called  his  coiintrymen  to  aims. 
"Eoumans,"  said  he,  *'  the  hour  is 
come  to  shake  off  the  yoke  of  the 
Ciocdi  (crouching  dogs),  and  the  Ar- 
chondas  of  the  Phanar.  Follow  me, 
and  I  will  put  an  end  to  their  spo- 
liations.      I  will  restore  to  you 
your    rights    and    your    national 
government."     The  people  rose  en 
masse  in  response  to  this  appeal, 
and  in  a  few  days  Theodore  became 
master  of  the  whole  of  the  Banate 
of  Craiova,  for   the  Wallachians 
had  no   ambition  to  become   the 
dupes  of  Bussia  and  the  tools  of 
the  Hellenic  movement.  The  little 
army  soon  increased  so  much  that 
Theodore  was  enabled  to  advance 
upon  Bucharest,    and  then  there 
was  a  regular  stampede  of  boyards 
and  consular  agents.  Yladimiresco 
now  seized  the  reins  of  govern- 
ment, and  renewed  his  promises  of 
fidelity  to  the    Porte.     Ypsilanti 
marched  on  until  he  reached  Bu- 


charest, where  he  had  an  interview 
with  Vladimiresoo  ;  but,  being 
disappointed  at  the  result,  he 
retired  to  Tergovisti,  where  he 
abandoned  himself  to  revelry  and 
luxurious  indolence.  His  troops 
passed  their  time  in  pillaging  the 
people  and  devastating  the  land. 
The  Turks  having  entered  Bucha- 
rest, Theodore  retired  to  Cimpo- 
longo,  where  he  was  assassinated 
through  the  treachery  of  Giorgaki, 
Ypsilanti's  most  trusted  ally.  The 
Turkish  forces  now  spread  over 
the  Principalities,  and  Ypsilanti 
beheld  the  ruin  of  his  hopes  on  the 
banks  of  the  Pruth,  where  the 
elite  of  his  army  was  cut  down  to  a 
man.  The  Bussian  general,  who 
fled  into  Austria,  was  imprisoned 
in  the  fortress  of  Montgatz. 

The  rule  of  the  Phanariote 
Princes  continued  uninterruptedly, 
and  still  there  was  no  visible  im- 
provement in  the  condition  of  the 
unhappy  Boumans.  The  Porte 
apparently  remained  satisfied  with 
the  etatm  quo.  But  its  appoint- 
ment of  Greeks,  instead  of  the 
native  boyards,  led  to  renewed 
complications  every  year,"  for  the 
Phanariotes  openly  intrigued  with 
Bussia,  whose  avcwed  intention 
was  the  amelioration  of  the  hai-d 
lot  of  the  oppressed  Christians, 
while  its  real  design  was  the  pos- 
session of  Moldo-Wallachia.  Un- 
like the  Serbs  and  Montenegrins, 
the  Boumans  never  took  kindly  to 
Bussia,  which  they  always  dis- 
trusted. Often  did  tlie  Muscovite 
generals  cross  the  Pruth  as  libera- 
tors ;  often  did  thoy  return  after 
laying  waste  the  land.  Although 
a  proportion  of  the  degenerate 
foreign  aristocracy  alwaysdeclared 
for  the  Czar,  the  real  Bouman 
gentry  and  peasantry  never  had 
any  sympathy  for  such  a  move- 
ment. Even  at  the  present  time 
the  fact  remains  the  same. 

The  Treaty  of  Akerman,  in  1 826, 
secured  for  Bussia  an  equal  share 
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with  Turkey  in  the  control  of  the 
Danubian  Principalities,  and  the 
invasion  of  1828  nearly  made 
them  Muscovite  for  ever.  On  the 
7th  of  May,  1828,  one  hundred 
and  fifty  thousand  Russian  soldiers 
•crossed  the  Pruth.  John  Stourdza, 
Hospodar  of  Moldavia,  was  taken 
prisoner ;  but  Gregory  Ghika, 
Hospodar  of  Wallachia,  had  time 
to  flee  into  Transylvania.  Marshal 
Wittgenstein,  the  Russian  general, 
published  the  following  manifesto : 

"Inhabitants  of  Moldavia  and 
Wallachia  ;  His  Majesty  the  Emperor, 
my  august  master,  has  ordered  me  to 
occupy  your  territory  with  the  army 
the  command  of  which  he  has  deigned 
to  entrust  to  me.  The  legions  of  the 
monarch  who  protects  your  destinies, 
passing  the  borders  of  your  native 
land,  bring  to  it  every  guarantee  of 
the  maintenance  of  tranquillity  and 
perfect  security.  Severe  discipline 
will  be  maintained  in  all  the  coiys 
{Tarmie.  The  slightest  disturbance 
will  be  put  down. " 

In  spite,  however,  of  all  these 
protestations,  the  people  were  not 
to  be  deceived.  The  cruelties  of 
this  occupation  were  simply 
abominable.  We  see  more  than 
tliirty  thousand  Houmans  alone 
serving  as  beasts  of  burden,  goaded 
with  the  Cossack  lances.  And, 
worse  than  all,  pestilence  sets  in, 
and  fills  the  cup  of  sorrow  to  the 
brim.  The  Eussians  remained  in 
the  Principalities  until  October, 
1834,  and  did  absolutely  nothing 
for  the  people.  So  frequent  had 
been  their  arrivals  and  departures 
that  a  Moldavian  peasant  had 
remarked  to  his  landlord :  **  I  see 
them  go,  and  come,  and  turn  their 
backs  to  each  other,  as  we  do  in 
the  dance.  If  they  are  really  to 
go,  they  must  turn  their  backs  on 
us  once  for  all."  In  1838,  the 
Wallachians  were  forced  to  express 
their  adhesion  to  an  Article  which 
they  have  always  declared  to  have 
been  fraudulently  introduced  by 
the  Bussians    into    their    **  New 


Constitution"  some  years  before. 
The  Moldavians  had  been  com- 
pelled to  sign  in  1 836.  The  Article 
stipulated  that  no  law  voted  by 
the  Assembly  and  confirmed  by 
the  Prince  should  be  promulgated 
unless  it  had  previously  been  ap- 
proved by  the  Czar.  Heliade  thus 
accounts  for  the  introduction  of 
the  Article  in  question : — *'  As  the 
190  signatures  of  the  members 
composing  the  Assembly  could  not 
all  be  got  into  the  last  quarter- 
page,  President  Minziaki  thus 
addressed  the  representatives  of 
the  country  :  *  Archondas,  have 
the  goodness  to  sig^  on  the 
following  page ;  for  you  see  that 
there  is  no  room  on  this.'  It  was 
a  very  natural  reason,  and  the 
good  boyards,  one  sifter  the  other, 
placed  their  signatures,  according 
to  all  the  rights  of  the  hierarchy, 
on  the  following  page.  The 
meeting  was  over ;  the  regUment, 
bound  in  silver  and  gold,  lay  in  the 
archives ;  but  the  same  hand  that 
had  so  beautifully  illustrated  the 
golden  book  introduced  itself  into 
the  shadow  of  the  archives,  and 
added  on  the  last  quarter  of  the 
last  page  a  single  Article,  very 
small,  tiie  Article  which  deprived 
the  countr}'^  of  the  right  of 
autonomy."  Twice  before  he 
appended  his  name  to  the  docu- 
ment did  Prince  Ghika  throw 
down  his  pen,  a  prey  to  the  most 
poignant  anguish.  But  resistance 
was  hopeless,  and  the  whole  land 
abandoned  itself  to  mourning  and 
despair. 

The  year  1848,  as  everyone 
knows,  was  one  of  general  revolu- 
tion. All  'the  populations  of  the 
Austrian  Empire  were  in  a  state  of 
the  wildest  excitement.  The 
Slavs  and  the  Itoumans  of  Transyl- 
vania fought  against  the  Magyars 
beneath  the  banner  of  Aujstria, 
while  their  brethren  in  Wallachia 
and  Moldavia  rose  against  Bussia 
under  the  Ottoman  standard.    The 
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patriotism  of  VladimireBco  lived 
anew,  and  the  Golescos,  Tell, 
MaghierO;  John  Ghika,  Heliade, 
Ghapca,  the  Bratianus  and  Kosetti 
became  the  heroes  of  the  day. 
The  Qt)vemment  of  Bibesco,  the 
protigi  of  Bussia,  was  upset. 
Maghiero,  intrenched  at  Trajan's 
Camp,  addressed  a  letter  to  Fuad 
Effendi,  the  Turkish  general,  in 
which  he  offered  to  place  himself 
and  the  inhabitants  of  the  Princi- 
palities at  his  disposal.  ^^  All  your 
antecedents  as  a  statesman , ' '  said  he, 
*•  lead  us  to  hope  that,  in  the  Prin- 
cipalities as  well,  you  will  be  able 
to  defend  with  energj^  the  interests 
of  the  Porte,  witnout  suffering 
yourself  to  be  led  astray  by  the 
falsehoods  of  Muscovite  policy  and 
by  Bussian  agents,  whether  native 
or  foreign."  But  Fuad  Effendi, 
with  characteristic  apathy,  would 
not  stir;  and  the  Bussians  once 
more  occupied  the  country,  until 
they  left  it  for  Transylvania,  in 
July,  1849. 

The  Convention  of  Balta-Liman, 
signed  on  the  1st  of  June,  1849, 
took  from  the  Boimians  their  last 
g^uarantee  of  independence.  They 
lost  their  electoral  rights,  their 
General  Assembly,  and  the  privi- 
lege of  choosing  their  own  Hospo- 
dars.  As  a  g^eat  favour  the  Czar 
allowed  Turkey  to  enjoy  the  power 
of  nominating  the  Moldavian  Hos- 
podar ;  but  he  took  good  care  to 
appoint  the  Wallachian  Hospodar 
himself.  Stirbey,  the  n&yr  proUgi 
of  Bussia,  even  contrived  to  sur- 
pass Bibesco  in  the  wickedness 
and  corruption  of  his  rule,  while 
in  Moldavia  there  were  also  g^ave 
complaints.  Such  was  the  condi- 
tion of  affairs  when,  on  the  3rd  of 
Jidy,  1853,  the  Bussians  crossed 
the  Pruth,  and  ordered  the  Hospo- 
dars  to  pay  to  the  Czar  the  tribute 
which  uiey  had  hitherto  always 
given  to  the  Sultan. 

The  war  which  followed,  the 
readjustment  of  affairs,  the  election 


of  Cozza,  a  native,  to  the  thrones 
of  the  two  Principalities,  which 
were  thus  united  under  his  rule, 
his  abdication,  with  the  subsequent 
accession  of  Prince  Charles  of 
HohenzoUem,  are  so  much  matters 
of  history  that  I  need  not  give 
them  more  than  a  mere  passing- 
mention. 

But,  in  conclusion,  the  question 
arises,  What  is  to  be  the  future  of 
Boumania  ?  Is  it  destined  to  in- 
dependent sovereignty,  or  is  it  to 
remain,  as  heretofore,  a  vassal 
appanage  of  Turkey  ?  No  one  who 
has  perused  the  foregoing  pages, 
whicn  I  have  written  with  the 
strictest  impartiality,  with  even 
ordinary  attention,  can  fairly 
maintain  that  Turkey  any  longer 
possesses  the  slightest  right  to 
regulate  the  fate  of  the  Danubian 
Principalities.  In  robbing  Wal- 
lachia  and  Moldavia  of  their  home- 
rule  privileges  it  wilfully  broke 
the  agreement  which  placed  their 
suzerainty  in  its  hands,  and  thus 
brought  upon  them  years  of 
hideous  oppression  and  misery. 
On  the  other  hand,  Bussia  has 
equally  lost  every  claim  to  a  hear- 
ing from  the  manner  in  which, 
time  after  time,  it  has  thrown  its 
promises  to  the  winds.  It  is  with 
the  Great  Powers  of  Europe  as  a 
body,  not  with  Turkey  alone  or 
with  Bussia  separately,  that  Bou- 
mania has  now  to  deal.  The 
native  populations  both  of  "Wal- 
lachia  and  Moldavia  are  justly 
entitled  to  fidl  and  perfect  liberty 
so  soon  as  Europe,  which  liberated 
them  from  an  unrighteous  t}T-anny, 
gives  them  the  signal  for  action, 
burely  it  is  high  time  that  due 
justice  should  be  meted  out  to 
one  of  the  most  ill-used  nationali- 
ties in  the  world.  But  the  result 
of  the  war  alone  will  shew  what  is 
best  to  be  done.  For  it  should  be 
borne  in  mind  that  since  the  Treaty 
of  Paris  the  Principalities  have  had 
no  urgent  grievance  against  the 
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Porte,  although  they  have  been 
oblig^  by  force  of  circumstances, 
as  in  the  Busso-Koumanian  Con- 
vention, to  come  to  terms  with 
Russia.  If  Bul&;aria  is  to  be  severed 
from  Turkey;  if  Servia  and  Monte- 
negro, Bosnia  and  the  Herze- 
govina are  to  be  rendered  fully 
independent,  then  Eoimiania 
must  be  made  independent  too. 
This  is  but  simple  justice. 
On  the  other  hand,  other  matters 
of  grave  import  may  have  to 
be  considered    as  well.     Be    this 


as  it  may — and  we  cannot  yet  peer 
too  far  into  the  future — ^it  is  for 
Europe,  and  Europe  alone,  when 
the  opportunity  arrives,  to  decide* 
whether  Boumania  shall  form  an 
independent  kingdom  .under  Eingp 
Carol  I.,  or  once  more  resume  its- 
position,  now  happily  of  easy 
vassalage,  imder  tne  tutelage  of 
the  Porte,  in  the  interests  of  the 
general  peace,  and  for  the  better 
maintenance    of    the    balance  of 


power. 


J.  W.  Oz.vxxE. 


A  ROMAN  POET  AT   HOME. 

From   the   Ad    Sirmionem  Peninsuhm   of  Catullus. 


Sweet.  Sirmio,  eye  of  iales,  peninsular  retreat 

Transcending  all  in  midland  pools  or  vasty  seas 

That  fresh  or  briny  Neptune's  dripping  shoulders  tease. 

Welcome  the  gleams  of  thee  that  now  my  glad  eyes  greet ! 
Scarce  can  I  make  myself  believe  I've  left  the  plain 
Where  dwell  far  Asian  tribes,  and  safe  see  thee  again. 

O  what  is  blesseder  than  troubles  taking  wing  ? — 

When  mind  lays  by  its  load,  and  very  tired  we  come 
From  toil  in  foreign  lands  to  make  ourselves  at  home  ; 

Beach  our  own  cot,  and  yield  a  suft  consent  to  bed, 

Long-missed,  and  sole  amends  for  so  much  wearying. 
Hail,  O  my  lovely  Sirmio,  joy  with  thy  lord. 
And  ye  too,  ripples  of  the  lake,  your  glee  afford. 

Laugh  with  such  laughter  as  only  at  home  is  bred. 


K.  0. 
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SECOND   SEEIES.— No.   45. 


THE  EEV.  HUGH  REGINALD  HAWEIS,  M.A 

This  is  not  a  record  of  parochial  squabbles  and  tea  meetings.  It  is 
the  brief  story  of  a  clergyman  who  is  a  traveller,  a  musician,  a 
journalist,  an  author ;  a  divine  without  cant ;  a  preacher  without 
commonplace ;  a  parson  who  is  in  sympathy  with  the  advanced 
tendencies  of  his  age,  who  knows  his  own  mind,  and  is  not  afraid  to  speak 
it.  Not  yet  in  the  prime  of  years,  Mr.  Haweis  has  done  the  work  of  a 
lifetime.  Commencing  with  deliberate  intent  at  the  lowest  rung  of  the 
ministerial  ladder,  he  has  worked  his  own  unaided  way  to  a  foremost 
place  in  the  van  of  the  great  Broad  Church  party.  He 
■stands  out  to-day  as  perhaps  the  most  practical  religious  teacher 
of  the  educated  classes  in  London,  one  who  has  done  much  to 
solve  theological  difficulties  of  the  age,  and  lay  down  luminous 
principles  for  guiding  the  Church  of  the  Future. 

Hugh  Reginald  Haweis  was  bom  at  Egham,  on  the  3rd  of  April, 
1838,  and  is  the  eldest  son  of  the  Rev.  J.  0.  W.  Haweis,  present 
Rector  of  Slaugham,  Sussex.  His  mother,  Mary  Davies,  was  the 
daughter  of  a  retired  civilian  in  the  India  Company's  service.  His 
grandfather,  the  late  Dr.  Thomas  Haweis,  Rector  of  Aldwinkle,  was 
one  of  the  founders  of  the  London  Missionary  Society,  a  trustee  of 
Lady  Huntingdon,  and  an  eminent  light  of  the  Evangelical  party  at 
the  commencement  of  this  century.  Our  subject  was  an  eccentric 
•child,  with  a  sharp  touch  of  wit,  a  keen  critical  faculty,  and  a 
precocious  power  of  observation ;  fond  of  every  kind  of  athletic 
exerqise,  but  by  no  means  enamoured  of  the  school- room. 
On  leaving  Egham,  at  a  very  early  age,  he  lived  for  several  years 
at  Crown  Lane,  Lower  Norwood,  usually  coming  to  Spanish  Place, 
Manchester  Square,  to  visit  his  gprandfather,  at  Christmas.    While  in 
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town  he^was  taken  by  his  godmother^  at  the  age  of  deven  or  eight,  to 
Fortman  Chapel,  where  he  still  remembers  being  much  struck 
with  the  Bev.  Mr.  Beeves' s  explanation  of  the  Atonement,  which  con- 
sisted in  satisf^dng  Divine  justice  by  punishing  the  innocent  for  the 
g^ty.  He  has  often  wondered  since  how  anyone  above  the  age  of 
seven  or  eight  could  be  contented  with  such  an  explanation.  But 
whilst  living  to  preach  a  verj'  different  doctrine  within  a  stone's  throw 
of  Mr.  Beeves's  chapel,  he  has  always  expressed  the  highest  regard 
for  that  excellent  clergyman's    personal  character  and  pulpit  abilities. 

He  suffered  when  a  boy  from  two  attacks  of  hip  disease,  the 
second  of  which  was  attended  with  such  serious  consequences  that  his 
life  was  despaired  of  by  Sir  Benjamin  Brodie.  As  a  last  hope  he  was- 
then  taken  to  Brighton,  where  he  gradually  recovered  a  measure  of 
health  and  soon  returned  to  Lower  Norwood.  Although  slightly  lame- 
lie  remained  a  vigorous  cricketer,  and  climber,  making  for  himself 
a  large  collection  of  birds'  eggs  in  which  he  took  the  greatest  delight. 
His  father  had  early  marked  his  strong  musical  faculty.  As  a  child  he* 
had  a  clear  soprano  voice  and  shewed  the  keenest  delight  in  harmony. 
When  a  mere  baby  of  six,  the  violin  shops  excited  his  attentions 
and  roused  his  curiosity' ,  and  a  succession  of  toy  fiddles — subsequently^ 
merging  into  nursery  shovels — fed  an  instinct  which  in  a  few  years- 
was  destined  to  develope  rapidly  under  the  tuition  of  a  local  organist. 

At  the  age  of  fourteen  he  was  a  remarkable  violin  player,  and 
became  a  favourite  pupil  of  the  eminent  violinist  Oury,  an  old  pupil 
of  Paganini,  who  taught  him  many  of  the  Pag^nini  traditions  and 
artifices  with  which  in  later  years  he  was  destined  to  electrify  the- 
audiencies  of  the  Cambridge  University  Concerts.  His  remembrance- 
of  the  first  appearance  of  the  boy  Joachim,  the  prodigious  Bottesini, 
and  the  famous  quartet  parties  at  Willis's  Booms,  consisting  of 
Sainton,  Piatti,  Hill,  and  Cooper,  is  as  keen  as  ever,  as  are  also  the 
evenings  with  Jullien's  band  at  the  Surrey  G-ardens.  Mendelssohn's 
death  in  1847  made  the  deepest  impression  upon  the  boy,  then  nine  years 
old,  and  both  at  that  time  and  for  twenty  years  afterwards  he  was  a 
thorough  going  Mendelssohnian. 

Meanwhile,  his  general  education  was  far  from  sound.  His  Latin 
and  Greek  were  in  arrears,  his  arithmetic  shocking,  but  he  had 
learned  to  speak  French  fluently  from  an  accomplished  lady,  Mdlle.. 
Sophie  Kammerer,  whose  devotion  to  him  throughout  the  serious  illness 
of  his  childhood  was  doubtless  the  means  of  saving  his  life.  About  the 
age  of  twelve  he  developed  a  love  for  reading,  and  went  through  the 
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Waverley  Novels,  and  sundry  travels ;  touching  poetry  first  with  Long- 
fellow and  Byron.  A  few  years  later  Tennyson  became,  and  remained, 
his  favourite  poet. 

At  sixteen,  when  his  health  was  moderately  good,  he  was  sent  to 
Preshwater,  Isle  of  Wight,  imder  the  care  of  a  private  tutor,  the  Bev. 
John  Bicknell  (now  vicar  of  a  church  in  Highbury),  whose  small 
establishment  nmnbered  some  half-a-dozen  other  pupils. 

At  Freshwater  he  remained  for  a  year  and  a^half ,  and  then  came 
with  Mr.  Bicknell  and  pupils  to  Brighton.  This  marks  a  decided 
development  in  his  career.  Mr.  Bicknell  was  a  man  of  rigid  High 
Church  views,  severely  simple  in  practice,  a  sound  but  kind-hearted 
disciplinarian.  The  new  pupil  conceived  a  strong  admiration  for  his 
teacher,  though  clearly  perceiving  already  that  their  views  and  sym- 
pathies were  widely  divergent.  The  deep,  earnest  piety  of  the  tutor 
drew  out  all  the  boy's  affections;  and  his  first  impulse  towards 
religious  inquiry  may  be  traced  back  to  his  Freshwater  and  Brighton 
training. 

The  bent  of  the  lad's  mind,  we  have  said,  was  critical  and 
introspective,  though  highly  imaginative.  Instinctively  drawn,  by  the 
force  of  sympathies  and  surroundings,  into  the  study  of  religion,  h© 
probed  to  the  very  quick  the  dogmas  and  theories  of  the  High  Church 
party.  The  strength  of  the  principle  which  governed  his  tutor  he 
clearly  saw,  but  he  recognised  its  weakness  also  in  the  jejune  and  one- 
sided type  of  life  it  was  calciJated  to  produce,  and  in  the  systematic 
way  in  which  at  least  two-thirds  of  human  existence  were  branded  as 
unclean  or  superfluous,  whilst  the  Church  was  hopelessly  confounded 
with  the  clergy,  who  became  the  spiritual  tyrants  of  the  people  instead 
of  their  loving  servants.  "With  a  genuine  respect  for  the  High  Church 
leaders,  but  a  deep  distrust  of  the  High  Church  method  for  the  soul's 
improvement,  and  an  intense  dislike  towards  priestly  scrutiny  and  the 
principle  of  confession,  the  apparently  docile  pupil  combined  a  decided 
love  for  the  ceremonialism  of  the  party,  as  exhibited  at  St.  Paul's, 
Brighton,  where  for  two  years  he  was  a  daily  attendant.  His  tastes 
were  strongly  aesthetic ;  his  fancy  almost  of  an  Oriental  exuberance. 
The  solemnity  of  the  ancient  Jewish,  and  the  modem  Boman  Catholic 
and  High  Church  ritual  fascinated  him  ;  and  it  was  imagination,  more 
than  anything  else,  that  now  inspired  the  boy  with  a  vivid  liking  for 
4m  aesthetic  form  of  worship,  a  pronoimced  example  of  which  is  to  be 
found  in  the  service  and  arrangements  of  his  present  church,  St.  James's, 
Marylebone. 
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At  Mr.  Bicknell's  his  reading  in  play  hours  was  wide,  including  the 
Trhole  of  Alison's  **  History  of  Europe,"  most  of  Miss  Yonge's  and 
other  High  Church  novels,  Pope,  Prior,  Dryden,  and  Milton;  he 
pursued,  moreover,  a  particularly  close  study  of  dogmatic  theology, 
including  especially  Butler,  Paley,  and  Pearson.  At  this  time,  too,  the 
young  student  read  and  meditated  over  the  works  of  Newman,  Man- 
ning, Pusey,  Faber,  and  Q-resley.  He  thus  made  himself  intimately 
acquainted  with  the  theology  which  he  was  preparing  himself  to  reject 
AS  wholly  unsound,  and  if  in  his  writings  he  makes  little  use  of  its 
statements  and  distinctions  it  is  not  because  he  is  ignorant  of  them, 
but  because  he  knows  and  rejects  them.  Side  by  side  with  Newman, 
Voltaire,  Rousseau  and  the  Encyclopa3dia  absorbed  his  mind,  and 
-especially  Mirabeau's  *'  System  of  Nature,"  and  other  works  on  natural 
xeligion.  The  result  of  this  intellectual  mixture  was  given  to  the 
Brighton  townsfolk  in  many  of  the  local  journals. 

As  a  youth  he  was  fond  of  sympathetic  company,  and  had  the  great 
faculty,  which  he  has  preserved  through  life,  of  making  many  friends. 
With  his  few  intimate  associates  he  was  exceedingly  popular,  but  it 
was  in  bis  love  of  solitary  walks  in  the  Isle  of  Wight  that  he  first 
conceived  the  idea  of  becoming  an  orator,  an  idea  which  he  kept  to 
himself  when  frequently  assured  that  there  was  no  career  for  a  man  in 
ihe  Church. 

At  the  time  he  turned  his  thoughts  to  religion  the  old  Evangelical 
movement  under  Wesley,  and  the  later  one  under  Edward  Irving  had 
long  passed  by.  The  first  great  High  Church  movement  (commenced 
by  the  famous  ** Tract  Ninety"  of  John  Henry  Newman)  had  also 
subsided.  It  was  only  the  afterglow  of  all  this  that  Hugh  Reginald 
caught.  At  Brighton,  although  he  attended  regularly  the  St.  Paul's 
services  under  Henry  Gresley,  and  then  heard  Dr.  Pusey  for  the  first 
time,  yet  his  favourite  preacher  was  a  man  of  the  extremely  opposite 
school,  Joseph  Sortain,  then  head  of  the  Lady  Huntingdon  connexion.  Mr. 
Haweis  still  believes  (and  it  was  also  an  opinion  expressed  by 
Thackeray)  that  Sortain  was  the  most  eloquent  preacher  of  his  day. 

For  three  years,  from  sixteen  to  nineteen,  he  remained  under  the 
care  of  Mr.  Bicknell,  omnivorous  in  his  reading,  aad  voluminous  in 
his  writing,  and  learning  from  the  firm,  quiet  method  of  the  tutor 
many  a  deep  lesson  of  self-restraint  and  moral  dignity  that  were  to  be 
turned  to  practical  accoimt  in  years  to  come.  The  warmest  personcd 
Affection  has  ever  existed  between  the  master  and  his  pupil,  and  though 
the    latter  has  strayed  widely  from  his  preceptor's   early  counselfly 
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nothing  has  ever  interrupted  the  kindly  and  generous  friendship  that 
unites  the  two  men  to  this  day. 

Leaving  Brighton,  Haweis,   now  nineteen,   entered  at  once  upon 
University  life  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.    It  was  not  long  before- 
the    lack    of  a    solid    educational    basis  began    to  be    sharply  felt. 
Haweis  quickly  perceived,  on  trying  his  attainments  by  those  of  the- 
men  around  him,  that  he  was  behind  his  set.      He  could  not  compete- 
with  the  public  schoolmen  on  their  own  classical  or  mathematical 
g^und.    Belig^ous  notions,  gleanings  of  philosophy,  imagination  and 
wide  sympathies,  and  interest  in  all  sorts  of  topics   he  possessed ;  but 
in  mathematics,    and    even  in    classics,    he    was     not    up    to    class 
mark.      Perplexed,    and  in  a  manner   disappointed,   he   forsook  an 
arena  in  which  he  felt  his  inability  to  win  the  first  or  even  the  second 
place,  and  plunged  again  into  the  desultory  reading  of  his  boyhood  and 
youth,  lounging  away  his  time  on  the  banks  of  the  Cam  and  in  the 
University  libraries,  with  Carlyle,  Emerson,  and  books,  French  and 
German,  of  every  description,  on  all  conceivable  topics.      Politics,  poli- 
tical economy,  philosophy  and  fiction,  were  stowed  away  in  the  hidden 
places  of  the  student's  brain,  to  be  brought  out  in  after  years  in  the 
picturesque  form  of  metaphor,  simile,  and  illustration.     The  peculiar 
fondness  for  self-analysis  which    had    characterised  his   early  days 
expanded  now  into  a  fixed  and  wider  passio'n  for  the  analysis  of  human 
nature.    Emerson's  Essays,  Bacon,  Montaigne,  and  Biirton's  ^'Anatomy 
of  Melancholy  "  were  his  constant  companions.   But  Haweis  by  no  means 
confined  himself  to  philosophy  ;  he  was  no  bookworm.      Mixing  with 
many  sets,  good,  bad,  and  indifferent,  boating  men,  riding  men,  and 
reading  men,  he  acquired  a  large  circle  of  College  friends. 

The  wide  generosity  of  principle  which  is  the  characteristic  f  eature- 
of  his  life  and  doctrine  was  here  fortunately  developed.  Still  pursuing 
his  literary  fancies,  Haweis  floated  and  edited,  under  the  title  of  The 
Ziofiy  a  somewhat  crude  and  pompous  journal,  which  brought  down 
swift  retribution  in  the  shape  of  27te  Bear,  under  the  auspices  of  George- 
Otto  Trevelyan. 

But  at  Cambridge,  as  at  Brighton,  music  was  the  chief  faculty  which 
made  him  acceptable  and  sought  after  in  general  society.  The  fame  of 
him  went  abroad  through  the  Colleges  as  a  violinist  of  extraordinary 
power,  and  in  his  first  term  he  was  called  upon  by  the  President  of  the 
University  Musical  Society,  and  invited  to  g^ve  the  public  a  taste  of  his 
quality  at  the  next  University  concert.  The  storm  of  applause  whkih 
greeted  his  first  public  appearance,  on  which  occasion  he  was  aocom- 
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panied  by  Sir  Stemdale  Bennett,  placed  him  in  the  position  of  solo 
violinist  to  the  Society,  which  for  three  years  at  Cambridge  he  held 
without  a  rival. 

He  was  prodigal  of  his  talents  in  private,  and  every  house  and 
College  lodge  in  Cambridge  was  freely  opened  to  him.  There  were 
jovial  supper-parties,  at  which  Haweis's  rendering  of  Paganini's 
variations  and  imitations,  from  the  squeaking  of  a  pig  to  the  warbling 
of  a  nightingale,  were  the  chief  excitement.  His  wonderful  command 
over  the  humorous  and  pathetic  elements  of  his  instrument — a  fine 
Stradiuarius  of  great  power — attracted  the  attention  of  Dr.  Whewell, 
the  Master  of  Trinity,  who,  himself  completely  devoid  of  musical  talent, 
would  withdraw  from  the  company,  and  sitting  opposite  Haweis,  would 
follow  every  turn  and  x>^^^?6  vnih  absorbed  attention.  The 
University  Concerts  were  his  g^eat  field-days,  when  enthusiastic 
encores  repaid  the  lack  .of  signal  honours  in  the  ordinary  routine 
studies.  As  the  late  Dr.  Donaldson  observed  at  the  Master  of  Sidney's 
table,  whatever  he  might  be  in  the  Senate  House,  in  the  concert  hall 
Haweis  invariably  passed  a  brilliant  examination. 

On  the  whole,  the  main  value  of  his  University  career  was  the 
accumulation  of  a  vast  amount  of  general  knowledge,  the  widening 
of  his  social  and  religious  views,  and  the  intimate  connection  with 
many  men  who  have  since  distinguished  themselves  in  other  spheres. 

In  1859,  Haweis  took  his  B.A.  degree.  It  was  then  decided 
by  his  father  that  he  should  travel,  and  he  started  alone  for 
Italy.  After  visiting  Milan  and  the  lakes,  he  fell  in  with  Mr. 
Montague  Chambers  and  Major  Byng  Hall  at  Genoa,  and  in 
1860  steamed  for  Naples,  then  in  the  full  ferment  of  Garibaldi's 
successful  revolution.  He  witnessed  the  glowing  entry  of  the 
enthusiastic  Liberator  into  Naples,  experienced  not  a  few  exciting  and 
dangerous  adventures  in  that  city,  then  fired  with  the  hot  flame  of 
revolution ;  and  left  it  finally  in  company  with  his  brother,  an  officer  in 
Her  Majesty's  Navy,  to  be  present  at  the  siege  of  Capua. 

The  journey,  performed  on  foot,  was  attended  with  no  small  risk  of 
life  itself,  and  many  times  along  the  white  dusty  roads  they  could  hear 
the  bullets  of  the  sharpshooters  whistling  about  their  ears.  Arrived  at 
the  scene  of  action,  he  managed,  by  outwitting  the  sentries,  to  pass  into 
the  heart  of  Garibaldi's  camp.  **A11  about,"  he  described,  **in  the 
plain  beneath  the  hill  on  which  we  stood  lay  the  poor  Garibaldians,  ill- 
clothed,  ill-fed,  with  no  tents  at  all,  exposed  to  the  scorching  sun  by 
day,  and  often  lying  in  absolute  swamps  at  night,  under  a  pelting  rain." 

26 
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Passing  on  to  watch  the  heavy  g^uns  at  work  against  the  white  walls 
of  Capua,  ''  a  shell  burst  at  our  feet,  reminding  us  that  we  were  within 
range.  As  I  left  my  post  a  Garibaldian  sat  down  carelessly  on  the 
rock  on  which  I  had  been  standing,  when  a  shell  took  him  in  the 
middle  and  blew  him  to  pieces." 

Leaving  the  seat  of  war  he  wintered  in  Home,  making  himself 
minutely  acquainted  with  every  nook  and  comer  of  the  old  City  of 
the  Csesars  and  the  Popes.  From  Home  he  travelled  by  post  to 
Sienna  and  Florence,  where  he  passed  the  spring ;  thence  on  through 
all  the  great  cities  of  Northern  Italy,  Venice,  Verona,  Turin,  &c., 
spending  whole  days  of  caref  id  study  in  the  rich  picture  galleries  and 
art  studios  of  the  most  beautiftd  towns  in  Europe. 

After  nine  months  of  continental  sight- seeing,  Mr.  Haweis 
returned  full  of  new  ideas  about  men  and  manners,  with  a  mind 
expanded  by  strange  sights,  an  intellect  strengthened  by  artistic 
culture,  and  an  instinctive  faculty  for  observation  sharpened  by  constant 
intercourse  with  French,  German,  Austrian,  and  Italian  adventurers 
collected  in  the  perturbed  peninsula  in  1860.  At  Florence  he  was  very 
solitary,  usually  reading  theology  the  greater  part  of  the  morning, 
giving  the  afternoon  to  pictures  and  lonely  walks,  and  the  evening 
to  the  Florentine  play-house.  Ketuming  to  Cambridge,  he  passed  his 
voluntary  theologicals  and  prepared  to  take  Holy  Orders. 

The  perusal  of  the  **  Essays  and  Reviews,"  striking  its  well- 
known  free,  bold  note  on  religious  subjects,  had  a  gpreat  effect  in 
solidifying  his  floating  Broad  Church  views.  But  it  was  more  than 
anything  else  the  intimate  personal  communication  into  which  Mr. 
Haweis  was  just  now  brought  with  Frederick  Denison  Maurice  that 
-developed  and  motdded  his  religious  opinions.  ''I  owe  more  to  Mr. 
Maurice,"  says  Mr.  BEaweis  in  his  funeral  oration,  "  not  only  as  a  man 
but  as  a  thinker  and  a  theologian,  than  to  anybody  else  in  the  world." 
Indeed  few  men  have  exercised  a  wider  unseen  influence  over  every 
school  of  contemporary'  religious  thought  than  Denison  Maurice,  who,  says 
Mr.  Haweis,  **  received  in  its  highest  sense  the  spiritual  life  of  the  Low 
Church,  the  spiritual  order  of  the  High"  ....  ever  maintaining 
that  '*  life  and  order  were  inseparably  bound  up  together  in  any  healthy 
form  of  religion."  From  his  theories  and  the  emancipating  tendency 
of  the  time  arose  and  was  gradually  developed  what  is  known  as  the 
Broad  Church.  Poor  Maurice  !  it  was  a  terrible  grief  to  him  that  he, 
who  had  all  his  life  been  denouncing  sects,  should  be  hailed  as  himself 
the  founder  of  a  new  party. 
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Mr.  Haweis  had  now  completely  resolved  to  enter  the  Church. 
His  views  assimilated  largely  with  those  of  Maurice,  whose  earnest 
•disciple  he  became.  He  was  ordained  at  once  by  Dr.  Tait,  then 
Bishop  of  London,  the  present  Dean  of  Westminster  being  the 
examining  chaplain. 

This  closes  the  student's  career ;  that  of  the  parson  commences. 

The  first  thing  was  to  find  a  curacy.  Besolved  to  begin  at  the  very 
lowest  step,  Mr.  Haweis  deliberately  came  to  town  without  an 
introduction  in  the  world.  He  had  neither  patron  nor  interest,  and 
steadily  avoiding  the  fashionable  end  of  the  Metropolis,  cast  about 
for  a  terra  incognita.  In  the  wilds  of  Bethnal  Ghreen  he  found 
one.  Here  in  the  midst  of  the  densest  portion  of  London^  surrounded 
by  fever  dens,  noxious  vapours,  foul  atmospheres,  and  struggling 
paupers,  the  novice  would  try  his  prentice  hand. 

The  Rev.  John  Packer,  Incumbent  of  St.  Peter's,  in  need  of  a  helper, 
gladly  received  him.   A  strange,  unwonted  sphere  for  ayoimg  beginner, 
but  one  wherein  the  work  lay  ready  to  his  hand.    Mr.  Haweis  set 
about  his  labour  with  a  will.    Day  after  day  he  threaded  his  way  through 
neglected  alleys  and  crowded  slums,  now  watching  the  ravages  of  small- 
pox, consumption,  and  cancer,  and  sitting  for  hours  by  the  bedside  of 
sick  children,  telling  them  stories,  reading,  praying,  and  sometimes 
administering  to  them  the  physic  which  they  would  take  from  no  other 
hand.     Bnt  he  saw  quickly,  thus  early  in  his  C€treer,  that  the   Bible 
and  exclusively  religious    teaching    was  not    pabulimi    fit  for    all. 
Little  in  the  shape  of  moral  and  social  entertainment  had  yet  been  pro- 
vided for  the  denizens  of  Bethnal  Ghreen.    The  public-house  and  the  gin 
palace  had  their  crowds  of  nightly  votaries,   and  sent  many  a  sodden 
toper,  male  and  female,    to  the  workhouse  and  the  grave.     The  foul 
imderground  theatres,  the  reeking,  noisome  music-halls  poisoned  the 
minds  of  young  and  old.    Attempts  had  been  made,  but  of  a  disjointed 
nature  or  misdirected  character,  to  lighten  the  spiritual  and  intellectual 
darkness  in  which  these  unwashed  gropers  struggled.      Night  schools 
and  even  dubs  were  valuable  institutions  for  certain  classes,  but  they 
none  of  them  met  Mr.  Haweis's  parochial  views.     One  must  touch  a 
chord  that  shall  rouse  a  general  sympathy,  and  give  the  people  some- 
thing to    draw    out    their    genial,   mirthful,    intellectual  appetites; 
stir  up  the  better  parts  of  them  by  stimulating  an  interest  in  healthy 
amusements.      Penny  Headings  of  a  homely,   sympathetic  kind  ;   tea 
meetings  and  musical  entertainments ;  lectures  on  subjects  suited  to  the 
taste  and  capacities  of  the  hearers,  were  started  by  the  new  curate. 

26—2 
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Parish  school-rooms  were  rigged  out,  lighted,  and  warmed  for  the 
reception  of  all  classes  in  the  parish.  Neighbouring  clergy,  and  friends 
from  afar  lent  eager  assistance.  Mr.  Haweis  himself  lectured  to  large 
and  attentive  audiences  on  Tennyson,  G-aribaldi,  the  Mormons,  etc.  On 
one  occasioui  to  a  crowded  room  Signori  Kegondi,  Pezze,  and  C.  H.  Deacon 
gave  a  concert  of  West  End  quality  and  refinement.  It  is  a  curious 
fact  that  since  his  ordination,  Mr.  Haweis's  violin  has  seldom  been 
heard  in  public  or  in  private,  and  of  all  the  thousands  who  have  made  his- 
acquaintance  during  the  last  ten  years  hardly  a  dozen  have  heard  his 
instrument — ^he  felt  that  the  new  kingdom  of  success  had  to  be  subdued 
by  entirely  new  weapons. 

From  first  to  last  these  readings  and  lectures  were  an  inmiense 
success,  and  fairly  answered  the  shepherd's  purpose  of  diffusing  a 
kindlier  social  life  throughout  his  flock.  But  in  the  pulpit  his  success 
was  not  rapid. 

**  When  I  first  began  to  preach,"  he  himself  relates,  **  in  the  East 
End  of  London,  I  used  to  write  elaborate  sermons,  but  the  people 
would  not  come  to  church.  Then  I  thought  I  would  preach  extempore ; 
so  I  went  up  one  evening  into  the  pulpit  with  my  Bible  only,  and 
proposed  to  address  the  scanty  congregation  before  me  on  the  words, 
Luke  xxiv.  29,  '  Abide  with  us,  for  it  is  towards  evening,  and  the  day 
is  far  spent.'  I  do  not  think  I  had  any  misgivings  about  my  ability  to 
go  on,  but  when  I  had  read  the  text  over  once  I  was  glad  to  say  it  over 
again.  I  then  found  I  had  forgotten  my  first  head,  and  went  on  to  the 
second;  but  the  instant  I  had  begun  the  second  I  could  recollect 
nothing  but  the  first.  It  was  too  late  then,  so  I  tried  the  third ;  but  of 
(jourse  that  fitted  in  nowhere  without  the  first  and  second.  So  I  read 
the  text  over  again,  and  when  I  had  done  that  I  recollected  another 
text  which  had  nothing  to  do  with  it,  and  said  that,  and  then  I  got 
exceedingly  uncomfortable,  and  so  did  the  congpregation  ;  and  in  about 
ten  minutes  from  the  commencement  of  my  extempore  sermon  I  read 
the  text  over  again,  and  as  nothing  more  occurred  to  me  I  was  glad 
enough  to  leave  off."  His  friends  then  advised  the  young  preacher  to 
return  to  his  manuscript ;  but  he  refused,  determined  to  plod  on  and 
master  the  art  of  public  speaking.  In  the  end  he  triumphed, 
but  for  two  years  he  never  preached  a  sermon  without  the  greatest 
pain  and  labour,  and  to  this  day  he  declares  that  he  never  enters 
the  pulpit  without  anxiety,  and  seldom  leaves  it  without  a  sense 
of  depressing  failure. 

When  the  cholera  broke  out  Mr.  Haweis,  who  had  gone  to  the 
West  End,  revisited  the  East  and  acquired  a  new  experience. 
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**I  used,"  says  he,  in  a  later  sermon,  "  to  have  the  greatest  horror 
of  dead  bodies  in  those  days,  but  by  the  time  the  cholera  broke  out  I 
had  gone  through  such  a  training  in  that  matter  that  I  could  rub  a 
•cholera  patient  very  comfortably  in  the  London  Hospital  while  the 
dead  were  being  lifted  out  of  the  next  bed." 

During  his  Bethnal  Oreen  ministry,  Mr.  Haweis  became  acquainted 
with  Mr.  J.  E.  Ghreen,  best  known  as  the  author  of  a  **  Short  History 
of  the  English  People."  The  two  friends  were  at  that  time  zealous 
workers  in  the  same  field,  and  developed  many  a  project  together  for 
the  social  and  moral  improvement  of  their  parishioners.  For  two  years 
Mr«  Haweis  worked  a  good  work  in  the  unknown  regions  of  the  East, 
and  the  handsome  testimonial  presented  to  him  on  leaving  bore 
witness  to  the  loving  appreciation  in  which  his  services  were  held. 

It  was  to  Westminster  that  he  now  turned  his  steps.  The  Bey. 
Oeorge  Dickson,  Incimibent  of  St.  James  the  Less,  held  out  an  offer 
which  was  accepted.  Under  Mr.  Dickson  there  was  greater  leisure  for 
self -preparation,  the  fruits  of  which  were  rapidly  visible  in  a  more 
settled  style  of  preaching.  A  certain  mental  incoherence  and  want  of 
deamess  which  had  proved  such  a  stumbling  block  at  St.  Peter's,  began 
to  disappear,  and  its  place  was  taken  by  a  clearness  of  statement  and 
a  striking  originality  of  manner,  combined  with  a  generous  breadth  of 
doctrine,  that  began  at  once  to  attract  thoughtful  attention. 

We  find  him,  too,  rapidly  enlarging  his  sphere  of  work,  commencing 
to  take  a  wide  interest  in  the  social  and  political  questions  of  the  day, 
eager  to  acquire  fresh  views,  zealous  for  information  on  all  subjects 
that  dealt  with  the  life  of  the  people.  We  see  this  man — ^little  more 
than  a  novice,  unknown,  obscure — with  his  simple,  unconventional  idea 
of  the  duties  of  a  pastor  towards  his  flock,  going  about  amongst  them, 
not  as  a  parson  in  white  tie,  broad  beaver,  and  long  coat,  but  as  a 
friend  and  helper,  one  who  knew  what  human  nature  was,  and  knew, 
too,  that  whilst  creatures  would  g^  on  sinning  as  long  as  the  world 
lasted,  the  best  way  to  cut  the  evil  out  of  them  was  to  keep  the  brim- 
stone and  the  lake  of  fire  in  the  background,  and  put  something  better 
to  the  front. 

After  a  short  course  at  Westminster,  Mi*.  Haweis  migrated  to  St. 
Peter's,  Stepney.  Here  he  worked  again  conjointly  with  Mr.  GFreen  for 
several  months,  and  then,  at  the  request  of  his  former  rector,  Mr. 
Dickson,  returned  to  St.  James  the  Less.  Amongst  those  interested  in 
the  advanced  views  which  the  young  preacher  was  already  putting 
forward,   was  the  Eight  Hon.  Cowper  Temple,  then  First  Conmiis- 
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sioner  of  Works.  From  time  to  time  lie  seemed  to  follow  with 
interest  Mr.  Haweis's  pulpit  exhortations,  and  one  morning  in  June^ 
1866,  a  letter  arrived  stating  that  the  First  Commissioner  would  be 
glad  to  see  Mr.  Haweis  '^on  the  subject  of  some  clerical  duty  that 
might  perhaps  be  acceptable." 

Calling  later  in  the  day  upon  his  patron  at  Whitehall,  the  curate- 
received  an  offer  of  the  incumbency  of  St.   James's,   Westmoreland^ 
Street,  Marylebone.     This  was  the  ** clerical  duty"  which  the  First 
Commissioner  was  desirous  of  entrusting  to  a  young,  little-known  curate, 
not  yet  thirty  years  of  age. 

It  was  a  decisive  step,  and  one'^that  Mr.  Haweis  intuitively  shrank 
from,  doubting  his  own  capacities.  Delighted  as  he  was  at  the  notiozr 
of  a  church  of  his  own,  his  heart  sank  before  the  task  of  filling  it. 
Nor  was  the  first  sight  of  the  sacred  edifice  itself  peculiarly  reassuxing. 
L3ring  in  a  back  street  (the  shortest  in  all  London),  although  is 
immediate  vicinity  of  Wimpole  and  Harley  Streets,  there 
lonesome,  un-getatable  appearance  about  St.  James's  at  that  date  wldMAr 
made  the  embryo  incumbent  quake.  The  place  looked  as  if  the  Gbspef 
had  turned  its  back  upon  it  as  a  bad  business.  Inside,  a  damp  charnel- 
house  odour  pervaded  all  things.  The  rain  was  strongly  inclined  to 
come  through  the  roof.  The  seats  had  an  air  of  rickety  mould.  The 
windows  would  have  rattled  if  they  had  dared.  The  place  was 
totally  out  of  repair,  and  wholly  unendowed.  It  was  not  a  hopeful 
prospect,  but  Mr.  Haweis  accepted  it.  He  was  the  youngest  incumbent 
in  London. 

Mr.  Maurice,  who  had  always  a  word  of  cheery  encouragement  for 
his  young  friend,  told  him  that  his  very  distrust  was  the  best  sign  of 
his  fitness  for  the  post.  It  was  the  same  kindly  'critic  who.  when  he^ 
first  heard  that  Mr.  Haweis  had  gone  to  Bethnal  Gbreen,  said  that  it 
was  like  setting  a  razor  to  chop  wood. 

Commencing  with  a  step  of  pleasant  wisdom,  the  incmnbent  manied 
a  wife,  and  in  the  eldest  daughter  of  the  late  T.  M.  Joy,  the  artisty 
found  a  young  lady  of  rare  gifts  and  exceptional  qualities,  who,  at  the* 
age  of  seventeen,  was  an  exhibitor  in  oils  at  the  Eoyal  Academy,  haa> 
since  illustrated  two  of  her  husband's  books,  and  is  best  known  to  the 
general  public  as  the  author  of  **  Chaucer  for  Children." 

At  first  there  was  literally  no  congregation,  two  old  ladies,  almost 
the  only  seat-holders,  having  left  in  a  huff ;  the  rest  being  chiefly  non- 
resident. Mr.  Haweis  began  by  erecting  a  new  organ,  and  laying  on 
gas  all  over  the  building ;   and  the  chapel,  as  we  have  said,  beings 


1877.]  Our  Portrait  Gallery.  407 

without  endowment,  the  income  being  entirely  dependent  on  the  pew 
rents,  the  debts  thus  incurred  lefc  him  considerably  out.  of  poc- 
ket at  the  end  of  the  first  year.  At  the  end  of  the  second  the  con- 
gregation had  much  increased,  and  a  subscription  raised  by  the 
seat-holders  partly  indemnified  the  incumbent  for  his  losses.  In 
another  year  or  two  the  number  of  renters  had  g^atly  swelled,  and 
through  the  generous  assistance  of  several  members  the  interior  of  the 
chapel  was  entirely  remodelled  and  handsomely  decorated.  But  the 
church  was  by  no  means  crowded.  As  the  breadth  of  his  doctrine 
became  g^radually  known,  Mr.  Haweis  met  with  some,  but  at  no  times 
serious  opposition.  Small  venomous  attacks  appeared  in  variotis 
sectarian  journals,  and  vague  remarks  were  thrown  out  as  to 
the  flexible  nature  of  his  creed.  Narrow  minds  fought  shy  of  the 
new  preacher,  but  he  invariably  met  his  opponents  with  silence,  con- 
ciliation, or  generous  indifference. 

Mr.  Haweis  was  now  rapidly  earning  fame  in  the  paths  of  general 
literature.  He  was  amongst  the  earliest  leader  writers  in  the  JSehOf 
then  under  the  talented  conduct  of  Mr.  Arthur  Arnold.  Mr.  Haweis's 
contributions  to  this  journal  would  fiU  several  volumes.  Every  week 
he  poured  forth  articles  on  the  most  varied  topics  of  the  day — ^political 
leaders,  written  with  keen  judgment ;  social  sketches  of  the  raciest 
touch ;  musical  reviews,  varying  from  ephemeral  criticisms  to  elaborate 
dissertations  on  the  *^  Origin  and  Influence  of  Music." 

As  a  journalist  his  pen  was  soon  in  general  demand.  He  had  the 
rapid,  easy  swing  of  a  practised  quill-driver,  with  little  of  the  slipshod 
haste  that  ruins  too  many  over- worked  drudges.  It  was  of  immense 
value  to  Mr.  Haweis  just  now  that  he  was  under  no  necessity  of 
scribbling  for  bread.  Personal  ease  gave  leisure  for  the  cultivation  of 
style  ;  and  though  much  of  the  vigour  and  originality  that  characterises 
his  later  works  is  visible  in  these  early  contributions  to  contemporary 
literature,  we  trace  a  gradual  expansion  from  year  to  year,  both  in  the 
manner  of  execution  and  in  the  tendency  of  thought. 

When  the  Contemparary  Review  was  launched  under  the  late  Dean 
Alford,  Mr.  Haweis,  at  the  editor's  request,  was  enrolled  a  member  of 
the  staff.  To  the  Argosy  he  sent  a  minute  review  of  the  career  of 
G-aribaldi,  with  a  crisp  recital  of  his  own  adventures  in  Italy.  He 
contributed  largely  to  the  Quarterly  Review,  and  to  the  Globey  Times, 
Telegraph,  Spectator^  Good  Words,  Quiver,  whilst  for  a  year  he  edited 
CasselPs  Magazine,  bringing  out  Wilkie  Collins's  ''Man  and  Wife,"  and 
some  contributions  from  Victor    Hugo,   illustrated    by  Mrs.  Haweis^ 
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from  Cbribaldi,  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  &o.  During  his  holidays 
abroad  he  sent  home  to  the  papers  ''Holiday  Letters"  from  Spa, 
Antwerp,  Rotterdam,  The  Hag^e,  Utrecht,  Amsterdam,  Bruges, 
Louvain,  Amiens,  Abbeville,  Yitre,  Ohartres,  Bouen,  Caen,  Falaise,  &c., 
bright,  gossipy  descriptions  of  continental  life,  full  of  observation  and 
himiour. 

The  pews  were  now  filled  rapidly ;  the  church  was  at  last  becoming 
known,  notwithstanding  the  difficulty  of  finding  its  whereabouts.  Many 
hearing  that  there  was  strange,  practical  matter  to  be  had  from  the 
new  preacher,  actually  set  out  for  his  temple,  and  returned  after  a 
fruitless  quest. 

The  religious  revolution  that  has  been  working  for  some  years  past 
was  on  foot.  It  was  an  universal  though  almost  an  imperceptible  move- 
ment. Frederick  Maurice  may  be  said  to  have  roused,  or  at  any  rate  to 
have  keenly  stimidated  it.  Hardly  tangible  enough  for  actual  definition, 
its  first  symptoms  lay  in  the  gradual  tmhinging  of  men's  minds,  in  the 
casting  them  adrift  on  a  sea  of  religious  doubt.  Day  by  day  science 
was  revealing  new  facts,  shooting  forth  fresh  theories  that  tended  to 
imdermine  the  old  orthodoxy.  Deep-thinking  prophetic  theologians 
were  discovering  heterodox  meanings  in  Bible  passages,  throwing  new 
light  on  old  mysteries.  An  attitude  of  scepticism,  of  dissatisfaction,  of 
doubt  began  to  manifest  itself  towards  the  old  settled  dogmas.  It  was 
felt  that  there  was  not  life  enough  in  them,  that  they  were  behind  the 
wants  of  the  age.  Again,  the  width  of  the  gulf  that  lay  between  the 
Church  and  the  world  was  becoming  more  clearly  visible.  Men  said 
that  the  Church  stood  still  while  the  world  aroimd  progressed.  To  an 
age  of  science  it  was  offering  ''  a  creed  that  touched  it  at  no  vital 
point."  Need  was  there  of  some  doctrine  that  should  appeal  not  only 
to  science  itself,  but  to  the  thousands  whose  views  were  coloured  by 
scientific  teaching.  The  conventional  parson,  with  long-drawn 
physiognomy,  and  little  string  of  monotonous  commonplaces,  was  out  of 
keeping  with  the  spirit  of  the  times.  It  was  very  well  to  deck  him  in 
mournful  garb,  arm  him  with  a  pocket  Testament,  and  send  him  forth 
into  the  wicked  world,  labelled  ''  I  am  a  missionary,  a  guiding  star,  a 
shepherd  looking  around  for  a  fiock ;  I  will  shew  you  how  to  cope  with 
the  Evil  One."  But  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten  he  was  not  a  guiding  star, 
nor  was  his  method  of  coping  with  the  Evil  One  remarkably  practical. 
He  was  a  meek  University  student,  well  meaning  but  feeble  ;  or  he  was 
one,  perchance,  of  thin,  narrow  intellect,  who  lived,  moved,  and  had  his 
being  in  a  dose  doctrinal  world  of  his  own ;  who  knew  not  the  inner  lives 
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•of  his  people ;  who  sympathised  not  with  their  physical  pleasures ;  who 
«aid  only,  **  You  must  not  do  this,"  or,  **My  friend,  they  are  heaping 
•on  the  coals  for  you  below."  To  souls  thirsting  for  a  practical  faith,  who 
wearied  of  hearing  ever  what  they  might  not  do,  who  doubted  whether 
there  was  anything  under  the  sun  they  might  do,  sole  answer  was 
made,  ''  Touch  not,  taste  not,  and  in  matters  of  faith  be  content  to  walk 
blindly  on  in  the  tracks  of  your  fathers ;  you  may  not,  pioneer-like, 
strive  after  new  paths,  you  must  not  inquire  into  these  things." 

'*  You  speak  words  of  blasphemy,"  said  the  priest  to  a  faith-seeker, 
^suggesting  that  eighteen  hundred  years  of  wear  and  tear  had  somewhat 
wasted  the  old  creeds,  **  I  may  not  reason  with  you  on  this  matter." 

Never,  perhaps,  had  there  been  awakened  so  earnest,  so  persistent 
•a  striving  after  truth.  It  was  a  deep  unsentimental  limging  for 
simple  practical  guidance,  the  outcome  of  a  firm  conviction  that  the  old 
teaching  was  unsuited  to  the  existing  conditions  of  the  people.  The 
Ohurch  seemed  to  have  forgotten  or  ignored  the  great  reality  of 
progression,  the  stubborn  fact  that  the  wants  and  habits  of  society  are 
ever  in  a  state  of  transition,  and  that  what  may  have  been  clear 
profitable  doctrine  a  hundred  years  ago  is  useless  dognia  to-day. 

Mixing  freely  with  men  of  the  world,  Mr.  Haweis  had  realised  and 
grasped  the  fullest  significance  of  this  religious  movement.  From  prac- 
tical experience,  as  well  as  from  personal  convictions,  he  knew  that  it  was 
no  surface  excitement,  no  passing  fanaticism.  The  outspoken  sentiments 
of  these  wanderers  embodied  his  own  inmost  belief.  He  knew  that 
men  were  daily  falling  away  from  the  English  Church,  from  all  Churches, 
as  not  finding  there  the  tangible  comfort  they  needed.  He  could  lay 
his  finger  upon  many  who  were  at  that  moment  living  upright,  faithful 
lives,  and  yet  who  rented  no  pew  in  church,  for  the  simple  reason 
that  they  knew  from  constant  repetition  all  Hiat  the  preacher  had  to  tell 
them.  He  could  see,  too,  where  the  evil  lay.  All  his  life  he  had  been 
studying  the  creeds  of  the  day ;  he  knew  the  various  religious  sects, 
their  arguments,  their  dogmas. 

We  have  noted,  in  some  degree,  the  gradual  growth  of  his  own 
mind  on  matters  religious.  We  have  seen  above  all  how  from  vety 
boyhood  the  spirit  of  his  faith  was  broad  and  generous ;  how,  as  a 
clerg3rman,  he  never  knew  the  narrow  feeling  of  sectarianism  ;  how  his 
one  great  principle  amongst  his  people  was  to  make  them  realise  that 
he  was,  before  a  priest,  a  man  like  themselves.  He  knew  his  own  mind 
now,  for  he  saw  that  the  conventional  sermon  was  exterminating 
jreligion.    Then  this  new  man — ^this  obscure  preacher  with  his  great  soul. 
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thought  that  if  he  could  but  get  the  people  to  his  chapel,  holding  about 
1,400  in  all,  in  the  shortest  street  in  London,  he  could  throw  a  broad 
ray  of  light  across  the  dimness  of  their  path.     So  he  announced  that  he 
would  preach  a  sermon  on  the  "  Position  of  the  Liberal  Clei^."     The- 
title  was  not  peculiarly  d  propos  of  the  subject,  and  many  who  read  it  in 
the  daily  papers  didn't  exactly  see  what  it  had  got  to  do  with  their  especial 
needs.     Nevertheless,  there  was  a  better  congregation  than  usual.    Mr. 
Haweis,  as  is  his  frequent  practice,  gave  no  text,  but  plunged  into  his 
subject  at  once.     Defending  himself  from  a  possible  charge  of  imsettling 
people's  minds,  he  declared  that  he  spoke  only  to  those  whose  minds- 
were  already  unsettled.     And  first  he  spoke  of  the  obstacles  in  the  path 
of  the  truth-seeker — Interest,  Prejudice,  Tradition,  Force  of  Example, 
Old  Associations— explaining  the  special  nature  of  each,   and  shewing 
forcibly  that  none  must  be  cherished  to  the  hindrance  of  a  new  belief. 
And  then  he  told  how  the    old-world  dogmas  (which  he  defined  as 
"  doctrine  crystallized  ")  stood  in  the  way,  chaining  us  to  ancient,  worn- 
out  formulas,  holding  us  down  to  the  observance  of  rules  that  were  no 
longer  a  guide  but  an  impediment.     He  shewed  how  the  world  was  ever 
striding  on  ;  how,  on  every  subject,  old  ideas  were  continually  yielding 
to  new  ones  ;  how  the  conditions  of  society  were  perpetually  changing ; 
and  how  that  religion,  to  be  of  any  practical  service,  must  obey  the 
universal  law.    He  would  not  sweep  away  the  old  formularies,  but  would 
have  them  moulded  to  the  wants  of  each  successive  age.    **  Christianity 
itself,"  said  he,  ^'  is  not  a  fixed  term,  so  ready  is  it  to  change,  so  eager  is  it 
to  assimilate  with  every  new  mode  of  life  and  character  in  every  age." 

In  combating  fearlessly  the  infallibility  of  certain  portions  of  the 
Sacred  Book,  he  said,  **  If  we  value  the  Bible,  we  do  not  value  it  for 
its  infallibility ;  that  is  not  the  nature  of  its  value,  that  is  not  an  element 
in  its  inspiration."  Here  he  distinguished  clearly  between  Belief  and 
Faith ;  defining  Faith  as  **  the  instinct  of  trust  in  the  Invisible,"  a  some- 
thing ''which  underlies  all  religions,  and  impels  men  to  practise 
outwardly  what  they  believe  inwardly."  The  object  of  Belief,  on  the 
other  hand,  *'  is  not  decided  by  any  intuition,  but  is  decided  simply  by 
the  mind."  Belief  is  distinct  from  Faith ;  ''you  may  believe  a  thing, 
yet  not  have  any  faith  in  it."  It  is  no  real  matter  whether  a  beautiful 
truth  is  inspired  or  not,  **  our  faith  in  it  is  the  same." 

From  beginning  to  end  the  whole  sermon  was  one  which  gave  the 
fullest  expression  to  the  religious  difficulties  of  the  people.  It  waa 
published,  and  naturally  enough  stirred  up  wrathful  controversy. 
There  are  sects  in  every  age  who  would  stamp  out  all  that  is  new  and 
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true,  and  cleave  to  that  which  is  old  and  worn-out.  **Thi8  fellow, ''^ 
said  they,  '^  is  going  to  turn  religion  upside  down ;  he  preaches  against 
the  law  of  Moses  and  the  Prophets."  It  was  said  that  he  had  no  doc- 
trine, that  he  taught  no  system,  that  his  position  in  the  Church  was  an 
anomaly ;  not  unf requently  was  he  asscdled  as  a  pretender,  a  hypocrite, 
and  there  was  need  of  resolute  will  to  weary  or  break  down  the  voice 
of  opposition. 

To  this  day  it  is  constantly  urged  against  Mr.  Haweis  by  the 
extreme  High  Church  party  that  he  does  not  know  theology.     It  is 

but  a  cant  cry,  a  meaningless  objection.     Was  he  not  bred  in  the 

hottest  atmosphere  of  High  Churchism  ?    Did  not  the  Eitualistic  high 

priests  themselves  instruct  him  both  in  the  esoterics  and  the  esoterics  of 

their  doctrine?    It  is  because  he  does  know  every  phase  of  their 

teaching  that  he  denies  its  soundness. 

Some  of  the  deepest  reasoners  of  the  day  were  on  his  side,  and  in 
proportion  as  his  views  became  widely  known,  Mr.  Haweis's  church 
became  full  to  overflowing.  Little  by  little  his  fame  was  noised,  and 
each  successive  Sunday  saw  a  gradual  'increase  in  the  congregation. 
Many  who  had  forgotten  the  inside  of  a  church,  who  had  long  seceded 
from  public  worship,  came  and  returned  ag^in  to  the  chapel  in  West* 
moreland  Street.  The  old  high  pews  were  cut  down,  hundreds  of  camp 
stools  and  flap  seats  filled  every  nook  and  comer  of  the  building, 
rattling  casements  were  replaced  by  stained  glass  windows,  the  gentle 
rain  from  heaven  no  longer  trickled  through  the  disreputable  roof  and 
down  the  necks  of  the  worshippers. 

The  foremost  thinkers,  writers,  politicians  of  the  age  are  seen 
during  the  season  at  Westmoreland  Street,  and  amongst  those  present 
we  have  noted  at  different  times  Gladstone,  Tennyson,  Froude, 
Bubinstein,  Costa,  Millais,  Holman  Hunt,  Gounod,  Hartington, 
Stafford  Northcote,  &c.,  &c.  Looking  down  the  centre  aisle  over  the 
densely  packed  rows  of  listeners,  one  realised  at  a  glance  how  wide 
already  was  the  influence  of  the  preacher's  words.  There  seemed  to- 
be  men  and  women  of  all  ranks,  of  all  professions ;  there  were  old 
men  with  grey  beards,  men  of  middle  age,  and  a  strangely  large- 
proportion  of  young  men  on  the  verge  of  manhood.  Here  and  there* 
a  face  of  great  note  in  the  scientific  world,  whilst  ladies  of  the  highest 
rank  and  fashion  seemed  glad  to  stand  in  lobbies,  or  struggle  for 
camp-stools  in  the  aisles.  The  very  choir-stalls  are  frequently  invaded, 
and  every  square  inch  of  the  floor  crowded  by  listeners,  seated  on 
hassocks  handed  to  them  out  of  the  pews.     And  Sunday  by  Sunday 
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''  the  preacher  was  wise  and  still  taught  the  people  knowledge."  It 
seemed  to  the  faith-seekers  as  though  thej  had  found  the  truths  they 
sought,  this  new  teacher  brought  religion  down  close  to  the  every-day 
world,  placed  it  in  such  near  relationship  with  the  daily  lives  of  bis 
bearers. 

Let  us  understand  clearly  what  his  position  was.  He  taught  no 
lax,  easy-going  creed,  no  loose-fitting  system  of  religion  whereby  a 
man  might  abjure  all  his  old  belief,  and  trust  blindly  to  the  guidance 
of  the  unknown.  The  key-note  of  Mr.  Haweis's  theology  is  morality 
touched  toith  emotwn.  It  is  his  mission  not  to  force  upon  the  people  any 
echeme  of  religion,  but  to  preserve  the  moral  health,  to  promote  at 
once  the  virtue  and  the  spiritual  aspirations  of  the  commujiity.  He 
binds  upon  men  the  absolute  necessity  of  living  up  to  a  high  standard 
of  physical  and  spiritual  energy.  He  holds  the  purpose  of  the  Church 
to  be  moral  and  spiritud,l  rather  than  theological ;  an  institution  for 
ihe  development  of  religious  life,  and  the  diffusion  of  the  religious 
spirit,  not  a  society  for  the  propagation  of  dogmas. 

He  will  have  us  continually  climbing  upwards,  shaking  off  every 
incumbrance  to  a  life  of  higher  intent  on  earth,  flinging  aside  our  most 
time-honoured  notions,  lest  they  stand  in  the  way  of  a  continual  rise. 
We  are  to  be  bound  by  no  fixed  dogma  in  religion.  Doctrine,  faith, 
and  morals  are  all  to  be  progressive.  But  there  is  nothing  vague  in 
his  teaching.  Never  before  has  so  practical  a  doctrine  been  uttered  in 
the  pulpit.  For  here  is  a  preacher  who  says  that  a  man  may  yet  mix 
with  the  world  aroimd  him,  take  part  in  the  physical  pleasures  of  life, 
yet  not  be  **  in  danger  of  the  judgment."  One  by  one  he  has  taken  up 
the  pleasures  of  society,  shewed  the  uses  and  abuses  of  which  they  are 
capable,  and  the  utter  uselessness  to  the  present  age  of  a  doctrine 
condemnatory  of  all  mundane  amusements.  No  man  wages  a  more 
vigorous  war  against  the  vices  and  abuses  of  the  day  than  Mr.  Haweis. 
Bubble  companies,  trade  swindles,  false  elections,  social  shams,  are 
attacked  with  an  honest  intensity,  with  a  passionate  demand  for  truth, 
whose  homely  earnestness  often  makes  his  hearers  smile.  Many  a 
modem  pretender  has  been  picked  to  pieces  by  him  in  the  pulpit,  and 
left  without  a  leg  to  stand  upon.  As  a  fiuent  speaker  he  has  not  an 
equal,  in  law,  politics,  or  the  Church.  Preaching  from  no  written  MS. 
often  without  a  note  or  a  text,  he  will  discourse  with  marvellous 
rapidity  (gasping  sometimes  for  breath  in  his  eloquent  haste)  for  an 
hour  or  an  hour  and  a-haJf .  Sometimes  he  will  talk  to  his  congre- 
gation as  though  he  were  privately  admonishing  his  own  family  circle. 
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(**  You,  my  dear  friends,  as  a  congregation  have  many  faidts.") 
Again,  lie  will  leave  the  majority  of  them  ^ar  behind  in  deep  musings 
on  *'  The  Idea  of  God."  Mr.  Haweis's  style  is  partly  moulded  on  that 
of  Henry  Ward  Beecher,  but  there  is  a  fire  of  originality  about  his 
utterances  that  is  all  his  own.  Many  of  his  similes  are  drawn  from 
personal  observation  in  his  daily  outings.  A  shop  window,  a  street 
row,  a  journey  by  rail,  a  walk  down  Oxford  Street,  supplies  him  with 
abundant  matter  for  humorous  illustration,  and  he  does  not  shrink 
from  telling  a  smart  story  in  the  pulpit  by  way  of  pointing  a  striking 
passage. 

In  the  summer  of  1873  he  was  chosen  by  the  Dean  of  Westminster 
to  be  special  preacher  at  the  evening  service  in  Westminster  Abbey. 
On  that  occasion  he  paid  a  funeral  tribute  to  the  Bishop  of  Oxford,  who 
had  been  killed  the  day  before  by  a  fall  from  his  horse.  Part  of  the 
sermon  was  printed  next  day  in  the  Times.  Last  spring,  the  walls  of 
Mr.  Haweis's  church  being  declared  unsafe,  he  preached  in  St.  James's 
Hall,  and  on  every  occasion  the  Hall  was  crowded.  Yielding  to 
numerous  requests,  he  proposes  to  conduct  four  morning  services  there  in 
the  month  of  May,  1878,  his  own  church  being  quite  inadequate  to 
accommodate  the  numbers  seeking  admission. 

As  an  author  Mr.  Haweis  stands  high  in  the  literary  world.  His 
best  known  work,  **  Music  and  Morals,"  a  vigorous  attempt  to  do  for 
Music  what  Mr.  Euskin  has  done  for  Art,  is  now  in  its  seventh  and 
cheaper  edition.  He  has  published  also  three  volumes  of  sermons, 
(each  an  admirable  book  for  young  men  of  the  day  who  boast  any 
thinking  power — clear,  terse,  practical,  without  a  particle  of  dryness  or 
dogma)  J  **  Thoughts  for  the  Times,"  in  its  eleventh  edition  ;  **  Current 
Coin,"  third  edition ;  a  poi)ular  little  book  called  **  Pet,  or  Pastimes 
and  Penalities ;"  and  a  most  original  novelette  on  Cremation,  "  Ashes  to 
Ashes,"  of  which  a  German  edition  has  considerable  circulation.  Mr. 
Haweis  has  a  large  public  in  America,  and  Australia,  and  even  in 
Africa,  and  various  foreign  editions  of  his  works  are  in  circulation. 

Several  more  or  less  inaccurate  accounts  of  his  career  and  ministry 
have  been  published,  the  best  known  of  which  is  perhaps  the  recent 
sketchy  paper  in  the  Wliitehall  Review. 

The  London  correspondents  of  provincial  journals  seem  to  live  upon 
Westmoreland  Street  on  Sunday,  where  they  pick  up  **copy"  freely; 
and  unscrupulous  reporters  are  especially  fond  of  printing  and  selling 
his  discourses  without  leave  and  without  corrections,  to  the  preacher's 
very  constant  annoyance. 
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Socially,  few  men  of  the  day  are  more  widely  known,  and  it  seems 
4x>  be  a  settled  principle  with  him  that  he  who  would  preach  with  effect 
must  Trn'y  with  the  various  classes  he  proposes  to  instruct.  In  his  walks 
through  the  Metropolis  his  eye  is  keen  to  detect  a  municipal  abuse,  and 
wherever  he  notes  an  evil  habit,  a  social  law  that  seems  to  press  heavily 
•on  the  poorer  classes,  he  is  not  slow  to  interfere  in  person,  or  to  set  the 
machineiy  of  the  Press  in  motion.  A  passionate  lover  of  everything 
musical,  he  is  often  seen  in  the  concert-room.  An  ardent  admirer  of  Mr. 
Irving,  his  face  may  also  be  seen  in  a  private  box  at  the  Lyceum,  and 
the  managers  of  that  theatre  in  their  turn  are  not  unfrequently  to  be 
found  at  St.  James's,  Westmoreland  Street.  Indeed,  a  short  time  ago 
the  managers  offered  Mr.  Haweis  the  Lyceum  for  a  course  of  poptdar 
^evening  services — an  offer  which  considerations  of  expediency,  urged 
upon  him  by  the  Bishop,  alone  deterred  him  from  accepting. 

Mr.  Haweis  is  on  the  best  terms  with  his  ecclesiastical  superiors ; 
the  Bishops  are  frequent  attendants  at  his  church  as  hearers,  and  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  has  twice  preached  in  his  pulpit.  Mr. 
Haweis,  though  mixing  little  with  the  clergy,  is  on  excellent  personal 
terms  with  all  his  clerical  brethren.  This  summer  he  was  invited  by 
the  Rector  of  St.  James's,  Piccadilly,  to  address  a  large  gathering  of 
the  Metropolitan  clergy  on  Sunday  Recreation,  and  although  naturally 
in  a  minority  his  reception  was  most  cordial  and  flattering.  Mr. 
Haweis  is  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England,  which  he  labours  to 
make  sdso  the  Church  of  the  Future. 

TiGHE  Hopkins. 
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WINGS  OF  ESCAPE : 


OR,      THE     LIMIT     OF     MAGIC 
By  an  Old  Contributor. 


I  SEE  a  large,  lofty,  and  very 
"beautiful  room,  old  fashioned  in 
appearance.  I  see  an  old  man 
and  a  young  man,  playing  chess  ; 
the  old  man  dark-browed,  his 
companion  bright-looking  and 
handsome.  Beside  them,  watching 
the  game,  and  at  the  same  time 
touching  a  harp  with  wandering 
fingers,  I  see  a  very  fair  and  deli- 
<?ate  girl,  draped  in  white. 

And  now  I  see  approach  the 
table  what  seems  like  the  wraith 
of  that  fair  young  girl — but  no,  it 
is  a  woman  as  real  as  herself — it 
is  her  twin  sister. 

I  can  see  that  the  powers  of 
^ood  and  evil  are  fighting  a  sore 
battle — not  upon  this  chess  table, 
but  on  the  table-land  of  life.  1* 
can  see  the  spirit  of  tragedy 
brooding  over  these  people.  And 
looking  upon  them  I  can  see  the 
past — 1  can  trace  their  footsteps, 
as  day  by  day  they  approached 
this  hour,  which  is  a  climax  in 
their  lives — an  hour  of  fate. 


In  the  fragrant  heart  of  one  of 
our  sweetest  counties  stands  a 
very  quaint  and  picturesque  old 
Abbey.  At  the  present  time  any 
traveller  will  have  it  shewn  to  him 
as  a  sight  of  the  country  side,  for 
it  is  not  only  a  beautiful  and  an- 
cient building,  but  its  interest  is 
heightened  by  a  legend  of  a  scarce- 


ly modem  character,  although 
its  date  is  comparatively  recent. 
Many  a  would-be  purchaser  or 
tenant  of  this  pleasant  place  has 
been  scared  thence  by  the  memory 
of  the  too  touching  and  uncanny 
tale  of  magic  which  to  every  neigh- 
bour is  so  intimately  connected 
with  Mereham  Abbey. 

Not  too  long  ag^  for  many  a 
buxom  village  matron  to  remem- 
ber as  a  vivid  recollection  of  her 
childhood,  Mereham  Abbey  was 
inhabited  by  the  last  of  the  old 
family  who  held  it,  and  had  been 
lords  of  the  surrounding  manor 
for  long  generations  back.  Roger 
Se3rtoun  was  a  man  much  disliked 
by  his  tenants  and  his  servants. 
His  early  life  had  been  passed 
abroad,  and  he  had  returned  home 
to  take  possession  of  his  property, 
after  his  father's  death.  Those 
who  remembered  the  old  master's 
son  as  a  fair-haired,  merry  little  lad, 
found  it  no  easy  task  to  recognise 
or  welcome  the  dark-browed,  sm*ly 
man  of  more  than  middle  age  who 
returned  to  take  his  position  among 
them.  He  brought  with  him  two 
daughters,  twin  children  of  a  dead 
mother;  and  with  these  young 
girls  he  took  up  his  residence  at 
his  old  home. 

He  had  not  been  among  his 
people  many  years  before  they  gave 
him,  though  with  bated  breath 
and  fearful  look  around,  the  name 
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of  the  Old  Wizard.  His  strange 
manner,  his  many  mysterious 
doin^y  and  the  tremendous  will 
which  characterised  him.  and 
which  compelled  obedience  even 
from  those  who  desired  to  with- 
hold it,  led  his  inferiors  and 
servants  to  regard  him  as  one  of 
the  evil  practitioners  of  the  black 
art.  His  neighbours  of  his  own 
rank  also  grew  to  regard  him 
shyly;  and  with  the  superior 
wisdom  of  the  more  educated 
classes,  they  did  not  hesitate 
among  themselves  to  pronounce 
him  mad. 

When  first  the  two  fair  twin 
sisters,  Annette  and  Sybilla,  entered 
upon  their  new  home,   they  were 
much  liked  and  admired.     For  a 
certain    indefinable    charm   hung 
about  these  girls  :  they  seemed  to 
breathe  an  atmosphere  of  delicate 
purity  and  sweetness  of    living, 
which  altogether  removed   them 
from  any  of  the   associations   of 
their  fatiier.      But  as  the  years 
passed  over  them  in  their  beauti- 
ful and  quiet  home,  where  every 
health-giving  and  beauty-nourish- 
ing agent  surrounded  them,   the 
bloom    of    health  vanished  with 
swift    and    unarrested    footsteps. 
Sybilla' s  fairy  form  first  bore  evi- 
dence of  the  inherent  feebleness  of 
her  condition;    and  friends  who 
had  been  wont  to  say  that  it  was 
impossible  to    know    the    sisters 
apart,   now  asserted  that   Sybilla 
was  easily  to  be  recognised  by  her 
more  wearied  movements,  by  the 
dark  circles  beneath  her  eyes,  and 
the  pallor  of  her  cheeks.     Both 
girls  were  essentially  delicate  in 
appearance,  as  a  flower  is  delicate, 
but  not  as  an  ailing  person  is  deli- 
cate ;  but  now   Sybilla's  languor 
earned  her  that  epithet  in  its  less 
agreeable  sense. 

Yet  still  together  they  wandered 
among  the  deep  fern  covered  glens 
that  surrounded  Mereham  Abbey ; 
still  hand  in  hand  they  climbed  the 


wooded  hUls  and  sought  all  their 
pleasure  of  life  among  the  swift 
birds  and  nodding  wild  flowers. 
J'or  small  pleasure  had  they  within 
the  old  Abbey  walls.  Seldom  did 
their  father's  friends  please  their 
more  fastidious  taste,  and  they 
played  but  passive  hostesses  at  the 
dinner  or  supper  parties  now  and 
then  held  in  the  great  dining-room. 
For  Boger  Seytoun  was  a  rough 
and  boisterous  man,  and  even 
those  who  found  his  uproarious, 
hospitality  congenial  wondered 
profoimdly  whence  had  come  the 
two  delicate  sprites  that  he  called 
his  children.  If  they  reproduced 
their  mother,  no  wonder  then, 
thought  they,  that  the  poor  lady 
died  ;  for  ill  must  she  have  been 
suited  to  bear  company  to  Hoger 
Seytoim's  tempestuous  Hving. 

Yet  this  old  man,  so  roug^,  and 
apparently  so  random  when  in  his 
hours  of    enjoyment,   could   con- 
dense his  powers  and  concentrate 
hii  faculties,  so  that  he  was  a  man 
to  fear,  when  the  whim  of  power 
was  on  him.     Long  hours  of  the 
day  and  night  were  passed  by  him 
alone  in  his  own  room — a  chamber 
luxurious  enough  for  the  reception 
of  any  visitor,  so  dearly  did  the 
old  man  love  his  personal  living — 
yet  rigorously  closed  against  all, 
save    his    daughters.       Here    he 
would  frequently  lock  himself  in 
with  the  two  girls,  and  no  servant 
dare   approach  that  bolted  door, 
even   with  the  most  urgent  mes- 
sage.     But    more    often    Sybilla 
alone  bore  him  company  in  thifr 
room,  which  was  regarded  by  all 
but  themselves  with  dread  :    An- 
nette being  sent  alone  to  wile  her 
time  away  out  of  doors,  or  perhaps- 
to  hunt  up  some  reference  for  her 
father  in   the  big  library.      For 
Roger     Se}i;oun,     with     all     hia 
uproarious  love  of  life,  was  a  hard 
reader,    and  a   student  of  many, 
subjects. 
Some  of    the  neighbours,   who 
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had  learnt  bitterly  to  dislike  their 
manorial  lord,  made  strange  mnr- 
murings  over  SybiUa's  ill  health, 
and  evident  decrease  of  spirits,  as 
the  time  wore  on,  and  still  the 
change  in  her  was  only  for  the 
worse.  They  asked  angrily  of 
themselves  how  was  it  that  the 
years  which  passed  made  so  little 
difference  to  the  old  man  ? — indeed, 
he  might  have  been  thought 
yoimger,  and  of  more  vital  life 
than  when  hrst  he  came  among 
them.  And  the  servants  of  the 
Abbey  would  whisper  to  one  another 
as  to  the  doings  in  that  dread  room 
of  the  master's.  Why  did  the  frail 
Sybilla  come  ever  thence  more 
tottering  in  her  steps,  more  deeply 
pallid  in  her  countenance  than  she 
entered  it  ?  Yet  none  had  answer 
to  such  queries  ;  only  the  old 
crones  shook  their  heads,  and 
would  turn  aside  hurriedly  not 
to  meet  the  old  Wizard,  while 
the  gentlefolk  among  themselves 
openly  expressed  a  wish  that 
the  old  Maniac  of  Mereham  Ab- 
bey woidd  do  some  sufficiently 
mad  thing  to  justify  his  daughters 
being  removed   from  his  charge. 

But  there  was  no  chance  of  that 
desirable  event.  Roger  Seytoun's 
eyes  were  as  wide  open,  if  not  con- 
siderably wider,  than  those  of  the 
country  squires  and  their  wires  j 
he  knew  well  enough  how  to  con- 
duct his  own  life  safely. 

So  the  two  girls  merged  into 
early  womanhood,  and  together 
passed  daily  through  the  Village 
street,  still  undistinguishable  each 
from  the  other  to  a  stranger's  eye. 
But  the  villagers  knew  well  that 
'twas  Sybilla  who  always  leaned 
heavily  now  upon  her  more  erect  and 
swift-footed  sister ;  that  'twas  Sy- 
billa who  paused  at  every  wayside 
resting-place,  while  Annette  stood 
beside  her,  or  wandered  away  to 
gather  flowers. 

One  fair  autumn  afternoon,  as 
the  sisters,  returning  home  from 


their  daily  walk,  entered  the  house 
at  a  side  door,  they  were  met  by 
the  maid  who  waited  on  them. 

**  You  are  late,"  she  said,  **  and 
I  was  afraid  you  would  have  no 
time  to  dress.  For  there  is  a 
gentleman  that  the  master  told  us 
to  have  all  things  at  their  best  for; 
he  has  gone  now  to  the  cellar  after 
some  special  'wdnes  for  the  dinner." 
**  Another  guest ! "  said  Sybilla, 
wearily.  **  Surely  we  have  enough 
of  strangers — I  had  hoped  lor 
some  quiet  days." 

**Ah,  but  this  is  a  very  hand- 
some gentleman,"  said  the  maid; 
**  he  is  young  and  fresh  in  face." 

The  twins  were  sufficiently  loved 
by  those  that  served  them  to  make 
the  maids  wish  each  handsome 
gentleman  who  visited  the  Abbey 
would  carry  them  away,  to  a 
brighter  home.  These  worn  on 
served  for  awhile,  for  the  sake  of 
the  good  pay  that  Boger  Seytoun 
loved  to  give  those  who  waited  on 
him ;  but  they  pitied  the  girls 
who  were  always  to  dwell  beneath 
his  tyrannical  control. 

Annette  laughed  lightly  at  the 
woman's  wordis;  for  she  knew 
well  enough  the  meaning  lud  in 
them.  But  Sybilla  sighed;  for 
her  heart  was  too  subdued  to  cast 
away  its  sadness. 

Some  weariness  too  heavy  for 
her  to  bear  was  to-day  upon  her ; 
and  she  would  not  go  to  the 
dining-hall.  She  bade  the  maids 
tell  her  father  she  was  ill,  and 
dressing  Annette  with  her  own 
hands  in  the  white  robes  which  in 
the  evening  the  sisters  always 
wore,  she  sent  her  down  alone 
to  act  the  hostess  at  the  table. 
Annette  went  willingly  enough ; 
she  still  had  gaiety  in  her  heart, 
and  ^as  ready  to  see  a  stranger, 
as  well  as  to  relieve,  as  far  as  pos- 
sible, her  sister  from  the  task. 

**  Sybilla  ill,"  growled  Roger 
Seytoun.  "  She  is  always  ill  now. 
I'm  tired  of  hearing  of  it." 
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Annette  flushed,  but  made  no 
answer ;  and  young  Lord  Lamont, 
sitting  opposite,  saw  the  flush, 
and  quietly  spoke  to  divert  atten- 
tion  \roJ  ^e  harsh-sounding 
epeecn. 

Annette's  eyes  wandered  often 
during  the  dinner,  to  the  pleasant 
face  of  the  young  lord.  But  after  a 
while  she  cast  them  down,  and  her 
gaiety  deserted  her.  Why  was 
he  here,  and  welcomed  so  warmly? 
He  was  of  a  wholly  different  type 
from  the  chosen  companions  of  her 
father's  social  hours.  Her  heart 
sank  within  her  when  this  chill 
wonder  came  upon  it. 

But,  though  Annette  grew  pale 
and  silent,  Lord  Lamont  still 
gazed  upon  her,  half  wondering, 
half  admiring.  Something  in  the 
delicate  face  aroused  his  interest 
and  sympathy ;  he  recognised  an 
unusual  atmosphere  which  ema- 
nated from  her. 

He  was  glad  when  the  old 
man  rose  from  the  table,  and  they 
followed  Annette  into  the  wide, 
quaint,  old-fashioned  hall  of  the 
Abbey,  which  was  used  as  a 
drawhig-room.  A  modem  dramng- 
room  opened  from  it,  which  con- 
tained the  only  coal-burning  fire- 
place in  the  house:  but  Roger 
Seytoun  hated  that  room,  for  he 
delighted  in  real  comfort.  He 
liked  on  these  cool  autumn  even- 
ings to  see  the  great  logs  from  his 
wood-yard  bum  slowly  on  the 
ancient  hearth.  And  he  liked  the 
wide,  well-used  hall,  with  its 
warm,  heavy  old  curtains  and  dim 
family  portraits  on  the  walls. 

So  here  they  gathered;  and 
while  the  two  men  played  chess 
by  the  broad  hearth,  Annette 
brought  her  harp,  and  drew  from 
its  strings  some  plaintive  airs. 
She  would  not  sing ;  she  was  not 
|i^ay  enough  at  the  moment,  but 
6he  knew  that  it  pleased  her  father 
that  she  should  shew  her  power 
over  the  old-fashioned  instrument 


that  looked  so  in  keeping  with  the 
room.  Yet  she  watched  the  game 
with  fascinated  eyes ;  for  her 
father's  skill  in  all  such  contests 
had  become  to  her  a  thing  of 
terror.  Watching  each  move,  she 
soon  noticed  that  after  a  while  he 
played  less  skilfully  than  was  his 
wont ;  his  mind  was  not  upon  it. 
Annette  looked  at  him  with  a 
quick  shudder.  What  then  was 
tnat  strong,  and  to  her  terrible, 
mind  intent  upon  ?  She  saw  that 
he  looked  ever  and  anon  at  the 
dark  curtain  which  screened  the 
door. 

Soon  it  was  raised  and  dropped 
again,  a  light  footfall  came  across 
the  polished  floor,  and  on  the 
hearth,  on  the  other  side  of  the 
chess  table,  stood  Sybilla — oppo- 
site her  sister,  but  with  her  eyes 
fastened  upon  her  father's  face. 

She  was  dressed  in  her  white 
robes,  and  white  flowers  nestled 
in  her  hair.  Annette  saw  all  this, 
and  again  she  shuddered.  Why 
was  Sybilla  thus  compelled  to 
appear  before  their  guest  ? 

-My  daughter,  Sybilla.  This 
is  Lord  Lamont,"  said  the  old 
man  ;  **  sit  down,  chUd,  you  are 
tired?" 

SybiUa  bowed  to  the  young  man, 
and  then  stood  silent.  Lord  La- 
mont had  risen  at  the  words  and 
stood  as  silent  as  Sybilla,  amazed, 
startled,  almost  horrified  at  the 
apparition  that  had  so  quietly  ap- 
peared before  him.  For  it  seemed 
to  him  that  Annette's  wraith  stood 
opposite  her,  only  a  shade  paler 
and  more  spiritueUe  than  herself. 
But  quickly  conquering  his  sur- 
prise, he  drew  a  chair  near  for 
Sybilla,  and  the  old  man,  again 
saying  "  Sit  down,"  pointed  im- 
periously to  the  chair  behind  her. 
Sybilla,  who  had  stood  rigidly  and 
coldly  beside  him,  now  sank  obe- 
diently into  it,  with  a  deep  and 
heavy  sigh 

The  game   was  resumed,   and 
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Hoeer  Seytoun  now  turned  his 
fuU  mind  upon  it,  so  that  Lord 
liamont  soon  found  that  he  must 
do  80  likewise  if  he  would  not  be 
most  ignominiously  beaten. 

Another  game  was  played,  and 
then  Sybilla,  who  had  appeared 
gradually  to  recover  some  natural 
<Jolour  and  vivacity,  was  bidden  by 
her  father  to  play  or  sing  with 
Annette.  She  rose  to  obey,  with- 
out a  word  of  excuse  or  demur, 
and  the  sisters,  going  to  a  piano 
which  stood  near,  san^  together, 
making  sweet  echoes  m  the  lofty 
hall. 

And  young  Lord  Lament  sat 
gazing  upon  them  in  wonder.  It 
seemed  to  him — as  to  all  who  were 
admitted  to  as  close  an  intercourse 
with  the  family  of  Mereham 
Abbey — ^that  some  magic  charm 
or  spell  lay  upon  these  two  pale, 
dreamy  women. 

The  evening  soon  passed  away 
with  pleasant  talk,  music,  and  the 
various  amusements  which  the 
queer  old  Abbey  provided.  And 
when  Lament  went  to  his  rooni  he 
walked  as  though  in  a  mystic 
di*eam — in  which  two  fair  women 
continually  became  one,  and  yet 
were  two  !  The  twins,  so  marvel- 
lously like  and  so  spectral  in  their 
ways,  affected  him  strangely. 

When  their  guest  had  left  them, 
the  sisters  were  ordered  to  their 
father's  room.  All  together,  yet  in 
silence,  they  entered  it ;  the  old 
man  was  full  of  his  thoughts,  and 
his  daughters  were  troubled 
with  ominous  fears.  And  Annette 
— though  stronger  than  her  sister 
— trembled  the  most — trembled 
and  kept  her  eyes  upon  the  ground. 

*'  You  are  silent,  my  children," 
said  the  old  man,  taking  his  accus- 
tomed seat  in  a  large  and  beautiful 
carved  chair.  **Do  you  not  like 
our  yoimg  friend  ?  I  have  waited 
many  a  year  for  just  such  an  one 
as  he,  and  he  has  come  in  the  nick 
of  time.    The  foul  fiend  himself 


must  have  guided  his  steps  this 
way  to-day  in  my  interests! 
Unmarried,  a  not  immanageable 
disposition, agentleman,  and  above 
all,  rich  !  Come,  children,  which 
of  you  shall  it  be  ?  Ke  shall  love 
either  of  you^  90  choose  quickly  !  " 

And  as  he  spoke,  Boger  Seytoun 
laughed  a  long  and  loud  guffaw  at 
his  own  confident  words. 

**It  shall  not  be  I,"  responded 
one  of  the  pale  maidens,  in  gentle 
but  curt  words. 

*'  Nor  I,"  said  the  other,  with 
even  a  deeper  tone  of  decision. 

The  old  man  looked  angrily  at 
Sybilla,  who  spoke  last.  As  her 
quick,  resolute  words  fell  on  his 
ear,  his  mood  changed.  He  had 
been  full  of  a  horriole  jocularity, 
disposed  to  laugh  over  his  unholy 
purposes;  but  as  Sybilla ' spoke, 
his  brow  grew  black  with  a  sudden 
rage. 

''  What!"  said  he,  fiercely,  "  you 
refuse  ?  Then  how  are  we  to  re- 
trieve our  exhausted  fortunes? 
What  other  plan  have  we 
neglected?  this  is  the  only  one 
open  to  us  now.  Hitherto  know- 
ledge has  been  power  to  us,  and 
it  must  continue  to  be  so,  or  ruin 
is  our  inevitable  lot." 

Sitting  in  the  beautiful  carved 
chair,  his  broad  and  massive  form 
supported  by  its  high  back,  Boger 
Seytoun  did  not  look  a  man 
destined  for  ruin.  In  one  fashion 
or  another  the  brain  beneath  that 
beetling  forehead  and  broad  brow 
would  surely  accomplish  its  ends ! 
The  man  was  a  man  of  power — 
but  what  a  power — which  made 
his  children  shrink  from  him — if 
they  could,— defy  him ! 

While  he  spoke  his  eyes  were 
still  upon  Sybilla,  and  when  he 
ceased  speaking  he  did  not  take 
them  from  her.  His  piercing  gaze 
was  but  an  indication  of  the  force 
of  will  which  she  felt  him  to  be 
directing  upon  her;  she  shrank 
from,  yet  unwillingly  turned  to- 
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wards  him ;  and  this  not  because 
of  that  remarkable  gaze  so  much 
lys  because  of  a  subtle  yet  most 
potent  influence  which  he  threw 
upon  her,  and  which  held  her  as 
though  by  chains. 

Annette  was  deeply  lost  in  her 
own  thoughts  and  anticipations, 
and  did  not  notice  that  SybiLla 
grew  paler  beneath  her  father's 
eyes. 

He,  by  this  exercise  of  his  will 
upon  her,  gained,  as  he  well  knew, 
a  double  end :  Annette,  less  influ- 
enced than  usual  by  his  presence, 
because  he  did  not  notice  her, 
gained  more  confidence  in  her 
reasons  for  disobedience,  and  her 
power  to  carry  it  out.  Like  the 
poles  of  a  magnet,  he  both  at- 
tracted and  repelled.  By  using 
his  whole  power  to  bend  Sybilla 
to  his  wish,  he,  at  the  same  time, 
furthered  his  purposes  by  releasing 
Annette  from  that  power. 

**  Come,"  he  said,  angrily,  but 
with  unmoving  eyes  upon  Sybilla's 
face,  ''choose  now  which  of  j'ou 
shall  have  the  love  of  this  young 
man.  I  will  bid  his  spirit  hither 
and  enthral  it." 

Sybilla  rose  from  her  seat 
proudly,  and  stood  facing  her 
father. 

*'I  will  be  no  party  to  the 
deed,"  said  she,  trembling  beneath 
his  fixed  gaze  as  she  spoke,  and 
yet  retaining,  as  by  a  tremendous 
exercise  of  her  own  will,  the 
stately  carriage  of  her  form. 
'*  When  I  was  beautiful  I  might 
have  been  truly  loved,  but  though 
you  have  taught  us  many  wiles, 
you  have  taken  our  early  bloom 
from  us.  Yet  do  I  think  we  are 
neither  of  us  fallen  so  low  as  to 
accept  a  love  compelled  from  its 
giver." 

The  old  man  looked  with  his 
steadfast  gaze  upon  her  while  she 
spoke :  and  ere  the  words  were 
fully  out  of  her  lips,  her  erect  bear- 
ing relaxed,  and  she  sank  into  the 


seat  from  which  she  had  risen. 
Her  eyes  appeared  to  be  fascinated 
by  his  regard;  she  leaned  towards 
him  as  she  sat. 

'*  Go  thou,"  he  cried,  suddenly 
and  fiercely,  when  she  had  so  far 
succumbed.  *'Gh)  thou,  rebellious 
child,  and  visit  him  in  hia 
dreams !" 

As  he  spoke,  he  raised  his  arm 
with  imperious  gesture,  and 
seemed  as  though  with  that  action 
he  finally  gained  control  over  her 
struggling  spirit;  for  her  form 
sank  helplessly  back  upon  the 
chair  in  which  she  had  been 
sitting :  the  pride  of  will  vanished 
utterly  from  its  attitude.  Sybilla's 
eyes  closed,  and  her  volition  was 
gone. 

Annette,  meanwhile,  had  flung 
herself  upon  a  couch  behind  her 
father's  chair,  where  she  was 
screened  from  his  sight.  Only 
mechanically  did  she  observe  what 
was  passing  between  him  and 
Sybilla :  her  mind  was  absorbed 
in  the  thought  of  what  Lord 
Lament's  fate  would  be  if  allowed 
thus  to  become  Roger  Seytoun's 

Erey.  And  eairnestly  she  pondered 
ow  to  save — how  to  warn  him ! 
Her  father  took  no  notice  of  her. 
He  knew  she  was  in  the  room,  and 
ready  at  hand  when  he  needed 
her.  So  she  remained  xmdisturbed, 
and  deeply  brooding  over  the 
probable  events  of  this  unhal- 
lowed night. 

Lord  Lamont,  whose  fate  she 
was  regarding  with  trembling 
terror,  lay  in  a  wide  and  amply 
furnished  guest  chamber  at  the 
other  side  of  the  old  Abbey.  Two 
dark  and  lonely  corridors  must 
needs  be  traversed  by  any  human 
foot  that  would  go  from  the  old 
man's  room  to  his;  but  the 
visitant  who  now  approached  his 
bed  delaj^ed  no  space  of  time 
upon  the  way.  For,  even  as 
Sybilla  sank  helpless  on  her  chair, 
at  that  very  moment  the  young 
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man  stirred  uneasily  in  his  deep 
-and  quiet  slumbers.  For,  with 
those  inner  eyes — which  the  magic 
wand  of  sleep  will  sometimes  open 
when  it  has  closed  the  physical 
sight — he  beheld  bending  over  his 
couch  the  slender  form  of  one 
•of  Roger  Seytoun's  delicate 
•daughters. 

SybiUa's  spirit  stood  beside  his 
<X)uch — compelled  there  and  held 
there  by  the  fierce  will  of  the  old 
man.  But  she  stood  there  a  brief 
.moment  silently,  gazing  only  into 
Lord  Lament's  wondering  and 
•dream-charmed  eyes  :  for  she  was 
passionately  battling  against  the 
■epeech  her  father  strove  to  force 
upon  her. 

The  ghostly  shape  waxed  and 
waned — grew  dim  and  again  grew 
strong — as  Lord  Lament  gazed 
•upon  it — before  words  issued  from 
its  lips.  But  at  last  Sybilla  con- 
quered: and  into  the  sleeping 
man's  inner  ear  the  melancholy 
ix)ne8  of  her  soul's  voice  pene- 
trated. 

"  I  am  sent  hither  to  bid  thee 
Jove  me! — hut  do  not  thou — for  I 
.am  bewitched.  I  am  an  accursed 
jind  unhappy  being,  and  those 
honest  eyes  of  thine  should  earn 
for  thee  a  true  woman's  love." 

Ere  his  startled  spirit  could 
realise  the  utterance — ere  his 
tossing  body  could  breathe  in  its 
awakening  a  muffled  cry  of  distress 
and  wonder — Sybilla  vanished  from 
his  side.  And  as  the  dim  shape  died 
away  from  his  sic^ht,  Sybilla' s 
inanimate  form  again  stirred,  and 
lier  resolute  will  flashed  out  from 
iher  physical  eyes  upon  the  old 
Wizard's  face.  Anger  clouded 
his  brow  :  yet  a  dark  smile  hovered 
upon  his  lips. 

**  Rebelhous  little  one ! "  said  he, 
ffTuffly,  but  -svith  a  sound  of  scorn- 
ful amusement  in  his  voice,  **  frail 
.sapling  as  thou  art  of  the  old  oak, 
yet  hast  thou  some  of  thy  father's 
jK)wer  in   thee.      But  I  am  too 


strong  for  you,  my  children,  and 
I  will  have  my  way !  Stay  thou 
still  there,  Sybilla ;  and,  Annette, 
come,  I  want  you." 

Annette  rose,  unwillingly  enough, 
and  approached  him. 

*  ^  Fetch  hither  your  crystal,"  said 
he,  imperiously.  And  Aimette 
slowly  approached  a  large  old 
cabinet  which  stood  at  the  side  of 
the  room.  There  were  many  secret 
drawers  and  unexpected  recesses 
in  this  ancient  keeping-place ;  but 
she  put  her  hand  unerringly  upon 
a  certain  drawer,  and  drew  from 
thence  a  carved  ivory  casket. 

With  reluctant  footsteps  she 
came  near  to  the  old  man,  who 
watched  her  with  knitted  brows. 
Seating  herseK  upon  a  low  chair 
beside  him,  she  unlocked  the 
casket,  and  took  from  out  of  it  a 
piece  of  white  silk.  Wrapped  in 
this  lay  a  large  and  beautiful 
crystal ;  she  put  the  casket  aside, 
and  held  the  crystal  in  her  hand, 
shielding  it  from  surrounding  re- 
flections by  the  folds  of  the  white 
silk. 

**  Is  the  spirit  of  the  crystal 
present?"  demanded  the  old  man. 

'*  Yes,"  said  Annette. 

**I  desire  that  Lord  Lament's 
home  and  life  shall  be  made  visible 
to  you.     Is  the  crystal  clouded?" 

**The  cloud  is  (separating.  I 
see  the  visions  coming  within  the 
crystal." 

*'I  desire  to  know  the  truth 
about  him.  I  command  that  it  be 
shewn  to  you.  Is  he  as  rich  as  he 
seems — is  he  worth  the  great  stake 
which  I  put  upon  my  success  with 
him,  and  is  his  heart  free  ?" 

Annette  gazed  long  and  ear- 
nestly into  the  mystic  depths  of 
the  crystal  ball :  thickly  crowded 
the  visions  before  the  eyes  of  the 
seeress.     But  she  said  no  word. 

**  Speak,"  said  the  old  man,  in 
his  imperious  tones,  **  speak  and 
give  me  the  answer." 

Annette  paused  yet  a  little ;  but 
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when  her  father  exclaimed  again 
more  angrily  at  her  silence,  she 
spoke,  though  with  seeming  difS.- 
culty. 

*'  He  is  not  rich,"  she  said,  "  he 
is  not  as  rich  as  you  suppose,  for 
he  has  troubles " 

**  Child,"  interrupted  the  old 
man,  with  furious  passion,  ''you 
He  !" 

She  trembled,  and  was  silent. 

**  You  lie ! "  he  repeated,  observ- 
ing her  conscious  face.  '^  Annette, 
if  you  speak  false,  and  keep  not 
your  vision  true,  I  will  pimish  you 
as  no  woman  was  ever  punished ! 
Flatter  not  yourself  that  you  can 
stand  against  me  ! — ^you  are  but 
an  instrument  in  my  hands.  I 
command  you  to  repeat  truly  to 
me  what  is  given  you  by  the  spirit 
of  the  crystal.  If  you  do  not 
obey  me,  I  will  make  you  bow 
before  this  man  like  the  g^asa  be- 
fore the  wind,  yet  shall  he  not 
answer  to  your  love ! " 

The  old  man's  rage  was  terrible. 
His  brow  knotted,  and  the  purple 
veins  stood  swollen  upon  it.  Long 
possession  of  power  and  years  of 
unscrupidous  use  of  both  knowledge 
and  power,  had  made  him  unable 
to  endure  a  slight  thwarting  of  his 
will.  And,  indeed,  it  was  most 
necessary  for  him  to  retain  his 
command  over  Annette. 

But  she,  gazing  into  his  tem- 
pestuous countenance,  gathered 
again  her  courage.  His  words 
went  too  bitterly  home  to  her  ; 
they  gave  her  the  strong^  to  act, 
they  stung  her  into  desperate  de- 
fiance. 

'*  I  have  borne  enough,"  she 
cried,  **  I  will  not  be  your  tool  in 
this,  for — I  love  this  man  !  I  swear 
you  shall  not  hurt  him  ! " 

And  starting  from  her  fatlier's 
side  she  swif tl}'  fled  from  the  room. 

Sybilla  had  sat  in  her  chair 
throughout  this  scene  with  wearied 
attitude  and  pallid  face.  Her 
feeble  strength  was  exhausted;  she 


could  not  rouse  herself  to  any  fur- 
ther defiance.  She  was  too  utterly 
wearied  to  aid  Annette  by  word  or 
deed.  But  now,  when  her  sister's 
wild  words  fell  upon  her  ear,  she 
started,  and  sitting  up  in  her  chair, 
looked  after  her  as  she  fled. 

*'My  poor  sister!"  she  mur- 
mured. **  Is  there  no  God  indeed 
that  so  cruel  a  fate  should  fall 
upon  her  ?    My  poor  Annette ! " 

Yet,  though  the  revelation  of 
Annette's  heart  had  roused  her  so 
far,  she  was  too  weak  to  do  aught 
but  rock  herself  wofully  back- 
wards and  forwards  in  her  chair. 
Her  power  was  well  nigh  spent ; 
her  physical  forces  had  been  too* 
severely  taxed. 

The  old  man's  glaring  eyes- 
followed  Annette  from  the  room.. 
He  made  no  attempt  to  arrest  her, 
for  he  seemed  exhausted  by  his 
passion.  A  pairoxysm  of  rage  had 
flashed  throughout  his  frame, 
leaving  him  shivering  and  en- 
feebled. He  leaned  back  a  second 
with  closed  eyes:  but  then 
quickly  gathered  himself  together, 
and  rose  to  his  feet.  He  moved 
towards  Sybilla  with  a  less  firmly 
planted  step  than  usual.  He 
approached  her,  and  leaning  over 
her  chair  drew  her  towards  him, 
so  that  the  fair  head  lay  upon  his 
breast,  while  he  held  one  hand 
fast  in  his.  The  attitude,  to  any 
looker  on,  might  have  appeared 
one  of  deep  affection ;  yet  it  was 
plainly  felt  by  both  to  be  an  atti- 
tude expressive  of  anything  rather - 
than  that.  Roger  Seytoun,  in 
his  gigantic  selfishness,  thought 
nothing  of  the  girl  wliose  physical 
life  he  drew  from  her  ;  while 
Sybilla.  easily  recognised  her 
decreased  vitality  when  she  had 
been  in  close  proximity  to  the  old 
man.  She  would  have  freed  her- 
self from  him  now,  at  the 
risk  of  his  passion,  for  8he 
earnestly  desired  to  retain  what 
strength  she  had  to  helj)  Annette. 
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But  she  had  not  enough  force  to 
repel  him,  so  that  he  drank 
greedily  the  little  that  she  had. 
Breathing  deeply,  after  a  few 
moments,  he  stood  erect  again, 
once  more  himself. 

Annette,  meantime,  was  travers- 
ing the  dark  corridors  with  fleet 
and  frightened  footsteps.  The 
high  stained  windows  cast  strange 
lights  upon  the  floor,  more 
bewildering  and  more  terrifjring 
than  the  darkness.  Annette  was 
of  too  highstrung  a  nature,  was 
too  sensitive  a  seeress,  not  to  be 
very  timid,  as  well  as  by  the 
virtue  of  her  upright  soul,  very 
brave.  Her  strong  heart  urged 
her  on,  •  while  her  whole  body- 
trembled  at  each  sound  and  each 
flitting  shadow.  A  most  daring 
and  terrible  enterprise  was  hers ; 
she  was  determined  to  enter  the 
chamber  of  this  man  she  loved 
and  warn  him  of  his  danger.  Even 
as  she  neared  his  door  misgivings 
thickened  in  her  heart.  How 
could  she  hope  he  would  not  think 
her  mad  ?  How  could  she  shew  him 
the  terrible  truth  of  her  words  ? 

She  softly  tried  the  door — ^it 
was  not  locked — and  pushing  it, 
she  entered. 

Deeply  and  quietly  Lord  Lament 
lay  dreaming  upon  his  couch.  In 
his  slumbers  he  still  sees  SybUla's 
form  and  pursues  it.  That  white 
robed  phantom  still  flits  from  his 
grasp. 

But  suddenly  he  is  recalled  from 
this  phantom- realm — he  is  startled 
by  a  light  and  delicate  touch, 
which  softly,  but  by  its  magnetic 
force,  eft'ectually  arouses  him. 

Annette's  hand  upon  his  shoul- 
der thrilled  him  ;  and  he  opened 
his  eyes  to  see  what  seems  to  him 
the  white-robed  form  of  his  sleep- 
ing vision  again  bending  over  his 
couch. 

**What!"  he  murmured  low, 
scarce  drawing  breath  in  his 
amazement,   **  is  it  thou  indeed? " 


"  Arise !"  exclaimed  Annette,  in 
passionate  and  earnest  tones. 
*'  Arise  and  fly  from  an  immediate 
and  terrible  danger.*' 

"  Nay,"  said  Lord  Lamont,  still 
with  his  wonder  and  his  slimibrous- 
ness  upon  him,  "  I  am  no  coward, 
and  never  yet  did  I  fly  from  an 
enemy — ^why  now  begin  ?  " 

**Ala8!"  cried  Annette,  "you 
know  not  the  subtle  danger  that 
approaches  you !  Bravery  is  no 
weapon  to  meet  it  with.  Fly  at 
once,  I  entreat  you." 

But,  even  while  she  is  speaking. 
Lord  Lament's  form  sinks  back 
unresponsive. 

Has  sleep  alone  had  power  id 
overcome  him  so  suddenly?  No, 
his  face  is  pallid.  She  knows  that 
her  father's  superior  force  of  will 
has  conquered.  She  has  failed. 
The  spirit  of  the  young  man  has 
fled  from  her  presence,  called  away 
at  the  command  of  the  Wizard, 
into  whose  atmosphere — a  very 
web  of  power — lie  has  allowed 
himself  to  be  drawn.  Stands  it 
even  now  in  his  presence  and 
SybiUa's?  Annette  trembles  and 
cowers  down  by  the  bedside  as  the 
horrid  thought  flashes  upon  her, 
that  not  only  is  her  influence  upon 
the  young  man  averted,  but  that 
already  he  will  be  directly  beneath 
the  unscrupulous  exercise  of  her 
father's  will. 

Once  again  she  bent  over  him, 
and  tried  passionately  to  arouse 
him — but  in  vain !  Li  vain !  She 
knows  only  too  well  that  her  efforts 
are  indeed  useless.  And  with 
bowed  head  and  drooping  form 
she  leaves  the  room,  and  wanders, 
like  a  dim  and  homeless  ghost, 
along  the  shadowy  corridors. 

Sybilla,  meantime,  sat  immov- 
ably in  her  chair,  rigid,  scarce 
breathing :  wholly  governed  and 
subdued  by  her  father.  With  sick 
heart  she  beheld  the  spell  worked 
which  enthralled  the  youth's  spirit 
— she    saw  the    honest    and  un- 
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Buspectmg  soul  yield  to  the  hideous 
force  exercised  against  it — she 
recognised  its  presence  by  her 
subtife  and  refined  senses.  And 
Hoger  Seytoun,  while  he  worked 
his  will,  made  her  his  instrument 
of  sight  and  sense.  Those  per- 
ceptions which  his  eager  phy- 
sical liife  deprived  him  of,  ho 
possessed,  as  for  his  own,  in  his 
daughter. 

In  the  present  instance  her  task 
was  to  describe  to  him  the  psychi- 
cal attitude  of  Ids  victim,  and  the 
effect  which  his  spells  were  pro- 
ducing^. 

**  Your  power  is  great,"  she 
said  at  length,  *'  very  great ;  but 
you  are  not  fully  successful.  An- 
nette has  unwittingly  worked 
against  you  more  powerfully  than 
she  was  aware  of.  When  he  saw 
her  beside  him  to-night,  his  newly- 
aroused  soul  recognised  the  love 
in  her  eyes.  He  is  Annette's  in 
his  true  spirit ! — by  your  magic  he 
is  mine !" 

"  You  foolish  ffirls  may  talk  of 
love !"  cried  the  <3d  man,  fiercely, 
**but  magic  shall  prove  the 
stronger !  /  will  that  you  become 
Lord  Lament's  bride  !  I  have  now 
bound  him  to  you.  I  cannot  undo 
the  bonds  which  the  powers  of  the 
air  have  aided  me  to  forge !  You 
cannot  escape,  Sybilla!  Ho  is 
yours,  and  you  must  fulfil  your 
obedience  to  my  will." 

Sybilla's  frail  form  writhed 
upon  her  chair. 

'*  Have  pity!"  she  cried;  the 
appeal,  indeed,  forced  itself  from 
her  lips,  although  she  knew  that 
it  was  made  to  that  most  piti- 
less quality  of  man — selfishness. 
'*Undo  these  well-forged  bonds! 
I  cannot  breathe  in  union  with 
this  man — for  the  bonds  are 
false!" 

The  old  man  turned  furiously 
upon  her,  and  she  trembled. 

**  Hold  thy  wailing  voice  !"  he 
exclaimed;  '*thouknowest  I  can- 


not undo  my  work  !  I  have  sum- 
moned all  my  genii  to  accomplish 
this  deed  to-night — not  in  a 
thousand  nights  can  it  be  undone 
— even  if  I  listened  to  the  foolish 
cries  of  a  girl ! — therefore  submit 
thou." 

And  Sybilla — conquered  in  the 
flesh — sank  helplessly  before  him 
upon  the  ground. 

Quiet  fell  now  upon  the  old 
Abbey.  Lord  Lament  slept  peace- 
fully, with  dreams  of  lus  host's 
white  robed  daughter  filling  his 
mind.  Annette  had  reached  her 
own  chamber,  and  leaning  from 
the  window  looked  out  into  the 
mysterious  moonlight.  To  her 
eyes,  phantom  forms  gHded  among 
those  shadowy  woodland  depths. 
Silently,  through  the  night  hours, 
she  gazed  upon  them:  for  no 
slumber  could  visit  her  brain,  so 
terribly  active  was  it  to-night. 

When  the  weird  moonbeams 
gave  place  to  glimmering  dawn, 
she  drew  back  from  her  window, 
and  moved  across  the  room  to  the 
door  of  Sybilla's  chamber,  which 
opened  into  hers.  The  door  was 
ajar,  and  looking  in  she  saw  her 
sister  was  not  there. 

Immediately  she  stepped  out 
into  the  corridor — now  not  so 
ghostly,  for  the  morning  light  was 
banishing  the  shadows — and  made 
her  way  quickly  to  the  Wizard's 
room.  She  opened  the  door  and 
looked  around — ^her  father  was 
not  there,  but  as  she  softly  entered 
she  could  hear  the  quiet  breathing 
of  his  slumber,  through  an  open 
door  which  led  to  his  bedchamber. 

Where,  then,  was  Sybilla  ? 

There — upon  the  floor,  where 
last  night  she  had  sunk  before 
her  father.  There,  seemingly  un- 
conscious, seemingly  scarce  alive, 
lay  Sybilla.  Roger  Seytoim,  not- 
withstanding his  selfishness,  was 
not  wont  to  be  so  careless  of  his 
daughter  as  this.  After  he  had 
exhausted  her,  as  on  the  preceding 
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night,  his  habit  was  to  administer 
to  her  some  drops  from  one  of  a 
number  of  mysterious  little  phials 
which  he  kept,  and  then  to  call 
Annette  or  their  maid  to  help  her 
to  bed.  But  to-night,  for  some 
reason — either  because  he  consi- 
dered Sybilla's  use  for  him  nearly 
at  an  end,  or  with  some  idea  of 
punishment — he  had  left  her,  lying 
exhausted  where  she  fell. 

Annette  knelt  down  by  her,  ani 
raised  her  head.  **My  poor  sister," 
she  said,  **  rouse  yourself,  and 
come  with  me  to  my  bed." 

Sybilla  stirred,  and  moaned ; 
and  presently  raised  herself,  and, 
leaning  heavily  upon  Annette,  went 
with  her. 

Slowly  the  two  moved  from  the 
room,  and  along  the  corridor,  the 
momently  more  brilliant  sunlight 
falling  strangely  upon  their  wan 
faces. 

Annette  led  the  way  to  her  own 
room,  and  there  undressing  Sybilla, 
lay  down  beside  her,  clasping  her 
in  her  arms.  But  no  sleep  visited 
their  strained  eyelidj,  and  they  lay 
still  and  motionless  in  a  long 
silence. 

The  window  of  Annette's  room, 
whence  she  had  watched  the  moon- 
light, still  stood  open,  so  that  there 
came  through  it  not  only  sunshine 
but  the  sounds  and  scents  of  a 
fresh  autumnal  morning.  The 
birds  who  dwelled  around  the 
house  well  knew  that  window,  and 
a  merry  robin  who  hopped  about 
the  sill,  gathered  courage  from  the 
quiet  to  ny  into  the  room  and  out 
again  once  or  twice. 

And  SybUla,  her  eyes  upon  this 
little  red-breasted  scrap  of  whole- 
some gaiety,  said,  in  terrible  and 
hopeless  accents — 

**  Is  there  no  escape  ?  " 

'*  No,"  responded  Annette,  in  a 
voice  of  greater  despair,  **notin 
the  flesh,  wo  are  too  weak — too 
weak.  If  we  fled,  Sybilla,  his  will 
would  force  us  to  return." 


These  unhappy  women  seldom 
used  the  word  father  when  toge- 
ther now. 

"  Only  in  the  spirit,"  contimied 
Annette,  **can  we  escape!  We 
have  weakly  and  blindly  sur- 
rendered ourselves  to  this  intoler- 
able bondage ;  and  not  till  death 
can  we  be  free  !  " 

**Then,"     said     Sybilla,    with 

strange  look  and  tone,  **  we  must 

die!" 

«        «        ♦        «        ♦ 

The  group  of  the  past  evening 
formed  itself  again  around  the 
breakfast  table.  Sybilla,  though 
imutterably  languid,  forced  her- 
self to  rise ;  and  Annette,  wearied 
of  sleepless  rest,  had  been  out  in 
the  garden  and  orchard  an  hour 
before  the  others  appeared. 

Though  the  bright  morning  air 
was  scarcely  chill,  the  logs  burned 
cheerily  on  the  dining-room  hearth, 
and  Roger  Seytoun,  hoisterous  and 
jovial,  moved  from  their  pleasant 
warmth  into  the  sunlight,  revelling 
in  both.  He  patted  the  old  hounds 
who  followed  him  backwards  and 
forwards  as  he  moved ;  he  talked 
to  Lord  Lamoiit ;  he  enjoyed  his 
breakfast  with  all  the  gusto  of  a 
hearty  physique. 

Lord  Lamont  answered  his 
host's  remarks  with  equal  cheeri- 
nesfl.  But  his  eyes  wandered 
continually  to  Sybilla,  who  sat 
near  the  blazing  logs,  being  chiQy 
as  death,  and  as  if  emptied  of 
vitality.  He  spoke  to  her,  in  a  low 
and  hesitating  way,  but  often,  and 
seemingly  was  not  discouraged  by 
Sybilla  s  manner,  which,  though 
sweet,  was  fidl  of  languor.  He 
was  glowing  with  delightful  fan- 
cies ;  he  knew  not  that  any  of  his 
midnight  memories  were  other 
than  £:eams.  The  words  spoken 
to  him  by  the  sisters  had  vanished 
from  his  mind,  as  such  things  will 
when  wakening  has  drawn  over 
them  the  veil ;  the  events  caused  by 
magical  influence  were  now  but  a 
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dim  dream.  His  recollection  was 
of  a  vision  of  love — the  light  that 
had  burned  from  Annette's  eyes 
had  kindled  his  soul.  But  he  was 
spell-bound.  Sometimes  his  looks 
wandered  in  perplexity  from  one 
twin  sister  to  the  other ;  but,  so 
far,  magic  proved  stronger  than 
love.  Annette's  averted  gaze  and 
silence  hid  her  secret ;  he  was 
imi)elled  towards  Sybilla,  and 
he  looked  yearningly  towards 
her  for  the  lovelight  which  had 
touched  his  true  heart.  But  it 
flashed  not:  yet  he  comforted 
himself  by  holding  his  dream 
prophetic. 

But  the  likeness  between  the 
sisters  still  affected  him  strangely ; 
each  veiled  her  looks,  in  the  distress 
of  a  separate  yet  sympathetic 
fl-gony,  and  sometimes — ^his  inner 
self  unconsciously  leaning  towards 
Annette,  his  dominated  physical 
being  turning  to  Sybilla — he  could 
scarce  distinguish  between  them. 

Sybilla  clung  to  her  father's 
side  that  morning  with  an  unusual 
tenacity;  and  naturally,  in  his 
present  state  of  feeling,  the  young 
man  made  a  third  with  them. 
Roger  Seytoun  paid  some  brief 
visits  to  the  kennels  and  stables, 
and  then  established  himself  in 
the  hall,  and  challenged  Lord 
Lament  to  chess  to  draw  him  into 
quiet.  Sybilla  placed  a  chair  close 
to  her  father's,  and  there  sat  down : 
looking  into  the  fire  with  abstracted 
g^e. 

Annette,  meantime,  absented 
herself.  It  was  an  unbearable 
ordeal  to  her,  to  watch  the  rapid 
approach  of  the  climax  of  this 
tragedy ;  and  as  none  of  the  actors 
in  it  needed  her  presence,  they  did 
not  inquire  for  her.  Old  Eoger 
Seytoun  was  only  too  pleased  that 
she  kept  safely  out  of  the  way; 
he  thought  his  plans  were  fer- 
menting and  working  to  com- 
pletion gloriously. 

He  did  not  know  that  Annette's 


absence  and  quietude  were  due, 
not  to  her  obedience  to  him,  but 
to  her  faith  in  Sybilla. 

And  he  failed,  through  lack  of 
eyes  accustomed  to  any  kindly 
observation,  to  see  that  Sybilla's 

Eallor  was  unusually  deathly ;  her 
tnguor    more    remarkable   than 
wont. 

And  his  confidence  in  his  power 
was  so  great  that  he  attributed 
Sybilla's  willing  presence  to  her 
compliance  with  his  will ;  he  never 
guessed  the  dread  thought  she 
cherished  in  clinging  to  him  as- 
she  did. 

To  herthat  day  was  as  a  thousand 
years  :  it  dragged  its  weary  length 
along  with  a  dreadful  peaceful- 
ness.  To  Lord  Lamont  it  was  a 
wonderful  space  of  time ;  never 
did  he  forget  the  charm  of  those 
bright  hours  in  the  great  hall 
where  he  played  chess,  gazing  all 
the  while  in  a  rapt  reverie  upon 
Sybilla's  face. 

That  evening  he  had  to  leave  :  so 
that  the  spell  must  needs  be  made 
work  more  fiercely  to  accomplish 
its  ends  in  the  brief  time.  Ere 
the  sun's  rays  began  to  slant  he 
had  resolved  to  a&k  Sybilla  for  her 
love  before  he  departed  from  the 
old  Abbey.  His  hot  young  blood 
was  wildly  coursing  through  his 
veins :  his  vivid  imagination  fed 
greedily  upon  its  dream-food. 

Old  Roger  Seytoun  observed  him 
covertly  and  keenly;  and,  woU 
satisfied  with  what  he  saw,  he 
proposed  a  walk  in  the  gardens 
late  in  the  afternoon.  Sybilla's 
weariness  made  her  pray  to  be  left 
behind ;  and  the  young  lord 
pleaded  for  her  company  with 
eloquent  eyes.  She  saw  not 
that — her  own  eyes  were  cast 
down — but  she  was  unable  to* 
rebel  against  her  father's  oui*t 
command.  He  saw  then  her  un- 
usual paleness,  but  there  was  no- 
time  to  lose.  So  he  brought  her 
some    drops    fron  his    medicine- 
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chest,  wliich  gave  her  a  momentary 
strength,  and  together  the  three 
went  forth  into  the  (l}ing  afternoon 
sunlight. 

The  old  man  left  them  after 
they  had  walked  the  leugtli  of  the 
broad  avenue  which  led  to  the 
gates.  One  of  his  men  came  to 
him  with  some  news  about  the  fish 
in  the  mere  that  gave  its  name  to 
the  Abbey.  He  went  across  a 
meadow  to  see  what  was  the 
matter,  but  perem2)torily  forbade 
Sybilla's  coming  upon  the  already 
dew-laden  grass.  Yeril}',  she 
looked,  as  she  stood  beneath  the 
trees,  her  face  almost  as  white  as 
the  shawl  upon  her  shoulders, 
more  like  an  already  disembodied 
spirit  than  a  human  being. 

So  Lord  Lament  remained  to 
take  care  of  her,  and  she  must 
perforce  walk  by  his  side  to  the 
house — with  no  third  party  to 
help  her,  save  the  old  dog,  who 
having  lazily  refused  to  follow 
his  master  over  the  big  meadow, 
walked  with  drooping  head  by  her 
side. 

She  shuddered  at  this  ordeal, 
and  scarce  found  strength  to  walk. 
But  she  forced  herself  silently  to 
move  on,  for  she  dreaded  an^-thing 
which  could  cause  conversation 
between  them.  Her  unnaturally 
large  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the 
house — how  long  would  it  take 
her  weak  limbs  to  reach  it  ? — and 
could  the  safe  silence  last  so  long? 

It  lasted  for  half  the  avenue^s 
length  :  Sybilla,  in  her  intense 
nervousness,  counting  to  herself 
the  trees  already  j^assed,  and  those 
to  come.  How  many  steps  more 
before  a  tomporaiy  haven  was 
reached  ? 

When  but  half  the  trees  were 
numbered,  Lord  Lamont  turned 
suddenly  upon  her,  and  without  a 
note  of  jireparation,  i)oured  burn- 
ing words  of  love  into  her  ear. 

[Burning !  —  indeed,  3'es  ;  they 
contained  botli  the  fire  of  his  own 


true  heart  and  the  baleful  passion 
put  upon  him.  They  seemed  to- 
scorch  Sybilla*8  ears  and  to  sear 
her  soul. 

No  blush  rose  upon  her  cheek — 
no  words  trembled  on  her  lips — she 
only  shrank  back — more  pale, 
more  tremulous.  And  when,  with 
a  passionate  gesture,  he  entreated 
her  to  speak,  and  stepped  towards 
her — a  wan  woman  sank  lifeless- 
in  his  arms. 

/'My  God!  what  is  this!"  he^ 
cried;  **poor  child,  I  have  terrified 
her !" 

Hastily  he  felt  her  face — her 
hands — ^her  heart — and  in  touching 
her,  something  indefinable  struck 
a  cold  chill  to  liis  own  breast.  A 
nameless  horror  fell  upon  him.  He 
clasped  the  slender  form  closer, 
and  huiTiedly  advanced  towards 
the  house. 

Annette — looking  from  the  hall 
window  (for  a  bitter  anxietj  had 
made  her  watch  the  avenue  since 
the  others  had  gone  out) — saw  him 
approaching.  She  flung  wide  the 
window,  which  reached  to  the- 
ground,  and  hastily  went  out 
upon  the  pathway  to  meet  him. 

The  sun  had  almost  gone  ;  only 
a'  few  gleams  fell  upon  the  Abbey 
windows.  The  falling  leaves  flut- 
tered to  the  ground  sadly,  in  tho 
risjig  evening  breeze.  Lamont, 
as  he  advanced  beneath  the  great, 
wild-limbed,  shadowy  trees,  recog- 
nised that  in  his  intercourse  with 
these  weird  sisters  he  had  entered 
a  magic  sphere:  a  land  of  doubt 
and  myster}'.  For  he  held  in  his 
arms  the  woman  to  whom  he 
had  passionately  declared  his  love;, 
yet  when  Annette  swiftly  came 
towards  him,  rustling  the  yellow 
leaves  with  her  flying  white 
draperies,  her  clear  eyes  fidl 
upon  him — when  she  came  close, 
and  after  a  long  look  into  Sy- 
billa's  face,  raised  those  eyes 
again  to  his — then  he  recognised 
her  glarce.     When   she  put  her 
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.arm  around  Sjbilla,  and  her  hand 
touched  his  own,  he  recognised  the 
-delicate  touch  which  had  thrilled 
and  aroused  him  from  his  sleep. 
And  yei— Sybilla  ? 

He  said  nothing.  He  felt  him- 
self lost — bewildered  hopelessly. 
They  carried  Sybilla  into  the  haU, 
find  as  they  laid  her  upon  a  couch, 
Boger  Seytoun,  who  had  been 
•coming  quickly  up  the  avenue, 
entered  at  the  open  window. 

''  What  is  this  ?  What  is  this  ?" 
he  cried.     "  What  ails  Sybilla  ?  " 

Annette,  who  stood  by  tiie  couch 
with  bent  head,  turned  suddenly 
full  round  and  faced  him.  She 
drew  herself  up,  standing  cold, 
erect,  and  even  terrible  in  her 
.aspect. 

*  *  Sir, ' '  she  said,  * '  she  has  escaped 
from  you." 

The  words  were  few,  but  they 

'Contained  a  bitterness,  an  intensity 

of    indignation    and  anger;    her 

manner  expressed  even  a  horror 

.and  contempt.  Lament  was  startled 

inexpressibly. 

Looking  quickly  into  Sybilla' s 
face,  the  Wizard  saw  that  her 
spirit  had  indeed  fled  from  his 
tyranny — ^that  no  longer  was  that 
delicate  shape  his  slave. 

*'  What  do  these  words  moan  ?" 
cried  Lord  J  jamont,  aghast. 

But  neither  answered.      Father 
.and  sister  stood  beside  the  dead 
g^rl,  and  said  no  word. 

The  silence  became  too  terrible 
for  Lament;  he  turned  away, 
leaving  the  father  with  his  children 
— holding  within  his  breast  the 
secret  that  his  love  had  been  told 
to  the  dead  woman.  He  held  his 
flecret — ^he  left  them  theirs. 

They  had  not  spoken  or  moved, 
when  the  sound  of  a  horse's  hoofs 
was  heard.  Annette  knew,  without 
looking^  up,  that  Lord  Lament 
was  riding  down  the  avenue ;  and 
then,  in  a  dull  voice,  she  uttered 
three  words — 

**He  is  gone!" 


**  And  light  glad  I  am  that  he 
is  gone ;  we  can  have  no  love  non- 
sense now,"  said  the  old  man, 
fiercely.  **I  can  spare  you  less 
than  ever.  We  may  do  without 
riches,  but  I  must  have  life." 

"And  I  will  not  refuse  you 
mine,  God  knows,"  said  Annette, 
wildly;  *^I  had  rather  lose  my 
live  than  live  under  your  bond- 
age ! " 

She  flung  herself  upon  her 
sister's  form,  and  a  long  silence 
fell  within  the  old  Abbey  walls. 


Lord  Lament  went  back  to  his 
own  home;  but  the  recollections 
of  the  weird  night  spent  at  Mere- 
ham  Abbey  pursued  him,  and 
would  not  let  him  rest.  He 
crossed  the  Channel ;  seeking  to 
cool  his  brain  by  the  sea  freshness. 
He  went  to  Paris — into  Italy,  and 
there  he  stayed  some  motiths,  amid 
the  brightness  of  its  sunny  natural 
life.  But  at  last,  when  the 
English  winter  had  well  nigh 
worn  out  its  severity,  he  turned 
homewards.  For  he  could  not 
forget  Annette ;  indeed,  as  the 
months  i)a8sed  by,  her  form 
seemed  to  grow  more  distinct 
before  his  inner  eye.  And  so, 
impelled  by  a  deep  longing  to 
look  once  more  into  those  mystic, 
meaning  eyes,  he  decided  to  brave 
the  mysteries  and  horrors  of  her 
home,  and  so  returned  to  England. 

Annette,  who  since  her  sister's 
death  had  steadily  grown  weaker 
and  paler,  sat  all  through  the  long 
winter  days  by  the  great  hall  win- 
dow. From  here  she  could  see  down 
the  avenue.  Here  she  watched,  day 
by  day,  for  the  horseman  who  she 
believed  would  some  time  or  other 
ride  up  between  the  trees  again. 
As  the  winter  wore  away,  she 
watched  more  anxiously  :  for  she 
felt  her  strength  daily  decrease. 

The  old  man  spent  most  of  his 
time  at  her  side ;  but  he  was  less 
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boisterous  coinpany  than  of  old. 
Indeed,  the  servants  began  to 
whisper  that  at  last  his  health 
was  going.  With  his  loss  of 
vitality  departed  much  of  his 
power.  His  servants  did  not  obey 
or  fear  him  as  before.  The  old 
Abbey  had  become  but  a  cheerless 
place,  for  poverty  had  planted  its 
foot  there :  and  Eoger  Seytoun 
seemed  unable  to  make  any  further 
effort  to  dislodge  it.  If,  each  day, 
he  had  his  fire  warmth,  and  some 
few  luxuries,  he  let  larger  matters 
slip  from  his  control. 

At  last,  one  chill  and  windy 
afternoon,  Annette,  sitting  in  her 
accustomed  seat,  raised  her  head 
and  said,  *'  He  is  come." 

Roger  Sej'toun  looked  from  the 
window,  and  saw,  riding  up  the 
avenue.  Lord  Lamont.  He  went 
to  the  door  to  welcome  him, 
and  brought  him  straightway  into 
the  room  where  Annette  sat,  look- 
ing 

''Pale.  .   .  .  a8  the  moonshine  upon 


snow. 


The  young  man  stepped  at  once 
to  her  side. 

'*  You  are  ill !  "  he  exclaimed. 

**I  am  djdng,"  she  answered, 
quietly,  "  you  have  come  but  just 
in  time." 

Soon  afterwards  her  father  left 
them  alone  ;  he  went  to  his 
room,  where  sometimes  now,  when 
very  wear}',  ho  locked  himself  in. 
He  had  grown  to  dislike  the  pre- 
sence of  anyone  but  his  daughter. 

**  Come  close  beside  me,"  said 
Annette,  when  they  were  alone. 
**  I  have  but  little  time  or  strength 
and  I  have  much  to  tell  you." 

No  word  of  love  had  ever  been 
spoken  between  these  two,  yet 
only  too  plainly  did  they  under- 
stand each  other.  Silently  Lord 
Lamont  came  and  sat  beside 
Annette,  only  telling  her  by  the 
clasp  of  his  hand  of  his  true  love 
and  deep  pain. 


And  then  Annette  unburdened 
her  soul  of  its  secrets.  She  told 
him  the  whole  story  of  Sybilla's- 
death,  and  as  he  looked  into  her 
eyes  he  read  the  history  of  her 
own  love  plainly  writ.  Thus  aU 
was  made  clear  to  him. 

**  My  father  will  not  live  long 
after  me,  "  said  Annette,  **  and  I 
entreat  you  for  my  sake  to  take 
some  little  care  of  him.  For  the 
people  around  hate  him.  I  do  not 
Know  how  it  is  that  with  all  our 
care  his  wicked  life  could  not  be 
hid.  I  know  the  servants  whis- 
pered among  themselves  that  he 
preyed  upon  Sybilla's  life;  and 
I  have  heard  that  when  she  died 
people  outside  openly  accused  him 
of  her  death.  When  I  die  it  will 
go  hard  with  him,  I  fear,  for  all 
hate  him ;  and  his  natural  weak- 
ness and  age  will  then  fully  come 
upon  him." 

Little  more  passed  in  words 
between  these  two,  and  ere- 
another  day  had  passed  Annette 
died  quietly  witlun  her  lover's 
anns. 

He  remained  at  the  Abbey  to- 
fulfil  Annette's  one  request;  and 
h.e  found  it  a  very  necessary  one. 
For  the  neighbours  began  to  ask, 
how  was  it  that  she  had  faded  out 
of  life  just  as  her  sister  had  faded?* 
What  was  the  mystery  of  Mere- 
ham  Abbey  ?  Why  had  two 
bright,  fair  girls  thus  died  there, 
in  their  early  prime?  Was  the 
hated  old  man  a  wizard,  or  was  he- 
mad? 

Lord  Lament'  stilled  these  in- 
quiries as  much  as  possible  by 
spreading  the  truth,  which  was 
that  whatever  the  old  man  had 
been,  he  was  now  almost  imbecile, 
and  very  near  death.  He  watched 
over  his  safety,  until  one  day  he 
found  him  sitting  upright  in  his 
high-backed  chair,  dead.  No  peace 
lay  upon  liis  face  ;  the  slackening 
of  the  flesh  only  made  more  evi- 
dent the  hideousness  of  its  evil. 
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Mereham  Abbey  has  stood 
«mpty  ever  since,  for  no  one  has 
felt  disposed  to  live  there  save  the 
old  crone  who  takes  care  of  it,  and 
"who  will  shew  it  to  the  curious 
visitor.  The  place  is  almost  un- 
touched, and  whoever  likes  to 
venture  into  the  Wizard's  room — 
which  he  will  find  to  be  very  dusty, 
for  even  the  old  housekeeper  has  an 
unaccountable  shrinking  from  its 
associations — ^he  will  see  the  beau- 
tiful old  carved  chair  where  Roger 
Seytoun  yielded  up  his  evil  breath. 
The  cabinet  stands  there  too,   in 


a  certain  drawer  of  which  the 
seeress  Annette  kept  her  crystal ; 
but  that  is  not  to  be  found. 
Doubtless  Lord  Lamont  carried  it 
away,  hoping  to  make  it  a  link 
between  himself  and  the  bright 
spirit  that  he  loved. 

Though  like  her  sister  she  fled 
on  wings  of  escape,  he  was  wild 
enough  to  dream  that  she  might 
return  on  wings  of  love ;  and  many 
a  time  in  the  long  after  years,  a 
lonely  traveller  through  the  citiee 
of  earth  fancied  he  felt  them  fan 
his  brow. 


1877.] 


The  OentU  Science. 


THE    GENTLE    SCIENCE. 

By  F.  E.  Coxceb,  C.E. 


Eure  and  perfect 
ealth  of  boilyaud 
of  mind.  Othera 
inll  aaj  tliat  health 
IB  but  a  poor  por- 
tion for  the  rustic, 
■who  hoa  no  other 
gift ,  that  the  Tery 
hunger  of  a  healthy 
man  ib  to  him  but 
a  whip  to  labour; 
that  rude,  un- 
broken health  rises 
at  the  best  but  to 
the  rant  of  an 
animal  rirtuo  and 
happiness;  but  that 
the    poBseaaioE    of 


alth- 


alth 


:  the  nohUst  fjift 

posBession  of  what,  it  is  asbed, 
his  chief  happiness  lie? 
Some  will  reply  that  there  is  no 
bleBsing  comparable  to  that  of 
liealth ;  that  in  the  absence  of 
health  all  human  life  is  saddened 
and  embittered ;  that  the  presence 
of  that  pricelesa  quality  turns 
sorrow  into  joy ;  and  that  beauty 
itself  is  but  the  outward  form  of 


without  bound  or 
atmt — as  it  can 
command  climate, 
enjoyment,  repose, 
activity,  travel  by 
land  and  by  sea, 
priceless  liorsi  s  carnages  that  are 
the  studj  of  the  artist,  pictures, 
BL-ulpture  g  ma  jewels,  bright 
looks  and  soft  smiles — is  the 
real  ke>  to  human  happiness. 
The  philosopher  may  torn  from 
the  glowing  description,  and  say 
that  in  the  command  of  seU 
lies  a  nobler  source  of  happi- 
ness than  wealth  can  command. 
A  philosophy  more  ancient,  more 
true,  and  more  durable  than  that 
of  ijie  Stoic  says  that  the  on« 
dream  of  human  existence  is  to 
love  and  to  be  loved  again ;  and 
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the  silver  tones  of  a  man  grown 
old  in 

Honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of 

friends, 
And  all  that  should  accompany  old 

age» 

repeat,  **Let  us  hear  the  conclu- 
sion of  the  whole  matter.  Fear 
God,  and  keep  his  commandments, 
for  this  is  the  perfection  of  man." 

As  to  each  of  those  elements  of 
happiness  to  which  we  have  re- 
ferred, as  well  as  regards  those  which 
are  derived  from  the  triimiphs  of 
art,  of  science,  of  ambition,  of  love, 
of  war,  or  of  peace,  a  certain 
amount  of  success  may  be  hoped 
for  by  anyone  who  will  give  enough 
time,  ener^,  and  resolution  to  the 
pursuit.  Health  may,  except  in 
exceptional  cases,  be  maintained 
or  regained  by  due  regimen. 
Wealth  may  assuredly  be  gained 
by  almost  anyone  who  will  make 
the  needful  sacrifices.  Learning  and 
the  lessons  of  philosophy  are  the 
reward  of  study.  Love  usually 
awakens  its  own  echo.  And  that 
religion  loves  them  that  love  her  is 
the  doctrine  of  her  earliest  records. 
But  there  is  one  thing,  and  possibly 
only  one  thing,  that  no  effort  can 
attain,  no  wealth  can  purchase,  no 
human  or  superhuman  means  pro- 
cure, for  those  who  have  it  not  by 
nature.  That  is  the  proud  con- 
sciousness of  hereditary  nobility. 

Not  but  that  there  is  the  dross, 
as  well  as  the  true  gold,  in  this  as 
well  as  in  other  pretensions  to  any 
superior  virtue.  We  must  carefully 
define  what  is  meant.  It  is  not 
mere  rank  of  which  we  speak. 
The  highest  rank  is  attainable — 
has  been  attained — by  men  and 
women  who  were  not  bom  to  the 
purple.  Empire  has  been  grasped 
by  the  simple  soldier.  That  ancient 
dignity  which  has  long  claimed  to 
rank  as  Prince  over  the  Kings  of 
the  Earth  has  not  unfrequently 
been    attained    by  the    penniless 


beggar  b'03',  who  was  taken  in 
charity  to  sweep  a  chm*ch  or  a 
convent.  The  establishment,  in 
654  A.D.,  by  Pope  Eugenius  I.,  of 
the  celibate  of  i)riests,  deacons, 
and  sub-deacons,  was  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  clergy  as  an  order  of 
hereditary  nobles.  Directlj'  op- 
posed as  it  was  to  the  ancient 
ordinances  of  the  Jews,  and  anomal- 
ous, as  connected  with  a  theological 
system  based  on  the  principles  of 
hereditary     representation,    it    is 

Sossible  that  the  celibate  offered, 
uring  the  Dark  Ages,  a  salutary 
check  to  the  power  of  the  territorial 
nobility.  It  is  no  less  clear  that  it 
did  much  to  prepare  for  the  over- 
throw of  the  best  safeguard  against 
the  debasing  rule  of  money  and  the 
frantic  fury  of  the  Conmiime.  In 
England,  at  a  time  not  very  remote, 
the  metropolitan  dignity,  ranking 
next  to  that  of  Royal  blood,  has 
been  held  by  a  man  of  very  modest 
extraction.  Great  captains  have 
risen  from  the  ranks,  by  the  genius 
of  the  soldier.  Great  lawyers  have 
risen  to  the  ermine,  from  a  cradle 
beneath  the  work  bench.  Great 
merchants  have  risen  to  fabulous 
wealth,  and  have  left  hereditar}' 
honour  to  their  heirs,  from  as  low 
an  origin  as  great  Churchmen. 
But  these  men,  while  by  many  they 
have  been  more  honoured  as  having 
achieved  greatness  than  would  have 
been  the  case  had  they  been  bom 
great,  have  ever  had  the  whisper 
in  their  ear  that  there  was  some 
incommunicable  difference  between 
the  founder  and  the  inheritor  of  a 
name. 

Again,  it  is  not  always  the  here- 
ditary coronet  that  distinguishes 
the  enviable  man.  Qualities  of 
mind,  no  less  than  of  body,  are 
handed  down  with  lands  and  lord- 
ships. In  one  line  the  condottieri 
blood,  the  vigour  of  which,  three 
or  four  centuries  ago,  swept  a  path 
to  fame  for  the  hardy  soldier  in 
whose  veins  it  flowed,  speaks  now 
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in  rude  harsh  tone,  and  grasping, 
covetous,  or  quarrelsome  disposi- 
tion,   as  loudly  as    it    did  when 
Popes    fought    for    principalities 
for  their  nepoti.      In  others  the 
curse    of    some     ill-gotten    land, 
some  martyr's  blood,  some  ravaged 
sanctuary,  some  defrauded  orphan, 
seems  to  reproduce  its  mystic  evil 
generation  after  generation.  Much 
as  it  is  to  inherit  a  great  name,  it 
may  be  much  of  evil,  unless  it  be 
also    a  good  name.        It    is    an 
unblemished,    as  well  as   a    long 
descent,  a  heritage  of  the  blood  of 
spotless  women  and  men  without 
fear  and  without  reproach,  that  is 
so  far  the  very  choicest  human 
gift,  that  it  is  not  only  in  itself 
most   excellent  because   the   con- 
sciousness of    its  possession   is  a 
constant  source  of  content  to  its 
possessor,  but  is  also  of  extrinsic 
value  as  being,  not  only  rare,  but 
utterly  unattainable  by  money,  by. 
genius,  by  piety,  or  even  by  love. 
At  a  time  when  man  had  more 
of    the    savage    in    his  outward 
habits  than  is  now  usually  held  to 
be  the  case,  men  and  women,  of 
such  a  strain  as  the  above  were 
regarded,  and  wisely  regarded,  as 
the  very  salt  of  society.      At  that 
time,  rude  though  men  might  have 
been,  they  had  this  advantage  over 


the  rude  men  of  the  present  day : 
they  acknowledged  me  priceless 
character  of  this  noble  heritage. 
They  openly  respected  it  in  those 
who  had  it.  They  endeavoured, 
each  and  all,  to  shew  and  to  put 
forward  the  closest  claims  that 
they  could  themselves  urge  to  even 
a  scrap  of  the  mantle  of  the  high- 
born gentleman. 

This  instinctive  admission  of  the 
value  of  that  principle  which  alone, 
there  seems  to  be  every  reason  to 
believe,  has  power  to  resist  the 
over-powering  and  debasing  in- 
fluence of  wealth,  gave  rise  to  the 
science  of  gentle  birth.* 

This  science,  like  others,  had  its 
symbols  and  its  terminology.  Of 
its  rise  we  know  almo^  nothing. 
When  we  first  become  acquainted 
with  the  symbols  and  the  language 
of  heraldry — about  800  years  ago 
— it  was  as  precise,  as  symbolic, 
and  as  conventional  as  it  is  to-day. 
Of  all  human  studies  the  gentle 
science,  as  it  is  called,  or  the  study 
of  the  art  of  blazon,  is  the  only  one 
of  which  the  cradle  is  unknown, 
and  of  which  the  aspect  is  un- 
wrinkled  by  the  advance  of  age. 
Unaltered,  that  is  to  say,  among 
those  who  hold  its  true  tradition. 

When    Napoleon     Buonaparte 
ticketed  his  brand-new  dukes  and 


*  There  is  great  necessity  to  distingmsh  the  ^*  Gentle  Science  "  from  what  may 
be  termed  the  "  Gtoteel  Art,"  by  whioh  in  this  or  a  former  age  are  evolTcd 
'*  factitious  monuments  of  fictitious  ancestry,"  mere  embellishmente  of  platocnatio 
pride  and  not  its  noble  opponents.  If,  by  three-and-sixpenny  ooate  of  arms, 
however,  and  dexterous  pedigrees,  a  sense  of  honour  oould  be  created  which 
would  not  otherwise  exist,  that  would  be  so  much  dear  gain.  But  the  continuity  of 
honour  such  as  obtains  for  the  descendants  of  some  of  our  unblemidied  families  a 
distinctive  respect  that  could  scarce  be  earned  by  a  life-long  stainless  personid 
prestige,  must  be  a  different  attribute  from  that  whioh  can  beg^  by  the  small 
didionour  of  the  fictitious  armiger.  It  is  not  all  that  can  trace  with  troth  to  great 
ancestors,  but  all  may  begin  a  noble  line  by  being  their  own  greatest  and 
beet,  their  true  and  not  their  imaginary  heroic  selves.  Bare  Ben  Jonson  may 
put  in  a  word  here  : — 

Boast  not  the  titles  of  your  ancestors 

Brave  youths  ;  they're  their  possessions,  none  of  yours. 

When  your  own  virtues  equalled  have  their  names, 

*TwiU  be  but  fair  to  lean  upon  their  fames — 

For  they  are  strong  supporters,  but  till  then 

The  greatest  are  but  growing  gentlemen. 

[to.] 
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counts  with  a  badge,  indicative  of 
their  factitious  rank,  to  be  worn  on 
the  face  of  their  new  and  imaginary 
ooats-of-arms,  he  created  an  im- 
perial peerage,  but  he  could  not 
create  an  ancient  nobility.  The 
heraldry  of  the  Empire  was  as  ap- 
propriate and  characteristic  as  is 
the  purchased  and  imaginary 
heraldry  which  is  not  uncommon 
even  nearer  home. 

n. 

It  is  not  matter  for  wonder  that 
the  doctrine  of  the  primary  value 
of  descent  should  have  been  the 
theme  of    attack   and  contumely 
from  nimierous   and   widely  dif- 
ferent   groups    of    people.      An 
ordinary    disposition,     inimitably 
painted  by  ^sop,  as  one  of  the 
most  general  weaknesses  of  human 
nature,   the  desire  to    depreciate 
that  which  we  do  not  possess  and 
cannot    acquire,  would  alone  ac- 
count for  a  vast  and  wide-spread 
unpopularity.   It  cannot  be  denied, 
aeain,   that  some  representatives 
of  races  that  have  not  only  lost 
their  orig^  in  the  times  of  fable, 
but  have  borne  noble  and  brilliant 
names  on    their   pedigree,    have 
been  guilty,  not  only  of  crimes, 
but   of   dishonourable    meanness 
that  reflects  dishonour  even  on  the 
scutcheon    of    saints    and  kings. 
Such  is  the  shudder  that  is  caused 
by  the  mention  of  the  name  of 
I^alit6,  Duke  of  Orleans.     The 
most   rigid   moralist  would   fain 
hope  that,  by  some  strange  dis- 
turbance or  other,  the  blood  of 
St.  Louis  did  not  flow  in  the  veins 
of  that  traitor  to  the  House  of 
France.    A^in,  where  the  prin- 
ciple of  purity  of  descent  has  been 
dissociated  from  one  of   its  main 
features,  the  right  of  primogeni- 
ture,   the   lapse  of   time    brings 
nations  back  to  a  savage  or  semi- 
savage  state.     There  are  said  to 
be  vulages  in  Germany  in  which 
the   very   horse-boys  are   noble. 


The  Celtic  cattle-lifter  scorned  to 
work,  because  "  She  was  ta 
shentiemans."  When  the  idea  of 
primacy  and  of  representation  is 
laid  aside,  we  come  very  rapidly 
down  to  that  degree  of  national 
or  tribal  pride  which  characterises 
all  nations  in  the  dawn  of  history, 
and  distinguishes  the  most  igno- 
rant people  at  the  present  time. 
"We  must  also  remember  the  great 
effect  that  has  been  produced  by 
certain  political  convulsions.  The 
conversion  of  France,  once  the 
most  aristocratic  of  countries,  into 
the  arena  where  the  ochlocracy 
has  obtained  its  most  sanguinary 
triumphs,  may  be  traced  to  the 
systematic  degradation  of  the 
nohlesae,  commenced  by  Louis  XI. 
in  his  strife  with  the  great  peers, 
and  carried  to  a  fatal  success  by 
Louis  XIV.,  in  his  conversion  of 
the  territorial  nobility  into  a  Court 
valetaille.  The  impoverishment 
thus,  effected,  involving  the 
total  loss  of  independence,  of  the 
class  which  formed  the  glory  and 
defence  of  France,  led  to  a  cruel 
oppression  of  the  peasantry  which 
is  yet  unforgotten  and  unforgiven. 
Blood  feuds  are  of  the  East,  not 
of  Europe ;  money  feuds  are  of 
all  the  world.  They  are  unfor- 
getting  and  unslumbering.  At 
more  periods  than  one  in  history, 
Jacques  Bonhomme,  or  Jack  Cade, 
or  Arouet,  the  notary's  boy,  has 
exacted  a  fearful  revenge  for  evils 
of  which  the  crime  was  not  alto- 
gether on  one  side.  But  it  is  in 
all  cases  the  nation  which  is  the 
deepest  and  most  permanent  suf- 
ferer from  such  reveng^.  The 
Beign  of  Terror  has  not  exter- 
minated the  blue  blood  of  France, 
though  it  has  made  the  stream 
run  thin  and  poor.  But  the  ab- 
sence of  the  natural  leaders  of  the 
French  army  appears,  if  we  may 
iudge  from  the  experience  of  the 
last  half -century,  to  have  broken 
the  sword  of  France.     Insubordi- 
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nation  in  rank  and  file,  incompe- 
tence in  commanders  rising  from 
«nch  ranks,  and  the  constant  howl 
of  treason  which  is  the  usual 
refrain  of  popular  rule,  did  more 
io  prostrate  France  before  her 
foe  than  all  the  admitted  martial 
•qualities  of  the  Germans. 

Again,  when  our  own  children 
-and  colonists,  being  treated,  as  we 
now  think,  with  singular  blindness 
and  injustice,  rose  against  British 
rule,  and  laid  the  foundation  of  a 
transatlantic    England;    as    they 
oould  look  only  to  the    coimtiy 
against  which  they  strove  for  his- 
toric associations  and  for  descent 
of  territorial  nobility,  they  were 
naturally  impelled  to  adopt  the 
old-fashioned  language  of  demo- 
cracy.   And  yet  in  no  part  of  the 
world  is  the  thirst  and  passion  for 
personal   distinction  more   strong 
than  it  is  in  republican  France, 
and  in  republican  America.     The 
43carf  of  a  Mayor — the  authority  of 
a  Prefect — ^the  title    of    Colonel, 
General,  Judge,  Professor ;  some 
label,  some  certificate  that  Citizen 
•Chose,  or  Mr.  Rufus  T.  Bunkum 
is  distinguished  above  the  general 
run  of  his  French  and  American 
-equals,  is  regarded  with  a  reverent 
covetousness    which    rises    to    a 
positive  cult.     In  fact  the  proofs 
that  the  claim  to  equality  is  merely 
the  resultant  of  the  incompatible 
and  irresistible  personal  vanities 
of  the  great  mass  of  the  population, 
are  irresistible.     It  is  not  satire,  it 
is  simply  delineation  of  nature,  in 
Kabagas  when — after  the  abolition 
not  only  of  titles,  but  of  names — 
the    persons    designated    by    the 
smallest  numbers  look  down  with 
unmeasurable  contempt  on  those 
whose  niraibers  are  told  by  hundreds 
or  by    thousands.      The    Feudal 
duke,  or  the  representative  of  the 
Cornelian  or  the  Valerian  House 
in  Italy,  can  sit  on  the  same  bench, 
and  serve  in  the  same  troop,  with 
the  poorest  peasan  on  his  estate. 


And  he  does  so,  daily,  to  the 
honour  and  to  the  advantage  alike 
of  the  duke  and  of  the  peasant. 
The  reason  is,  that  as  the  peasant 
never  forgets  the  dig^ty  of  his 
superior,  tiie  other  has  no  need  to 
assert  it.  Perfect  ease  of  manner, 
and  in  association,  accompanies 
perfect  distinction  of  rank.  But 
when  number  315  is  constantly 
striving,  on  the  one  hand,  to  make 
out  that  he  is  as  good  as  number 
81,  and  on  the  other  hand  that  he 
is  immeasurably  superior  to  num- 
ber 315,000,  we  see  what  we  do 
see  daily,  and  what  is,  in  fact,  the 
essence  of  snobbishness. 

in. 

Against  all  this,  however,  the 
inherent  weight  of  hereditary 
prestige  may  be  held  likely  to 
maintain  its  position.  There  is 
yet  a  more  dangerous  class  of  as- 
sailants— dangerous,  that  is,  to  the 
country  in  which  its  members  are 
able  to  influence  the  masses.  The 
men  who  by  intellect — ^perhaps  by 

fenius— by  patience,  by  industry, 
y  qualities  admittedly  of  a  high 
order,  rise  above  their  native  level, 
and  either  by  the  acquisition  of 
wealth,  by  political  adroitness,  by 
eloquence,  or  by  less  worthy 
means,  appear  as  powers  and 
leaders  in  the  State,  usually  fur- 
nish the  most  envenomed  foes  of 
hereditary  distinction.  Such  men, 
it  might  be  thought,  mi^ht  be 
content  with  being  founders  of 
Houses ;  with  being  anohlis ;  with 
being  admitted  to  the  councils  of 
the  nation,  to  the  Senate,  to  the 
service  of  the  Sovereign.  And  yet 
we  need  not  travel  beyond  our 
own  country,  or  seek  beyond  the 
present  time,  to  point  out  men  of 
such  status  and  description  in 
whose  mouths  may  be  put  the 
words — "Yet  all  this  availeth  me 
nothing,  so  long  as  I  see  " — ^not 
Mordecai  the  Jew  sitting  in  the 
Kings  gate — but  the  effect  "^to- 
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duced  on  society  by  the  announce- 
ment of  such  a  name  as  Monsieur 
de  Montmorenci — taking  the  pre- 
mier name  of  Christianity,  now 
extinct  in  France,  in  illustration 
of  a  class  of  noblesse  such  as  no 
Sovereign  can  create.  "We  have 
had  men  whose  fame  was,  deser- 
vedly, European;  whose  power 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  or  m  the 
coimtry,  was  dictatorial;  whose 
names  might  have  gone  down  to 
posterity  with  as  much  Sclat  as  if 
they  had  traced  their  descent  to 
the  Giant  Hoel,  or  to  Odin  him- 
self; but  who  could  never  get 
over  a  sort  of  angry  shame  at  the 
memory  of  their  honest  but  himible 
origin.  Sometimes  we  see  men 
whose  whole  course  seems  to  be 
blighted  and  twisted  by  a  similar 
discomfort,  and  who  are,  therefore, 
the  loud  and  constant  proclaimers 
of  the  doctrine  that  riches,  honour 
and  virtue  spring  only  from  what 
they  call  the  people,  and  are  to  be 
dispensed  only,  in  right,  by  the 
voices  of  the  majority — that  is  of 
the  mob.* 

The  eyes  of  the  present  genera- 
tion have  had  the  mournful  lesson 
of  seeing  a  real  though  brief 
supremacy  attained  by  the  ochlo- 
cracy, and  we  ought  to  note  the 
use  that  was  made  of  it.  Persons 
who  do  not  use  the  preposition  de 
before  their  names  may  have  for- 
gotten the  red  records  of  the  Beign 
of  Terror.  Writers  belonging  to 
that  class  of  public  teachers  to 
which  we  have  just  alluded  have 
done  their  best  to  represent  that 
foul  saturnalia  imder  favourable 
colours.  But  the  proposal— carried 
out  to  no  inconsiderable  extent — 
to  purify  Paris  from  all  historic 


association  by  petroleum,  has  been 
a  lesson  not  to  be  despised.  So 
has  been  the  rapid  and  surprising 
organisation,  for  a  time  successful, 
of  the  have-nots  and  do-not& 
against  the  have-somethings  and 
do-somethings  in  America ;  and  the 
temporary  victory  obtained  over 
law  and  order  by  the  railway 
strike  in  that  coimtry.  That  there 
is  a  profoimd  depth  of  good  feelings 
good  sense,  and  good  conduct  to 
be  foxmd  in  the  working  classes  of 
England  we  are  among  the  iirst  to 
acknowledge.  But  that  there  is  a 
strong,  determined,  and  persistent 
effort  on  the  part  of  the  dangerous 
classes  and  of  their  leaders  (some 
of  whom  by  no  means  wear  fustian 
jackets),  to  reform  society  in  Eng- 
land to  their  own  satisf actioA,  the 
man  must  be  either  feebly  or  wil- 
fully blind  who  fails  to  be  aware. 

.gainst  a  movement  of  this  kind 
the  power  of  wealth  is  absolutely 
imtrustworthy.  For  wealth  is  not 
only  the  visible  badge  of  that 
distinction  of  class  which  is 
odious  in  a  society  that  has  once 
laid  aside  respect  for  the  here- 
ditaiy  principle,  but  it  idso  is  the 
magic  wand  that  confers  such  dis- 
tinction in  the  eyes  of  all  but  that 
minority  which  it  is  desired  to 
exterminate.  It  is  difficult  at  this 
hour  to  say  what  doors  in  this 
coimtry  do  not  fly  open  at  the 
call  of  wealth — wealth  pure  and 
simple,  imaccompanied  by  either 
birth,  education,  moral  grandeur, 
piety,  talent,  or  any  non-material 
excellence.  And  this  wealth,  like 
some  of  our  old  titles — such  as  that 
of  the  Earldom  of  Arundel — apper- 
tains to  the  strong  hand.  If  it 
belongs  to  the  DxSs.e  of  Lambeth 


*  One  of  the  moet  instnictive  inoidents  that  has  occmred  withm  the  personal 
knowledge  of  the  writer  is  the  fact  that  the  well-known  Englishman,  who  more 
than  any  person  in  the  British  Isles  insisted  on  the  importance  of  what  he  oalled 
'*  sorronndings,"  as  being  the  real  origin  of  differenoes  in  character,  attributed 
his  own  snooess  in  life,  and  in  teaching  this  and  his  other  doctrines,  to  the 
4Bnergy  due  to  the  ancient  Uood  of  WeLu  minoes  that  flowed  in  his  veins. 
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or  the  cliainnaii  of  the  Lunar 
Bank,  or  the  contractor  for  the 
Spanish  Cortes  Railway  to-day, 
And  g^ves  him  the  command  of 
horses,  wines,  jewels,  spectacles, 
smiles,  and  the  cap  and  knee  of 
men,  what  then  ?  It  will  do  the 
«ame  for  Mr.  John  Cade  to- 
morrow, if  Mr.  Cade  can  only 
•dispossess  the  new-made  peer, 
or  the  commercial  or  indus- 
trial magnate.  Wealth,  then,  can 
never  be  an  element  of  stability  in 
society.  It  may  be  a  means  of 
luxury,  a  sign  of  progress,  an  out- 
come of  development — a  matter 
many  ways  desirable.  But  in  its 
very  inmost  nature  it  has  some- 
thing of  the  brigand-  and  of  the 
pirate.  It  is  a  dog  that  will  follow 
any  master ;  and  that  will  bite  the 
hand  of  the  old  one  at  the  bidding 
of  the  new.  It  offers  a  perpetufQ 
jchallenge,  irritation,  and  cause  of 
hatred — if  not  to  most  of  those  who 
have  it  not,  yet  at  all  events  to  a 
very  dangerous  proportion  of  them. 
A  society  of  which  the  social  grades 
and  orders  are  actually  f oimded  on 
the  possession  of  wealth,  is  like  an 
ironclad  vessel  without  stabilitjr, 
and  may  turn  over  at  an^  moment, 
a,s  did  the  unfortunate  Captain,  if 
ever  so  little  sail  be  set,  and  ever 
so  little  gale  arise. 

And  yet  in  the  euphuism  of  the 
•Court,  the  pulpit,  the  parliament, 
the  Press,  and  conversation  in 
general,  we  find  society  spoken  of  as 
•consisting  of  the  richer  and  the 
poorer  classes  ;  in  frank  admission 
of  the  plane  in  which  we  consider 
the  element  of  stability  to  lie. 

The  hereditary  principle  is  not 
an  exclusive  peculiarity  of  noble 
blood.  In  those  ancient  and  mag- 
nificent monarchies  which  endured 
for  almost  as  many  centuries  as 
.-any  modem  dynasty  can  count 
tens  of  years,  the  hereditary  prin- 
ciple ran  through  society.  It 
seems  difficult  to  imagine,  if  we 
take  note  of  the  latest  and  best 


accepted  discoveries  of  the  students 
of  the  science  of  wealth,  any  order 
of  things  which  could  so  directly 
tend  to  the  national  weKare  and 
stability.  To  the  division  of  labour, 
the  great  weapon  of  modem  in- 
dustry, was  added  a  traditional 
and  hereditary  culture,  the  great 
desideratimi  of  modem  science. 
It  is,  perhaps,  not  too  much  to  say, 
that  the  stability  of  institutions, 
and  the  possession  of  the  greatest 
amount  of  happiness  by  the  greatest 
number  of  persons,  are  the  natural 
results  of  the  hereditary  transmis- 
sion,  not  only  of  houses  and  lands, 
but  of  trades,  professions,  mys- 
teries and  callings  of  all  sorts. 
One  class  of  persons  alone  numeri- 
cally shrinks  and  tends  to  disappear 
imder  such  a  Hgime,  It  is  the 
class  to  the  hereditary  maintenance 
and  increase  of  which,  and  of 
which  alone,  our  actual  institutions 
and  reforms  directly  tend — ^the 
class  which  we  call  paupers,  and 
which  contains  nearly  a  twenty- 
fourth  part  of  our  population. 

The  social  bond,  m  a  country 
where  the  hereditary  principle  is 
in  vigorous  activity,  is  drawn  to- 
gether by  the  union  of  each  class 
in  itself.  The  public  order  thus 
consists,  not  in  the  congeries  of 
individuals,  but  in  the  mutual  re- 
spect and  interdependence  of  co- 
ordinated classes.  The  mill,  under 
the  old  rigime  in  France,  was  as 
hereditary  a  possession  as  the 
chateau.  The  miller  might  look 
back  to  an  occupation  by  his  an- 
cestors for  five  hundred  years, 
under  the  ancestors  of  the  same 
seigneur.  Proud  of  his  good  hour- 
geoisie,  as  the  seigneur  was  of  his 
sixteen  quarters,  there  was  as  little 
wish  to  assume  the  habits,  the 
manners,  and  the  attire  of  the 
other  class  entertained  by  the 
lower  as  by  the  higher  of  these 
distinct  strata  of  society.  Thus  the 
constitution  of  the  coimtry, — not 
using  the  word  as  a  matter  of 
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theory  and  of  compromise,  but  as 
BignirTing  the  essential  elements 
of  national  stability,  was  rather 
like  that  of  a  solid  edifice  than  of 
a  semi-fluid  mass  in  which  every 
particle  is  endeavouring  to  dis- 
place every  other  particle,  and 
what  there  is  of  equinbrium  is  but 
the  resultant  of  uncounted  mutual 
repulsions. 

IV. 

Through  great  part  of  Europe 
now  exists,  in  the  form  of  the 
family  name,  a  survival  of  the 
hereditary  institutions,  which,  in 
France,  at  least,  may  be  dis- 
tinctly traced  back  as  far  as  about 
eight  centuries  ago.  In  the 
charters,  testaments,  and  other 
documents  that  were  executed 
by  the  nobility  of  Languedoc 
when  preparing  for  the  first 
crusade,  it  is  remarkable  that 
surnames  are  absent.  At  times  a 
descent  for  two  or  three  generations 
may  be  presumed,  from  the  repeti- 
tion of  a  Christian  name  in  the 
holder  of  the  same  castle  or  lord- 
ship ;  but  patronymics,  and  even 
territorial  designations,  arose  for 
the  most  part  in  France  later  than 
the  first  crusade.  In  Rome  the  gens 
existed  from  the  earliest  times, 
but  the  gem  seems  to  have  been  a 
more  comprehensive  group  than 
the  modem  family.  Among  the 
Celtic  tribes  the  gem  appears 
in  the  form  of  the  clan ;  descent 
from  some  common  ancestor  being 
the  original  bond.  With  the 
feudalno^^M^territorial  possession, 
involving  lordship,  representation, 
and  primogeniture,  introduced  a 
more  fertilising  element  of  national 
prosperity  than  could  exist  under 
the  ruder  form  of  the  clan,  hctlding 
to  one  common,  but  distant  head. 
While  mimicipal  institutions 
gradually  converted  serfs  and  boors 
mto  merchants  and  citizens,  the 
feudal  hereditary  institutions  filled 
Ihirope     with     an    armedi    and 


to  some  extent  an  educated, 
noblesse,  in  the  place  of  a  horde' 
of  savage  warriors.  Thus  order 
arose  m)m  beneath  the  dSbrts 
of  the  devastation  and  overthrow 
of  the  Eoman  Empire  by  the  Teu- 
tonic barbarians. 

The  family  name,  as  we  trace  it 
back  to  the  time  of  the  crusaders, 
arose  imder  different  forms.  In 
some  cases  a  personal  designation,, 
or  as  we  call  it  a  nickname, 
became  hereditary,  as  in  the^ 
instance  of  Guillaimie  Tete  d'Es- 
toupes,  Duke  of  Aquitaine.  Some- 
times a  symbol,  or  badge,  chosen  by 
a  nobleman,  g^ew  into  a  patrony- 
mic; as  in  the  names  of  Plantagenet 
or  of  La  Croix.  At  times  a  tiue  of 
honour  or  dignity  became  perma- 
nent, as  Le  S6neschal,  in  France  ; 
Butler,  in  Ireland;  Steward,  or 
Stuart,  in  Scotland.  Still  more 
rarely  some  Eoman  or  even 
Qaulish  name  has  been  handed 
down  as  a  patronymic ;  as  in  the 
cases  of  Folignac,  derived  from 
the  possession  of  the  site  of  a 
temple  of  Apollo ;  and  of  Reignier, 
a  name  which  appears  in  Koman 
history  in  the  form  of  Brennus, 
and,  later,  in  that  of  the  virgin  and 
martyr  Saint  Heine.  As  old  as  the 
introduction  of  the  family  designa- 
tion, whether  a  true  patronymic,  or 
territorial,  as  more  usually  de- 
noted by  the  de,  were  those  colours 
and  arrangement  of  colours  which 
are  as  distinctive  and  hereditary 
as  the  name  itself.  The  clans 
among  the  Scottish  Celts  were 
distinguished,  from  time  immemo- 
rial, by  a  somewhat  complex  inter- 
weaving of  colours,  special  to  each 
sept.  Greater  simplicity  cha- 
racterised the  adoption  of  those 
family  colours  which,  as  worn  over 
defensive  armour,  or  painted  on 
the  shield,  received  in  course  of 
time  indifferently  the  name  of  the 
cpat-of-arms  and  of  the  escutcheon. 

In  some  of  the  most  ancient  and 
noble  coats-of -arms  a  single  colour- 
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was  borne.  The  scutcheon  was 
then  said  to  be  pkin,  or  full.  Such 
was  the  case  with  the  arms  of  the 
Oounts  and  Dukes  of  Bretagne, 
who  bore,  at  least  from  the  time  of 
Jean  Y.,  a  surcoat  and  a  shield 
covered  with  ermine.  •  Such  was 
the  case  with  the  scutcheon 
of  the  House  of  Albret,  which 
was  cidled,  in  heraldic  language, 
g^es  plein,  or  simple  red;  and 
was  so  borne  from  the  time  of 
Amanieu  the  First,  Sire  of  Albret, 
whose  son  went  on  the  first  crusade, 
until  it  was  charged  with  a  silver 
chain  around  and  across  the 
Bcutoheoh,  or  as  the  heralds  call  it, 
in  cross,  in  saltire,  and  in  orle,  in 
memory  of  a  great  battle. 

In  other  cases  the  coats  or 
scutcheons  were  divided  :  horizon- 
tally, vertically,  diagonally,  or  in 
more  complicated  modes.  Thus, 
the  families  of  Toumemine,  of 
De  Vere,  and  of  Astarac,  bore 
iheir  arms  divided  in  four  quarters ; 
the  first  and  the  fourth,  and  the 
second  and  third,  being  respec- 
tively of  the  same  colours.  The 
House  of  Asserac,  and  that  of 
Berenger  (like  the  Clan  Campbell, 
in  Scotland)  bore  a  scutcheon 
divided  radially  into  eight,  or,  as  it 
is  called,  gironrUy  two  colours  alter- 
nately succeeding  one  another. 
Other  divisions  of  the  shield  fol- 
lowed the  lines  of,  or  were  replaced 
by,  what  are  called  the  honourable 
ordinaries  of  heraldry.  Of  these 
the  most  important  are— (1)  the 
chief,  which  is  a  bar,  or  division, 
of  one-fifth  of  the  width  of  the 
scutcheon,  occupying  the  chief,  or 
head,  of  the  shield;  (2)  the  pale, 
a  similar  bar  occupying  the  middle 
of  the  scutcheon  vertically ;  (3)  the 
fess,  a  like  bar  occupying  the 
middle  horizontally  ;  (4)  the  bend, 
a  similar  bar  drawn  diagonally 
from  left  to  right ;  (5)  the  chevron, 
a  bar  of  like  width  in  the  shape  of 
an  inverted  V  ;  (6)  the  cross,  of 
which  the  name  denotes  the  form ; 


and  (7)  the  saltire,  or  St.  Andrew's 
cross. 

A  remarkable  and  unexplained 
feature  of  heraldry  is  the  fact  that 
these  honourable  ordinaries,  which 
must  be  regarded  as  highly  con- 
ventionalised symbols,  cannot  be 
traced  to  any  gradual  origin,  but 
appear  i^hen  first  borne  in  precisely 
the  form  and  proportion  which  they 
have  ever  since  retained.  Thus, 
the  Marquis  of  Montferrat,  of 
crusading  fame,  bore  a  chief  g^es 
on  a  silver  shield ;  the  Sire  de 
Melfifueil,  a  sable  chief  on  a  silver 
shield ;  the  House  of  Yivonne,  a 
chief  gules  on  an  ermine  shield.  A 
red  cross  on  a  gold  ground  was  the 
original  coat-of-arms  of  Mont- 
morenci,  and  with  the  cri  **I>ieu 
aide  au premier  Chrdtien  "  is  attribu- 
ted to  the  year  497  a.d.  In  978 
Bouchard  de  Montmorend  added 
four  blue  alerions  to  the  cross,  and 
in  1214  the  Constable  Matthieu  de 
Montmorenci  increased  the  number 
to  sixteen.  A  ffolden  saltire  on  a 
field  gules  was  borne  by  Britaut ; 
a  golden  bend  on  a  field  gules  by 
Chalons ;  a  fess  gules  on  a  silver 
shield  by  Sedan,  and  the  same 
bearing  with  the  tinctures  reversed 
by  Austria ;  an  ermine  chevron  on 
a  field  gides  by  Ghistille.  At  times 
the  shield  was  divided  into  six, 
eight,  or  ten  parallel  stripes,  in  the 
direction  of  either  of  the  simple 
ordinaries.  Thus  the  Sires  of  Couci, 
Longueval,  and  Chatillon,  bore 
shields  divided  in  six  pieces,  alter- 
nately of  g^es  and  of  golden  vair, 
the  first  barry,  or  in  fess,  horizon- 
tal ;  the  second  in  bend,  or  diago- 
nal ;  the  third  vertical,  or  in  pale. 
The  family  legend  is  to  the  effect 
that  the  heads  of  these  three  houses 
were  unexpectedly  attacked,  when 
bathing,  by  the  Saracens  in  the 
Holy  Land;  that  each  wrapped 
his  furred  velvet  mantle  round  his 
left  arm  as  a  shield,  and  that  they 
thus  successfully  defended  them- 
selves with  their  swords.    In  com- 
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memoration  of  die  event  tlie  three 
nobles  adopted  tlie  arms  in  ques- 
tion. Another  crusading  incident 
is  said  to  be  recorded  by  the  three 
al4riona,  or  young  e^les,  'which  the 
imperial  House  of  Lorraine  bears 
on  a  bend  gides,  in  memory  of  the 
shooting  of  an  earfe  by  the 
crusading  knight  of  Xornnne  in 
order  for  a  pen  to  be  made  from 
his  wing  feather  for  the  signature 
toBome  military  convention.  These 
instances  of  ancient  arms  shew  that 
it  was  not  from  the  representation 
in  the  first  instance  (atleast,  as  far 
aaour  records  go  back),  of  natural 
objects  (such  as  shields,  or  saddles, 
or  awords)  that  the  ordinaries  have 
been  gradually  modified,  but  that, 
like  the  patron  vmic  or  territorial  de- 
signations which  thev  symbolised, 
they  have  been  but  little  changed 
from  their  origin  so  far  as  can  be 
now  ascertained. 


the  herald,  one  of  the  most  rigid 
is  honoured  in  the  single  breach, 
as  well  as  In  the  general  obser- 
vance. The  colours  of  the  coats 
or  scutcheons  were  of  three  sorts. 
They  were  either  metals,  gold  and 
silver :  tinctures,  azure,  blue ; 
gules,  red ;  sable,  black ;  rardy 
synople  or  vert,  greeu ;  or  purpure, 
purple  :  or  furs,  ermine,  minever, 
and  vair,  the  latter  being  either 
golden  or  silver.  The  one  main 
rule  of  distribution  was,  that  metal 
was  not  to  be  borne  upon  metal, 
tincture  upon  tincture,  or  fur  upon 
fur.  Thus  a  red  cross  on  a  sable 
eround  would  be  impossible  in 
heraldry.  In  cases,  however, 
where  a  second  bearing  was  added 
to  a  charged  coat  the  rule  does  not 
apply.  T^us  the  aims  of  Franoe, 
azure,  sem^e  of  fieur-de-lye,  or; 
later,  azure,  three  fleur-de-lye 
or ;  were  charged,  or  as  it  is  called 


oppressed,  with  a  bend  gules,  as 
Among  the  rules  (which  by  de-     the  difference  of   the   House  of 
grees  became  very  complicated,)  of      Bourbon,*  and  with  a  silver  label, 

*  A  coat  of  ormi  was  considered  as  a  wbole,  and  as  Bncli  tbe  law  agafnst 
tlsctare  on  tinotnie  did  not  apply.  ThaB  It  was  not  the  azure  scctcheon,  but 
the  field  of  Frsuce,  which  was  a  miztnre  of  acure  and  or,  whicli  wb«  opprened 
by  t^e  label  gnlea  of  the  Honae  of  Anjoii.  the  bend  gules  of  the  House  of 
Bourbon,  and  tbe  argent  label  of  the  House  of  Orleans.  la  the  same  wa;  Robert 
le  Vailluit,  and  the  Coirnta  of  Anjon  of  the  House  of  Chaleaanenf  boie  aa  their 
ooat  "gnlcB,  eight  baatOQB  fleuTonn^B,  or,  &  la  bordnie  de  France,"  that  is  with 
an  aniTe  border  semfe  de  fienrnle-lje. 
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as  that  of  Orleans.  It  is  said  that 
about  the  time  that  the  assassina- 
tion of  King  Henry  the  Third 
opened  the  succession  to  the  crown 
of  France  to  Henri  de  Bourbon, 
King  of  Navarre,  a  flash  of  light- 
ning struck  the  stained  window  of 
the  Chapel  of  Bourbon  Archom- 
baud,  and  broke  out  the  bend  from 
the  scutcheon  ;  leaving  unchanged 
the  Royal  arms,  to  which  Henry 
then  became  entitled. 

The  exception  to  this  cardinal 
rule  is  a  remarkable  instance  of 
the  mode  in  which,  in  the  crusading 
times,  the  study  of  heraldry  as- 
sumed a  sacred  character.  Such  in- 
deed, from  the  date  of  **  the  tale  of 
Troy  divine,"  has  been  the  function 
of  the  herald.  He  was  the  mes- 
senger of  the  Gods.  His  person 
was  sacred  in  war.  His  interference 
was  necessary  for  the  rightful 
proclamation  of  war,  or  estaolish- 
ment  of  peace ;  for  the  anointing 
and  coronation  of  a  monarch ;  for 
the  transmission  of  a  fief ;  for  the 
establishment  of  a  pedigree ;  for 
the  registry  of  the  right  to  bear 
anus  ;  and  for  the  marshalling  of 
dignities.  This  special  character, 
clothing  the  herald,  seems  to  be  a 
Burvival  from  the  time  when  kings 
were  regarded  either  as  sharing 
the  divine  nature,  as  in  Egypt ;  or 
as  being  the  descendants  of  the 
Gods,  as  in  Sparta,  in  Macedon,  in 
Rome  itself  in  pre-Christian  times; 
or  in  Teutonic  derivations  from 
Odin.  The  mystery  of  the  herald- 
was  sacred,  and  this  is  pro- 
bably the  reason  why  the 
growth  and  development  of  the 
science  of  blazon  have  been  left 
unrecorded  in  writing.  The  arms 
of  the  Christian  kingdom  of  Jeru- 
salem, the  origin  of  which  may 
with  justice  be  attributed  to  the 
date  of  the  founding  of  that  king- 
dom on  the  capture  of  Jerusalem 


by  Godfrey  de  Bouillon  and  the 
crusaders  in  1197,  were,  a  golden 
cross,  potencee,  or  with  crutched 
ends,  between  four  crosslets,  or 
small  plain  crosses,  all  of  gold,  on 
a  silver  shield.  And  the  reason 
assigned  by  the  heralds  for  this 
anomaly,  in  the  case  of  a  kingdom 
which  was  held  to  be  more  sacred 
than  any  other  kingdom,  was  taken 
from  the  words  of  the  Psahn 
which  was  regarded  by  the  host  of 
Godfrey  as  a  special  prophecy  of 
their  recovery  of  the  Holy  City 
from  the  Paynim. 

*^  Rex  virtutum  dilecti  dilecti^ 
Et  speciei  domus  diudere  spolia 
Si  dormiatis  inter  medics  cleros 
Pennse  columbse    deargentatse,    et 
posteriora  dorsi  ejus  in  pailore 


auri."* 


Faith,  justice,  and  constancy, 
purity,  truth,  and  hope ;  were  the 
qualities  symbolised  by  this  unique 
juxta-position  of  the  metals  of  the 
herald ;  or  rather,  to  use  the  terms 
of  blazon  special  to  kings,  of  this 
conjunction  of  Sol  and  Luna. 

It  is  impossible  to  read  the  old 
accounts  of  some  of  the  crusading 
arms  without  becoming  convinced 
that,  imless  the  writers  drew  ex- 
clusively on  their  imagination,  the 
law  and  order  of  blazon  had  been 
long  established  by  the  close  of 
the  eleventh  century.  Thus,  the 
arms  assu^ied  by  the  Sires  de 
Courcy,  as  before  mentioned,  were 
adopted  instead  of  the  bearing 
'  *  gules,  a  bend  accompanied  by  two 
cottices,  or" — arms  as  thoroughly 
conventional  as  it  would  be  pos- 
sible to  design.  The  three  alerions 
of  the  House  of  Lorraine  are 
charged  on  the  bend,  and  thus 
intimate  the  greater  antiquity  of 
the  use  of  that  honourable  ordinary. 
The  arms  of  the  kings  of  Austrasia, 
of  Soissons,  and  of  Orleans,  of  the 
first  race  of  French  kings,  those  of 
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the  kings  of  Aquitaine,  of  Oer- 
many,  and  of  Italy,  of  the  Second, 
and  tiiose  of  the  royal  Capetian 
line  of  France,  at  different  periods 
of  history,  are  to  be  found  duly  bla- 
zoned in  "  Le  Theatre  d'Honneur," 
a  work  published  at  Paris,  in  1620, 
by  Favyn.     Charles  YI.   restored 
to  the  scutcheon  of    France  the 
three      lilies,     first      borne      by 
Clovis ;  the  race  of  Pepin  having 
borne  the    azure  field,   senUe  des 
fiewn  de  ly»  satu  nombre,  which  were 
also  borne  by  the  House  of  Capet 
down  to  1389.     The  ancestors  of 
Pepin  le  Bref  bore  three  golden 
eagles  on  a  field  gules,     (diaries 
Martel  bore  gules,  six  eagles  or, 
with  a  chief  of  France  ;  that  is  to 
say,  an  azure  chief,  powdered  with 
fleur-de-lys.     Charlemagne  bore  a 
golden   eagle  on  an  azure  field. 
As  we   approach  the  ante-Carlo- 
vignian  times,   the  pages  of  the 
herald  are  as  bright  with  miracu- 
lous legend  as   are  those  of  the 
ecclesiastical  chronicles.    Whether 
the    predecessors  of    Clovis  bore 
**  or,  three  crapauds,  synople,  or 
sable;"    **  gules,    three    crapauds 
argent,"  or  **  argent,  three  crowns 
guies,"   is  matter  of  debate,  un- 
settled by  either  Favyn  or  Le  Pere 
Anselme,  whose  work,  **  Le  Palais 
de  L'Honneur,"  was  published  in 
1668.      No    less    than  three    su- 
pernatural signs  of  sanction   are 
recounted  as  gven  on  the  baptism 
of    Clovis.      The    Sainte    ampoule 
was    brought    from    heaven    by 
a  dove,   containing  the  sacred   oil 
that    was    used    to     anoint    the 
Kings    of  France,     from    Clovis 
to  Louis  XVI.     In  the  Revolution 
the  Sainte  ampoule    was    wilfully 
destroyed,  and  the  remains  of  the 
sacred  chrism  thrown  away,  though 
a  few  drops  are  said  to  have  been 
scraped  up  from  the  stone  on  which 
they  fell  by  the    piety  of  some 
faithful  servant  of  God    and    of 
the  King.     The  gift  of  this  golden 
amptUla,  which  was  used  by  St. 


Kemy,  at  Eheims,  in  496,  wa» 
commemorated  by  the  foundation 
of  the  kniffhtly  Order  of  the  Saint& 
Ampoule^  tne  cross  of  which  bore  a 
dove  carrying  the  sacred  vessel  in 
her  beak.  The  Lilies,  Sacrum 
Francorum  Siffnum,  were  brought 
from  Heaven  by  an  angel  on  the 
same  occasion.  Ztlia  ipsi  Chlodove^^ 
de  cosh  emissa  e  lapidei  acuta  hodiema 
die  sculpta  videntur,  are  the  word» 
of  an  old  Tractatua  de  Flammula,. 
aive  de  vexillo  S.  DUmyaiy  vel  de  ar^ 
iphla,  vel  de  auriflamtna,  in  the 
Libraria  Borbonica  at  Naples. 
Apud  Francos,  says  the  writer,, 
Chlodoveo  Begif  aqua  fontis  eacri 
lavato,  Deum  a  coelo  per  angehs  iuos 
vexillum  misisae  vox  eommunia  eat. 
The  lilies  were  mysteriously  con- 
nected, by  the  words  recorded  in 
the  Gospel,  with  the  Salic  law. 

Ecce  campi  lilia ! 
Serta  non  similia 

Gingit  Bex  in  gloria  ; 

Laborare,  nere, 
Nunquam  didicere, 

Dicitur  historia. 

**  They  neither  toil  nor  spin,"  were 
the  prophetic  words.  They  toil 
not — the  lily  crown  cannot  fall  to 
the  ignoble ;  they  spin  not — it  can- 
not fall  to  the  spindle,  or  descend 
out  of  the  direct  male  line.  Such 
was  the  doctrine  that  the  French 
herald  opposed  to  that  which 
Shakespeare  has  with  admirable 
fidelity  put  into  the  mouth  of  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  in  sup- 
port of  the  pretence  of  the  great 
English  king  to  the  throne  of 
France. 

As  to  the  Oriflamme,  there  has 
even  been  dispute  as  to  its  colour. 
The  Tractatua  de  Flammula  says, 
ex  auro  et  purpura  compoaitum  eat. 
According  to  Moreri  it  was  the 
Etendard  de  VAhhaye  de  St.  Detiia, 
en  forme  de  hanniere  ancisnneavec  troi% 
queuea ;  fait  d'un  etoffe  de  aoye  de 
couleur  d'or  et  de  feu,  lea  houpea 
vert,  aana  frangea  d^or.  In  thia 
guise  it  was  borne  in  the  arms  of 
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Auvergne.    It  no  doubt  resembled 
those  hangings  of  the  Chapel  for 
the  Chapter    of    the   St.   Esprit, 
which  are  yet  to  be  seen  in  the 
Louvre,  of  ciimson  sprinkled  with 
golden  tongues  of  Hame.       The 
Signifer  JEccUsia  was  originally  the 
Comte  de  Pontoise,  or  du  Vexin, 
Protecteur    de   L'Abbaye  de   St. 
Denis.  Louis  VII.,  '*  Le  Gros,"  was 
the  first  king  of  France,  who,  in  his 
quality  of  Comte  du  Vexin,  had  the 
oriflamme  borne  before  him,  in  1 1 24, 
against     the     English     and    the 
Flemish.  It  is  said,  however,  to  have 
been  used  by  Eobert  the  Pious,  in 
997.  In  1214  it  was  raised  by  Philip 
Augustus  at  the  battle  of  Bovines. 
In  1145  it  was  borne  before  Louis 
VTI.  in  his  voyage  to  the  East,  and 
under  Louis 'VEII.,  in  1226,  against 
the  Albigenses.    Saint  Louis  raised 
it  in  1242  against  Henry,  King  of 
England,  and  had  it  borne  in  his 
voyages  to  the  Holy  Land ;    but 
before  his  death  it  is  said  Hex  ipse 
flammulam    S,     Dionysii      antistiti 
reddidit.      Philippe  le  Hardi  boie 
it  in  1276  against  Alfonso  of  Cas- 
tillo;   Philippe    le  Bel,   in    1304, 
raised  it  at  the  battle  of  Mons  en 
Puelle,  at  which  the  standard— or 
its  counterfeit — was  lost.     Under 
Louis   Hutin  and   Charles  V.  the 
nobles  chosen    to  the  honourable 
office  oi parte  oriflamme  are  known. 
Under  Charles  VI.,  in  1381,  that 
dignity    was    held   by   Pierre   de 
Vuliers,  Seigileur  de  I'IsleAdam, 
Grand  Maitre  d' Hotel  de  France. 
Pierre  d^Aumont  is  mentioned  as 
garde    oriflamme    from      1397     to 
1412,  and  the  Sire  de  Montmor,  a 
cadet  of  the  house  of  Keignier,  in 
1418.     On  the  capture  of  Harfleur 
by  the   English,  in  1414,  the  ori- 
flamme was  unfurled.     After  this 
the  banner  of    St.   Denis   is  not 
mentioned  as  being  used  as  a  royal 
standard,  the  cornette  blanche  having 
been  introduced  by  Charles  VTI. 
It    is    said  to  have  been  in   the 
treasury  of  St.  Denis  from  1534  to 


1594  ;  but  Louis  d'Harcourt,  Mar- 
quis de  Thoury,  in  virtue  of  af  emale^ 
representative  descent  f  rom  Villiera 
de  risle  Adam,     is    called  garden 
oriflamme     in    1577.       Marie    de 
Brouilly,   demoiselle    de  Piennes^ 
daughter  and  sole  heiress  of  Gil- 
lone,  heiress  of  the  Marquis  de 
Thoury  and  of  the  elder  branch  of 
the  House  of  Harcourt,  married 
Henri      Keignier,      Marquis    de 
Guerchy,  the  head  of  the  House 
of  which  the  Sire  de  Montmor  was 
a  cadet,   at  Saint    Fargeau,    the 
residence   of    La    Grande    Made- 
moiselle,   in    1654.     The  Marquis- 
Henri,   who    was  son  of  Claude 
Peignier,    second    of    the    name. 
Baron  de  Guerchy,  and  Julie  de- 
Brichanteau   (through  whom  the 
Marquisate  of  Nangis  finally  came 
to  his  descendants),  bore,  among- 
the  forty-nine  quarterings  of  hiS" 
pennon,   the  arms  of  France,   of 
Anjou,  of  Sicily,  of  Gastille,  and 
of  England.     He  traced  a  lineal 
descent  to  eight  sons  of  France — 
sons  of    six    different  kings ;    to> 
Stephen    and    William  the  Con- 
queror of  England ;  to  Ferdinand 
III.,    King    of    Castille,   and    to 
Eustace  of  Boulogne,  brother  of 
Godfrey  and  Baldwin  de  Boulogne, 
Kings  of  Jerusalem.     His  great- 
uncle,  George  Reignier  de  Guerchy, 
Grand    Prior    of    France,   whose 
portrait  is  at  the  commencement 
of  this  article,  was  the  only  per- 
son not  of  royal  birth  who  held 
that   dignity  from  1563  to  1748. 
Jacqueline    de    Silly,     dame    de 
Dampierre   et   de    Saint    Agnan, 
the  mother  of  the  Grand  Prior, 
and  of  the  first  Claude  Reignier, 
was  a  descendant  and  co-heiress> 
of  Charles  Sire  D'Albret,  de  SuUi. 
et  de  Craon,  Comte  de  Dreux,  Con- 
stable   of     France,    who    fell    at 
Agincourt.     Thus    when    French 
history  closes  over  the  oriflanmie,. 
that    standard    is    left    imder    a 
guardianship  not  unfitting  the  his- 
toric importance  of  the  banner^ 
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In  that  fantastic  riot  of  intrigue 
which  is  now  called  French  politics, 
Henri,  fifth  of  the  name,  head  of 
the  House  of  France,  is  said  to  have 
lost  the  offer  of  a  momentary 
elevation  to  the  throne  of  his 
ancestors  by  refusine;  to  renounce 
the  camette  blanche,  introduced  by 
the  Maid  of  Orleans,  in  favour  of 
the  revolutionary  tricolor,  which 
had  been  invented  by  adding  the 
white  of  the  City  of  Pans  to 
the  blue  and  red  liveries  of  the 
Bourbons. 

VI. 
The  favourite  ground  of  the 
herald  is  the  heraldry  of  France, 
which  has  a  national  and  chival- 
rous character  special  to  itself. 
Few  or  none  of  the  great  old 
Houses  of  France  trace  their  descent 
to  a  period  less  remote  than  the 
tenth  century,  when  names  first 
began  to  be  hereditary,  and  when 
the  great  chateaux  of  the  noblesse 
began  to  be.reared.  Only  one  Irish, 
and  three  English,  peerages  exist 
which  date  as  early  as  the  reign  of 
St.  Louis.  Of  these  the  Irish  barony 
-of  Kingsaleisheldby  aDe  Courcy, 
and  bears  date  in  1181.  Of  the 
three  English  baronies  only  one, 
that  of  De  Ros,  has  fallen  from 
lance  to  lance,  the  patronymic  being 
still  the  same  as  the  title.  By  the 
same  date,  in  France,  though  what 
was  called  the  peerage  was  still 
confined  to  the  original  nvmiber  of 
six  spiritual  and  six  temporal 
peers,  (the  former  being  the  pre- 
prelates*  of  Rheims,  Langres, 
Beauvais,  Laon,  Chartres,  and 
Noyon,  and  the  latter  the  Dukes  of 
Aquitaine,  Burgundy,  and  Nor- 
mandy, the  Counts  of  Toulouse, 
Champagne,  and  Flanders;)  the 
great  Seigneurs,  or  Sires  as  they 
were  called,  had  attained  such 
power    and    dignity     that    their 


heiresses    were    eagerly     sought 
by  the  monarchs   for   the  brides 
of  their  sons.     They  thus  became 
ancestresses  of    Koyal    lines,    as 
in  the  case   of    Beatrix,    heiress 
of  Bourbon,  who  was  married  by 
Robert  of  France,  seventh  son  of 
King  Saint  Louis,  the  source  of  the 
Royal    House  of  Bourbon.       In 
fact     what     Shakespeare    justly 
calls  the   *•  almost  kingly   duke- 
doms "    of     France    were    semi- 
independent  though  minor  sove- 
reignties, to  which  we  can  shew 
no  parallel  in  England,  unless  it 
be  the  kingdom  of  Man,  since  the 
subjugation  of  Wales.     The  King 
of  England  himself,  as  Duke  of 
Normandy,  was  a  peer  of  France 
and  as  such  was  summoned  to  do 
homage  to    his   suzerain.       This 
interposition  of  the  imperial  peer- 
age between  the  crown  and  the 
freat  territorial  lords,  gave  to  the 
evelopment  of  the  feudal  system 
in  France  a  character  entirely  dis- 
tinct from  that  which  it  assumed 
in  England,    where  the  cadets  of 
the   noble  Norman   families  who 
followed  Duke  William  arranged 
their  new  homages  directly  with 
the     King.       The    first    peerage 
created  in  France  after  the  date  of 
the  twelve  peers  of  Charlemagne 
was  the  Duchy  of  Bretagne  (long 
an      independent       sovereignty), 
created  by  PhiHp   IV.   in    1297. 
The  title  of  Prince  of  Wales  was 
given  to  the  heir  of  the  crown  of 
England  in  1301.    The  first  extant 
English  dukedom,  that  of  Norfolk, 
dates  in  1483 ;  the  first  marquisate, 
Winchester,  in  1551  ;  the  Earldom 
of  Shrewsbury,  the  premier  earl- 
dom, in  1442;  the  premier  viscounty, 
Hereford,  in  1 549 ;  and  the  premier 
barony,  De  Ros,  in  1264.     By  the 
year  1390,  including  the  Duke  of 
Bretagne,  21  peers  had  been  created 


*  The  titles  were,  the  Duke- Archbishop  of  Rheims,  the  Dnke-Bishops  of  Laon 
and  Langres,  and  the  Connt-Biahops  of  Beauvais,  Chartres,  and  Noyon. 
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in  France.  The  fifteenth  century 
added  13,  the  sixteenth,  38,  the 
seventeenth,  55.  The  era  of  the 
duchy  peerages,  limited  to  descent 
in  the  male  line,  on  the  maintenance 
of  the  privileges  of  which  the  Duke 
de  Saint  Simon  (a  duke  of  1635, 
though  a  descendant  of  the  Carlo- 
yignian  kings)  prophetically  fore- 
saw that  the  stability  of  the 
Prench  monarchy  depended,  com- 
menced with  the  creation  of  the 
Duchy  of  Valentinois  in  1499.  The 
erection  of  estates  of  a  certain  mag- 
nitude into  marquisates,  which  was 
carried  out  under  Louis  XIY.,  did 
not  add  to  the  peerage  of  France, 
properly  so  called.  The  English 
peerages  of  earlier  date  than  the 
accession  of  Queen  Mary  are  55  in 
number.  But  the  mode  in  which 
the  nominal  degrees  of  the  peerage 
were  regarded  in  the  two  countries 
was  altogether  different.  No 
increase  of  dignity  could  be 
felt  by  the  head  of  the  house  of 
De  Montmorenci  or  of  D*  Albret  on 
receiving  the  patents  of  their  duchy 
peerages,  in  1551  and  1556.  Mont- 
morenci still  traced  back  his  descent 
from  father  to  son  to  the  marriage 
of  Bouchard  de  Montmorenci  with 
Hildegarde,  daughter  of  Thibaud, 
Comte  de  Chartres,  in  955 ;  and 
D'Albret  to  Amanieu  Sire  d^Albret 
in  1050.  What  could  the  sign 
manual  of  Henri  de  Valois  add  to 
such  titles  as  these?  It  was  to 
the  Constable  de  Montmorenci  that 
the  sons  of  Henri  II.  were  chiefly 
indebted  for  maintaining  their  seat 
on  the  throne  of  France ;  and  it  was 
the  Sire  d'Albret  (which  line  had 
fallen  to  the  distaff,  and,  together 
with  the  kingdom  of  Navarre,  was 
represented  by  Henri  de  Bourbon) 
who  replaced  the  last  Valois  on 
that  throne. 

The  Duke  de  Saint  Simon  was 
unquestionably  right  in  his  view 
that  in  the  maintenance  of  the 
privileges  of  the  peers,  as  a  dis- 
tinct order,  was  to  be  found  the 


only  safeguard  against  that  gradual 
degradation  of  the  noblesse  by  the 
exercise  of  the  arbitrary  power  of 
the  Crown,  which  was  carried  to 
80  destructive  an  extent  by  Louis 
XTV.  It  was  this  which  rendered 
possible  the  utter  collapse  of 
society  before  the  fury  of  the 
Beign  of  Terror.  The  estab- 
lishment, from  the  time  of  King 
John,  of  the  ri^ts  of  the 
baronial  peerage  in  England,  gave 
an  element  of  stability  to  the 
growth  of  the  English  Constitu* 
tion,  which  it  was  too  late  to 
attempt  to  establish  by  a  new 
peerage  in  France  in  the  16th 
centuiy.  The  element  of  the 
independence  of  the  nobles,  essen- 
tial as  it  is  to  the  freedom  and 
stability  of  a  state,  was  the  one 
object  which,  during  his  long 
reign,  Louis  XIV.  most  sedulously 
laboured  to  destroy.  Even  his- 
bitter  persecution  of  the  Huguenots 
was  rather  whetted  against  those 
gentlemen  who  did  not  think  the 
King's  religion  good  enough  for 
them,  than  prompted  by  any  really 
ecclesiastical  motives.  Again,  in 
the  duchy-peerage  of  the  16th 
and  17th  centuries,  the  episcopal 
element,  which  had  formed  half 
of  the  peerage  of  Charlemagne, 
was  absent.  The  interests  and 
power  of  the  Church  were  thus, 
dissociated  from  those  of  the 
nohkssef  and  the  House  of  ducal 
Peers  never  rose  to  the  dignity 
of  a  senate.  The  struggles  of 
the  cardinals,  of  the  prmces  of 
the  blood,  and  Anally  of  the  bas- 
tards, for  precedence  in  the  House 
of  Peers  were  thus  seen,  by  Saint 
Simon,  in  their  true  light,  as- 
sources  of  danger  to  the  country. 
The  insolent  and  audacious  inde- 
pendence of  the  high  noblesse  had 
risen  to  such  a  pitch  by  the  time 
of  Louis  XI.  that  that  astute 
monarch  saw  the  need  of  a  vi&^orous- 
policy- of  repression,  in  the  absence^ 
of  which  the  Boyal  power  woiild 
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Lave  been  gradually  obliterated. 
But  the  pursual  of  tJus  policy 
until  the  entire  territorial  noblesse 
-was  either  extinguished  by  poverty, 
or  converted  into  the  mere  para- 
phernalia of  the  Court,  was  a  more 
irreparable  evil  to  the  countiy 
than  even  that  petty  tyranny  which 
was  thus  swallowed  up  by  the 
master  tyranny  of  the  lung. 

The  heraldry  of  France  tells  the 
iale  of  the  great  slaughter  of 
nobles  at  Agmcourt  in  unmis- 
takable languag( 


This  note  doth  tell  me  of  ten  thou- 
sand men 

That  on  the  field  lie  slain ;  of 
princes,  in  this  number, 

And  nobles  bearing  banners,  there 
lie  dead 

One  hundred  twenty-six  ;  added  to 
these 

Eight  thousand  and  four  hundred  ; 
of  the  which 

Five  hundred  were  but  yesterday 
dabbed  knights. 

Se  that,  in  these  ten  thousand  they 
have  lost, 

There  are  but  sixteen  hundred  mer- 
cenaries ; 

The  rest  are  princes,  barons,  lords, 
knights,  squires, 

And  gentlemen  of  blood  and 
quality. 

Down  to  the  date  of  Agincourt, 
the  patronymic  and  the  territorial 
designation  were  as  a  rule  the 
same.  The  head  of  a  family  was 
simply  called  by  his  Christian 
name  and  by  that  of  his  estate. 
But  after  1415  we  find  the  family 
name  generally  specified,  while 
for  the  most  part  it  is  different 
from  tl»*ierritorial  designation  ;  a 
mark  of  the  g^eat  number  of  male 
descents  that  were  terminated  by 
the  slaughter  of  that  fatal  field. 
In  many  instances  the  last  lance  of 
a  family  was  broken  at  Agincourt. 
In  some,  confiscation  of  property 
from  infant  heirs  occurred.  Thus 
when  Gui,  sixth  of  the  name, 
Seigneur  of  Roche  Qnyon,  fell,  he 
left  an  infant  son  and  daughter. 


Henry  V.,  King  of  En^and, 
demanded  the  homage  of  Dame 
Perette,  widow  of  Gui,  a  daughter 
of  Bureau  de  la  Riviere.  This  lady 
refused  to  hold  her  castle  and  lands 
at  the  price  of  acknowledging  an 
usurper.  The  estate  was  confis- 
cated by  Henry  in  1419,  and  Dame 
Perette  wandered  into  exile  with 
her  two  infants.  On  the  expulsion 
of  the  English,  the  little  boy  re- 
turned to  ms  castle,  as  Gui,  seventh 
of  the  name.  He  was  the  last  male 
of  the  line,  and  his  only  daughter, 
Marie,  carried  the  estate  to  her 
husband,  Bertin  de  Silly,  in  her 
right  Seigneur  de  Roche  Guyon. 
This  is  an  example  of  the  mode  in 
which  the  difference  between  pa- 
tronymic and  territorial  designa- 
tion so  frequently  originated  in 
the  fifteenth  century. 

VII. 

The  honourable  ordinaries  have 
been  regarded  by  some  heralds  as 
significant  of  different  portions  of 
the  panoply  or  of  the  attire  of  the 
knight.  Tlius  the  chief  has  been 
said  to  represent  the  helmet,  the 
f  ess  the  military  girdle,  the  bend 
the  baldric  or  sword  belt,  the  pale 
the  lance,  and  the  chevron  the 
saddle.  It  may,  however,  well  be 
doubted  whether  these  supposed 
resemblances  are  more  than  imagi- 
nar3\  The  cross  and  the  saltire, 
which  form  ordinaries  of  the  same 
group  as  those  above  enumerated, 
cannot  be  referred  to  the  same 
symbolism.  Nor  is  there  any 
heraldic  tradition  known  which 
associates  the  ordinaries  with  mili- 
tary events,  in  such  a  manner  as 
the  barry  coats  of  the  De  Chatillon, 
the  De  Coney,  and  the  De  Longue- 
val,  the  alerions  of  De  Montmo- 
renci,  or  the  chains  of  D'Albret, 
are  attributed  to  the  conmiemora- 
tion  of  famous  fights.  With 
regard  to  some  of  the  bearings  of 
a  secondary  nature,  this  hierogly- 
phic sig^nificance  is  more  probaole. 
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Thusbesants  are  said  to  indicate 
the  sovereign  right  to  coin  money; 
^nd  the  six  besants  borne  by  the 
Dukes  of  Aqnitaine  are  cited  in 
support  of  this  view.  Billets  are 
said  to  signify  castles ;  tourteaux, 
bread  of  munition;  fusees,  patience ; 
the  bordure,  protection.  Some- 
times the  minor  charges  are  asso- 
<;iated  with  distinct  family  tradi- 
tions, as  in  the  case  of  the  chabots, 
or  bull-heads,  borne  by  the  noble 
House  of  that  name,  in  commemo- 
ration of  a  sie^e  when  the  defenders 
were  reduced  to  support  life  on 
that  insignificant  fish.  The  thirteen 
crutch-shaped  pieces  which  accom- 
pany the  bend  and  cottices  of  the 
arms  of  Champagne  are  said  to  be 
intended  to  signify  the  13  chate- 
lenies  into  which  that  ancient 
county  was  divided.  But  charges 
of  this  kind  usually  originate 
within  historic  dates,  and  have 
little  resemblance  to  the  simple 
and  noble  divisions  and  ordinaries 
of  the  most  ancient  coats.  The 
•chain  was  imposed  on  the  gules 
scutcheon  of  D'Albret  in  1212,  and 
the  (;oat  thus  charged  was  borne 
by  Henri  the  Fourth  in  a  separate 
shield,  under  the  crown  of  France, 
side  by  side  with  the  scutcheon  of 
the  lilies,  as  King  of  France  and 
Navarre,  before  the  union  of  the 
kingdoms.  It  is  probably  more 
accurate  to  regard  the  ancient 
ordinaries  as  originally  means  for 
the  regulation  of  the  bearing  of 
tinctures,  and  as  the  first  step  in 
complexity  of  armorial  bearings 
from  the  simple  division  of  the 
•coat. 

The  imports  of  the  several 
heraldic  metals  and  tinctures  are 
described  by  the  ancient  French 
writers.  Much  is  to  be  found  on 
this  sub]  ect  in  "  Le Palais de L'Hon- 
neur ''  of  the  P^re  Anselme.  The 
.association  of  the  heraldic  colours 
with  the  planets,  to  such  a  degree 
that  the  names  of  the  planets  were 
3.t  times  used,  in  blazoning  the 


arms  of  sovereign  princes,  to  denote 
the  tinctures,  g^ves  weight  to  the 
attribution  in  question.  The  chief 
symbolisations  of  the  tinctures 
were  as  follows  : — 

Or,  gold,  in  the  language  of 
heraldry,  Sol,  the  sun,  in  the  coats 
of  princes,  topaz  in  those  of  g^eat 
nobles,  which  is  represented  graphi- 
cally by  dots  over  the  suitace  of 
the  field,  sjonbolised  faith,  justice, 
charity,  honesty,  prosperity,  con- 
stancy, or  wealth. 

Argent,  silver;  Luna,  the  moon, 
on  royal  coats ;  pearl,  as  a  gem ; 
a  white  field;  signifies  purity, 
hope,  truth,  conscience,  beauty, 
gentility,  frankness,  and  candour. 

Azure,  blue,  the  colour  of  the 
planet  Jupiter,  and  of  the  gem 
sapphire,  signifies  chastity,  loyalty, 
fidelity,  and  good  repute.  It  is 
denoted  by  the  engraver  by  parallel 
horizontal  lines. 

Gules,  red,  the  colour  of  the 
planet  Mars,  and  of  ruby  among^ 
gems,  signifies  love,  valour,  hardi- 
hood, courage,  and  generosity.  It 
is  denoted  by  vertical  lines. 

Sable,  black,  the  colour  of  Saturn 
among  planets,  and  of  diamond 
among  gems,  denotes  prudence, 
wisiom,  and  constancy  in  adver- 
sity and  in  sorrow.  It  is  denoted 
by  vertical,  crossed  by  horizontal, 
lines. 

Vert  or  synople,  eT©©n,  the 
colour  of  the  planet  Venus,  and 
of  the  emerald,  is  held  to  denote 
courtesy,  civility,  love,  joy,  and 
abundance.  It  is  denoted  by 
diagonal  lines  drawn  from  left 
above  to  right  below. 

Purpure  or  purple,  a  rare  and 
probably  a  lately  introduced  heral- 
dic colour,  has  no  planetary 
equivalent.  It  is  held  to  denote 
devotion,  temperance,  liberality, 
and  (as  the  colour  of  the  imperial 
robe)  sovereign  authority.  It  is 
denoted  by  diagonal  lines,  in  the 
opposite  direction  to  those  signi- 
fying vert. 
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Ermine  denotes  purity,  chastity, 
and  immaculate  honour.  The  er- 
mine shield,  plein,  or  uncharged, 
■with  the  motto,  '*  Malo  mori  quam 
foedari,"  was  assimied  by  Jean  V., 
dit  le  Vaillant,  Due  de  Bretagne, 
in  1255. 

The  arms  of  the  temporal  peers 
of  France  are  good  examples  of 
early  heraldry.  They  were  as 
follows : — 

The  Duke  of  Burgundy,  which 
(before  the  legacy  of  the  lordship 
of  the  Dauphm  of  Auvergne  to  the 
Eling  of  France  gave  the  title  of 
that  noble  to  the  heir  of  the 
throne)  was  the  first  title  borne  by 
a  French  subject,  bore  bendy  of 
six  pieces,  azure  and  or.  This 
very  ancient  coat  is  still  worn,  by 
descent,  amone  the  quarterings  of 
the  Emperor  of  Austria,  and  of  the 
King  of  the  Two  Sicilies.  The 
Dukes  of  Burgundy  of  the  second 
line,  originating  in  Philippe  le 
Hardi,  son  of  Charles  V.,  King  of 
France,  bore  the  lilies  of  France 
within  a  bordure  compony  (or 
composed  of  alternate  squares)  of 
argent  and  gules. 

The  Duke  of  Normandy  bore 
two  lions,  or,  on  a  field  gules.  In 
ancient  heraldry  the  posture  of 
the  animal  borne  was  not  distin- 
guished. William  the  Conqueror, 
Duke  of  Normandy,neither  changed 
nor  augmented  his  arms  on  the  con- 
quest of  England ;  and  the  arms  of 
Normandy  alone  were  borne  by 
the  Kings  of  England  and  Dukes 
of  Normandy  down  to  the  time  of 
Henry  II.,  who  is  said  to  have 
added  the  third  lion  on  his  mar- 
riage with  Eleanor,  Duchess  of 
Aquitaine,  in  virtue  of  her  territorial 
rights.  Three  lions  have  since  been 
borne  by  the  successive  English 
sovereigns  ;  and  have  been  quar- 
tered with  the  arms  of  Scotland, 
of  Ireland,  of  France,  in  virtue  of 
the  claims  long  urged  to  the  French 
succession,  and,under  the  Kings  of 
the  House  of  Ouelph,  with  those  of 


their  German  dominions.  The  lions 
of  England  (which  some  heralds, 
assert  to  be  leopards,  on  the  sup- 
posed  ground  that  only  one  lion  can 
be  borne  on  a  field,  unless  two  are 
represented  fighting)  are  now  bla- 
zoned as  passant  ^ardant.  The- 
arms  borne  by  Edward  the  Con- 
fessor, and  not  adopted  by  Duke 
William,  a  cross  molinee  between 
five  merlets,  are  preserved  in  the 
scutcheon  of  the  Abbey  of  West- 
minster, and  afford  a  very  authentic 
example  of  coat  armour  more- 
ancient  than  the  crusades. 

The  Duke  of  Aquitaine  bore 
azure  under  a  chief  or,  six  besants, 
argent.  In  English  heraldry  the 
besants  are  termed  plates.  The 
arms  of  Aquitaine  do  not  appear 
to  have  been  assumed  by  the  kings, 
of  either  France  or  England  on 
their  successive  marriages  with  the 
same  Duchess  Eleanor,  nor  are  they 
borne  in  subsequent  heraldry. 
The  House  of  Reignier,  which  was 
allied  to  the  Dukes  of  Aquitaine, 
bears  the  besants  without  the 
chief. 

The  Count  of  Toulouse  bore  one 
of  the  most  curiously  conventional- 
ised forms  of  cross  known  to  the 
herald.  His  arms  are  described  as 
gules  d  la  croix  pattee^  vuidecj  or, 
pommetUe  argent.  The  bearing, 
of  which  we  give  a  cut,  was- 
the  skeleton  or  outline  of  a  cur- 
vilinear cross,  with  three  silver 
besants,  or  apples,  on  the  end  of 
each  limb.  These  were  said  to 
represent  the  twelve  apostles. 
That  the  Cross  of  Toulouso 
was  older  than  the  first  crusade 
appears  from  the  fact  that  the 
Papal  Legate,  Adhemar  Viscount 
de  Lombes,  Bishop  of  Puy,  bore 
partif  France  and  Toulouse. 

The  Count  of  Flanders  bore  Or, 
a  lion  sable ;  a  bearing  which 
has  descended  to  the  Imperial 
House  of  Austria,  andtotheEoyal 
House  of  the  two  Sicilies. 

The  Count  of  Champagne  bore^ 
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:aziire,  a  bend  or,  accompanied  by 
two  pairs  of  cottices,  charged  with, 
thirteen  pieces  potencees,  argent ; 
the  symbols,  as  before  said,  of  the 
thirteen  chatellenies  of  the  county. 
It  should  be  remarked  that  Stephen 
de  Champagne  Blois,  King  of  Eng- 
land, appears  to  have  borne  as 
4urms  of  his  own  selection  three 
•centaurs,  which  are  even  now  to 
be  found  on  the  tiles  of  the  Chap- 
ter House  of  Westminster,  instead 
of  those  of  either  his  maternal 
ancestor,  the  Duke  of  Normandy 
and  King  of  England,  those  of 
Ohampagne,  or  those  of  Boulogne. 

vm. 

One      striking     peculiarity    of 
French  heraldry  is  the  simplicity 
of  the  bearings,  coupled  with  the 
great  antiquity  of  their  origin.     In 
the  heraldry  of  all  countries,  when 
a  family  becomes  extinct  in  the 
male  line,  leaving  a  daughter  as 
heiress,  the  husband  of  such  an 
heiress  bears  the  arms  of  her  House 
in  a  small  shield,  called  a  scutcheon 
of  pretence,  in  the  middle  of  his 
own  coat  of  arms.     The  children 
of   such   a  marriage   quarter  the 
arms  of  both  parents ;    unless,  as 
sometimes  happens,  it  be  arranged 
in  the  settlement  that  the  first  child 
-shall  carry  on  the  representation 
of  one  House,  and  the  second  that 
of  another.     In  the  course  of  600 
or  800  years,  some  Houses,  by  con- 
tinually marrying  heiresses,  have 
accimiulated  quarterings.  The  most 
famous,  if  not  absolutely  the  most 
<Jomplicated,  coat  of  arms  thus  pro- 
duced, is  that  of  the  Emperor  of 
Austria.     So  remarkable  was  the 
fortune  of  that  House  in  this  re- 
spect that    it    is    commemorated 
by  the  old  line, 

■**  Stent  alii  gladiOf  tu,  Jelix  Atistiia, 
ntt6e." 

The  Emperor  Francis  Joseph 
bears  sixty-six  quarterings  on  his 
scutcheon,   which  is  divided  into 


nine  grand  quarters,  six  of  which 
bear  scutcheons  of  pretence.  The 
centre  quarter  contains  the  three 
coats  of  Hapsburg,  Austria,  and 
Lorraine.  A  French  prince  would 
have  borne  the  arms  of  Austria 
alone,  viz.,  gules,  a  fess  argent. 

In     French  heraldry   the    rule 
has   prevailed    from    the   earliest 
times  that  the  head  of  the  House 
bore  on  his  scutcheon  the  original 
arms  of  his  line   alone,  wimout 
charges  or  quarterings.     The  ap- 
pearance of  these  on  the  shield 
denoted  a  younger  son.     In  Eng- 
land a  special  charge,  or  difference, 
is  attributed  to  each  son ;  the  first 
bearing  what  is  called  a  label  on 
his  paternal  coat,   the   second  a 
crescent,  and  so  on  for  as  many  as 
nine  sons.    In  France  the  distinc- 
tions of  the  younger  sons,  if  they  es- 
tablished lineagesof  theirown,  were 
more  arbitrary.    Labels  of  three, 
four,   or  five  points  were  borne; 
bordures  were  introduced ;  or  the 
quartering  of  maternal  arms  was 
adopted.      What  was   called  the 
pennon,  indeed,  was  also  carried 
by  the  great  families,  and  contained 
all  the  quarterings  to  which  they 
were  entitled.     But  the  scutcheon^ 
as  before  said,    was  simple,  and 
for  the  most  part  imaccompanied 
by    either    crest,    supporters,    or 
motto;  which  accompaniments,  since 
the  14th  century,  have  been  always 
borne  by  English  peers.  The  French 
nobles  sometimes  adopted  a  erif  or 
war  cry,  which  was  borne  over, 
and  not  under,  the  arms.     Some- 
times these  eris  are  of  great  anti- 
quity and  significance,  as  in  the 
case   of  the  proud  invocation  of 
the  De  Montmorenci.     Sometimes 
several  nobles  had  the  same  eri, 
indicating    the     crusading     chief 
under  whom  they  sailed  to  Pales- 
tine. Thus  some  of  the  oldest  nobles 
in  Languedoc    had  the  common 
eri   '*Tolose,"  as  the  companions 
of  the  Count  of  Toulouse   to  the 
Holy  Land.     Qodefridus  mihi  dedit 
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is  a  crusading  m  belonging  to  the 
family  of  Thomas.  Fert,  fertj  fert, 
is  the  eri  of  the  House  of  Savoy, 
from  the  time  of  Count  Amadeus, 
the  defender  of  Ehodes.  It  is  said 
to  indicate  the  words  Fortitudo  efw 
Rhodum  tmuit.  The  Dukes  of 
CKiise,  younger  members  of  the 
House  of  Lorraine,  bore  a 
shield  of  eight  quarters,  with 
Lorraine  on  a  scutcheon  of  pre- 
tence. The  Duke  de  Merceur, 
another  cadet  of  this  great  house, 
bore  the  same  arms  with  a  blue 
label  oyer  all.  The  Duke  de 
Mayenne,  yet  another  cadet  of  the 
same  house,  quartered  the  nine 
bearings  of  Guise  with  the  arms 
of  Bretagne,  Este,  and  France. 
The  Duke  of  Chevi^ouse,  still  a 
younger  branch,  quartered  Lor- 
raine as  before  with  a  piece  con- 
taining six  minor  quarters,  Albret 
in  the  first  and  fifth,  La  Mark  in 
the  second  and  sixth,  and  Bur- 
gundy in  the  third  and  fourth. 

IX. 

Twenty-five  regal  and  royal 
lines  descended  from  Hugh  Capet, 
and  may  be  traced  from  father  to 
son  through  the  course  of  the 
history  of  France.  The  more 
ancient  the  establishment  of  each 
such  line,  where  a  representative 
yet  exists,  the  more  distant  is  the 
affinity  from  the  actual  head  of  the 
House  of  France.  The  direct  line 
of  the  Capetian  kings  came  down 
from  lance  to  lance  through  14 
descents  to  the  infant  Jean  1.;  the 
male  line  ending,  as  has  been  the 
case  with  so  many  royal  lines,  with 
the  succession  of  three  brothers  to 
the  throne. 

Under  the  Salic  law,  then  for 
the  first  time  enforced  in  the 
House  of  Capet,  the  kingdom  of 
France,  on  the  death  of  Charles 
rV.  without  a  son,  devolved  on 
Philip,  Count  of  Yalois,  son  of 
Charles,  Count  of  Yalois,  third  son 
of  King  PhiHp  m.     But  the  king- 


dom of  Navarre,  which  had  been 
assimied  by  Philip  IV.  of  France, 
in  right  of  his  wife  Jeanne,  daughter 
and  heiress  of  Henri  le  Ghros,  King 
of  Navarre,  descended,  according 
to  the  ordinary  rule  of  heritage,  to* 
Jeanne,  daughter  of  King  Philip  Y. 
She  married  the  Comte  d'Evreuz, 
a  descendant  of  King  Philip  lU., 
and  the  kingdom  of  Nayarre, 
falling  to  the  spindle  successively 
in  the  houses  of  Evreux,  Foix,  and 
Albret,  descended  to  Anthony  of 
Bourbon,  under  the  crown  of  whose 
son  it  was  again  united  to  the  king- 
dom of  France.  **  By  the  whim 
marriage"  as  Shakespeare  remarks 
of  the   earlier  marriage  of  King 

PhiUp  n., 

The  line  of  Charles  the  Great 
Was  re-united    to    the    crown  of 
France. 

The  lines  that  branched  ironk 
the  original  stem  of  the  house  of 
Capet  were  as  follows : — 

( 1 )  The  line  of  Eobert  of  France, 
Duke  of  Burgundy,  son  of  King 
Robert  the  Pious,  which  endured 
for  ten  male  descents,  after  which 
the  Duchy  was  re-united  to  the 
crown  in  1361.  The  arms  of  Bur- 
gundy were  before  described. 

(2)  The  line  of  Henri  of  France, 
King  of  l*ortugal,  grandson  of 
King  Robert  the  Pious,  which  en- 
dured through  thirteen  male  des- 
cents to  the  year  1580. 

(3)  The  line  of  Fleury  of  France, 
son  of  King  Philip  I.  and  of  Ber- 
trade  of  Anjou.  Fleury  married 
the  heiress  of  Nangis,  and  the 
heritage  fell  to  the  spindle  through 
the  houses  of  Yenisy,  Britaut, 
Montmorenci,  Veres,  and  Brichan- 
teau,  to  Louis  Reignier,  Marquis 
of  Guerchy  and  of  Nangis,  in  1744. 

(4)  The  line  of  Robert  of  France, 
Comte  de  Dreux,  son  of  King  Louis 
VI.,  which  lasted  for  seven  male 
descents.  Pierre  de  Dreux,  grand- 
son of  Robert,  married  Alix  de 
Thenars,  heiress  of  Bretagne.  The 
dukedom  of  Bretagne  was  created 
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in  1297,  in  the  person  of  Jean  11., 
who  married  Beatrix  of  England, 
daughter  of  King  Henry  III.,  and 
was  temporarily  re-united  to  the 
Crown  of  France  by  the  marriage 
of  Anne,  heiress  of  Duke  Francis 
n.,  with  Charles  VIII.,  and  on 
his  death  with  Louis  XII. ;  and 
permanently  on  the  marriage  of 
Claude  of  France,  Duchess  of 
Bretagne,  with  King  Francis  I. 

(5)  The  line  of  Pierre  of  France, 
brother  of  Robert,  who  married 
the  heiress  of  Courtenay.  The 
line  endured  for  five  male  descents, 
giving  two  emperors  to  Constanti- 
nople. The  heiress,  the  Empress 
Catherine,  married  Charles,  Comte 
de  Valois.  The  arms  of  Courtenay 
are,  or,  three  tourteaux;  or  roundels 
gules. 

(6)  The  line  of  Eobert  of  France, 
Comte  D'Artois,  son  of  King  Louis 
Vm.,  endured  for  seven  male 
descents.  The  lieritage  passed 
through  Catherine,  daughter  of 
Robert  LEI.,  to  the  house  of  Pon- 
thieu,  and  thence  to  those  of 
Harcourt,  Brouilly,  and  Reignier. 
The  arms  of  Artois  were  those  of 
France,  charged  with  a  label  of 
three  points  gules,  each  point 
charged  with  three  castles,  or. 

(7)  The  line  of  Charles  of  France, 
Count  of  Anjou,  brother  of  the  last. 
King  of  Sicily,  endured  for  five 
male  descents,  and  attained  the 
throne  of  Hungary  by  the  mar- 
riage of  Charles  II.  with  Mary  of 
Himgary.  The  crown  fell  to  the 
spindle,  in  the  person  of  Mary, 
Queen  of  Hungary,  in  the  fifth 
descent.  Tlie  parallel  line  of 
the  Kings  of  Naples  ended  in 
the  person  of  Jeanne  I.,  Queen  of 
Naples,  and  wife  of  Andrew,  King 
of  Hungary;  andtliat  crown  was  be- 
queathed by  that  j)rincess  to  Louis 
of  Anjou,  founder  of  the  third 
House  of  that  name,  second  son  of 
John,  King  of  Franco.  The  arms 
of  Charles,  Comte  1)' Anjou,  were 
France,  with  a  bordure  gules. 


(8)  The  line  ofRobert  of  Prance, 
Comte  de  Clermont,  son  of  St. 
Louis,  who  married  the  heiress  of 
Rourbon,  and  is  represented,  in 
the  nineteenth  generation,  by 
Henri  of  France,  fifth  of  the 
name,  now  called  the  Comte  de 
Chambord.  Arms,  France,  op- 
pressed with  a  bend  gules,  until 
the  time  of  Henri  Iv.,  Ring  of 
France,  when  the  bend  was 
removed. 

(9)  The  line  of  Charles  of  France, 
Comte  de  Valois,  son  of  King  Philip 
m.,  which  in  the  second  descent 
was  called  to  the  throne.  The 
arms  of  Valois  were  those  of 
France,  within  a  bordure  gules, 
being  the  same  as  those  previously 
borne  by  Charles,  Comte  D' Anjou. 

(10)  The  line  of  Jeanne  of  France, 
Queen  of  Navarre,  daughter  of 
King  Louis  X.,  which  imited  the 
following  line. 

(11)  The  line  of  Louis  of  France, 
Comte  d'Evreux,  brother  of  Charles 
of  Valois,  which,  as  before  men- 
tioned, obtained  the  kingdom  of 
Navarre.  Arms,  France,  within  a 
bordure  compony,  argent  and 
gules. 

(12)  The  line  of  Charles,  Comte 
d'Alen^on,  son  of  Charles  de  Valois, 
the  heritage  of  which  fell  to  the 
House  of  Bourbon ;  the  male  lina 
ending  in  1525.  Arms,  France, 
with  a  bordure  g^es,  charged  with 
8  besants,  or. 

The  representation  of  the  male 
line  of  St.  Louis,  and  the  inherit- 
ance of  the  crown  of  France 
fell,  on  the  death  of  Charles 
rV.,  as  before  mentioned,  to 
(13)  Philip  VI.,  grandson  of  Eling 
Philip  ni.  The  crown  fell  from 
lance  to  lance  for  six  descents, 
which  ended  in  the  person  of 
Charles  VUI.,  in  1498.  The 
next  male  heir  of  the  line  was 
Louis  XTT.,  (14)  son  of  Charles, 
and  grandson  of  Louis,  Duke 
of  Orleans,  son  of  King  Charles  V. 
Loids  XII.,  leaving  at  his  death 
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only  two  daughters,  Claude, 
Duchess  of  Bretagne,  and  after- 
wards Queen  of  France,  and 
Renee,  Duchess  of  Lorraine, 
the  crown  descended  to  (15) 
Francis,  first  of  the  name. 
Count  d'Angouleme,  great  grand- 
son of  Louis,  Duke  of  Orleans, 
before  named.  The  line  of  Orleans- 
Angoul^me  endured  for  only  three 
generations,  ending,  as  the  Cape- 
tian  line  had  done,  in  the  successive 
elevation  to  the  throne  of  three 
brothers;  Francis  II., Charles  IX., 
and  Henri  III.  On  the  death  of 
the  last,  in  1589,  the  next  male 
heir  was  Henri  de  Bourbon  (16), 
King  of  Navarre,  descendant,  in 
the  tenth  generation,  of  St.  Louis. 

Two  lines  branched  from  the 
House  of  Valois,  after  its  accession 
to  the  throne  of  France;  that  of 
(17)  Louis,  Duke  of  Anjou,  King 
of  Naples,  and  that  of  (18)  Philip, 
Duke  of  Burgundy.  (19)  Jean, 
Duke  of  Berri,  brother  of  the  last 
named  princes,  all  of  whom  were 
the  sons  of  King  John  le  Bon,  left 
only  daughters.  The  lines  of  Anj  ou 
and  of  Burgundy  both  ultimately 
fell  through  the  spindle  to  the 
House  of  Lorraine.  The  arms  of 
this,  the  third.  House  of  Anjou, 
were  France,  charged  with  a  label  of 
five  points,  gules.  Those  of  the 
second  line  of  Dukes  of  Burgundy 
were  France,  within  a  bordure 
compony,  argent  and  azure. 

The  remaining  Royal  lines  of 
France  have  branched  from  the 
House  of  Bourbon.  (20)  The 
Princes  of  Conde,  descendants  of 
Louis,  Prince  of  Conde,  brother  of 
Antoine  de  Bourbon,  King  of 
Navarre,    became    extinct  in  the 

Eerson  of  Louis  Antoine  Henri, 
>uke  D'Enghien,  kidnapped  and 
murdered  by  Buonaparte  at  Vincen- 
nesin  1804,  in  the  17th  generation 
from  St.  Louis.  (21)  The  Princes 
of  Conti  became  extinct  in  1734. 
The  smaller  branches  of  Bour- 
bon  Soissons,  La  Roche-sur-Ton ; 


Bourbon  Carenci,  Bourbon  Duis- 
sant,  and  Bourbon   Preaux,  have 
been  long   extinct,    without  fur- 
nishing any   personage   of   great 
historic  importance.      The  House 
of  Orleans  descended  from  Philippe 
Duke   of  Orleans,  second  son   of 
King  Louis  XIII.     The  represen- 
tative   of  the    royal  line  nearest 
to  that  of    France   is   (22)   Jean 
Charles  Marie  Isidore,  Infant  of 
Spain,  the  descendant  of  Philippe, 
Duke    of    Anjou,    and    King    of 
Spain,   grandson   of    King   Louis 
XrV.       (23)    Francis,     King     of 
the    Two     Sicilies,     Francis    de 
Assisi,  King    Consort    of    Spain, 
and    Francis    of    Bourbon     and 
Braganza,   Infant    of    Spain,    are 
cadets  of  this   branch,  descended 
from  Charles  III.,  King  of  Spain, 
son  of  KingPhilip V.  (24)    Robert, 
Duke   of   JParma,    descends    from 
Philip,  brother  of    Charles  III.; 
and  is  thus  a  step  further  removed 
in  affinity  from  the  main  line  than 
are  the  three   princes   previously 
mentioned.   (25)      The   House   of 
Orleans  is  the   junior  of  all    the 
branches  of  the  House  of  Bourbon; 
its  derivation  from  the  same  being 
two  generations  earlier  than  that 
of  the  Spanish  and  Italian  Princes. 
The  Comte  de  Paris  and  his  uncles 
have    a    maternal    descent    from 
Louis  XIII.  through  the  Neapoli- 
tan Bourbons ;  but  it  is  difficmt  to 
admit,  on  the  principles  of  high 
Legitimist  doctrine,  that  a  lineage 
can  be  traced  to  St.  Louis  through 
the  individual  who  was  deservedly 
guillotined  under  the  name  which 
he  had  given  himself  of  Egalite. 

It  is  true  that  the  Salic  law  is 
an  anomaly  in  the  laws  of  descent 
of  the  Aryan  nations,  and  even  of 
the  Franks  themselves,  being 
limited  to  the  crown  of  France  and 
certain  ancient  fiefs.  Orleans  is 
one  of  these.  La  Grande  Made- 
moiselle, daughter  of  Gaston,  Duke 
of  Orleans,  succeeded  to  her  father's 
Dukedom  of  Montpensier,  to  the 
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80Tereig*nty  of  Dombes,  and  to 
other  honours,  while  the  Dukedom 
of  Orleans,  under  the  SaMo  law, 
reverted  to  the  crown.  But  it 
must  be  remembered  that,  from 
the  death  of  Hugh  Capet  to  that 
of  Louis  Xyi.,  not  a  drop  of 
French  blood  had  been  shed  in  the 

fuarrel  of  a  disputed  succession. 
t  may  be  said  that  the  claim  of 
Henry  V.  of  England  to  the 
crown  was  a  case  of  disputed 
succession.  It  is  true  that  the 
advocates  of  the  English  king 
objected  to  the  Salic  law.  But 
it  must  be  remembered  that  even 
if  this  had  been  abrogated,  the 
heiress  of  France  would  have 
been,  not  Isabelle,  Queen  of 
£dwardll.  of  England,  but  Jeanne, 
Queen  of  Navarre.  The  English 
wars  in  France  were  simply 
those  of  foreign  conquest.  In 
England,  on  the  other  hand, 
a  clear  title  to  the  crown  in 
the  reigning  sovereign  has  been 
the  exception  rather  than  the  rule. 
On  no  conceivable  principle  of 
legitimacy  could  both  the  daughters 
of    Henry    the  Vlllth    claim    to 
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succeed  to  his  dominions.  If  Mary 
Tudor  had  a  claim,  her  heir  was 
Mary.Queen  of  Bcots.  If  Elizabeth 
had  a  claim,  Mary  Tudor  was  a 
usurper.  Again  we  must  remem- 
ber now  the  Spanish  peninsula 
had  been  deluged  wiui  blood 
in  the  present  century,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  illegal  attempts 
of  two  sovereigns  to  dispos- 
sess the  male  heir  for  the 
benefit  of  their  own  daughters;  a 
procedure  condemned  by  every 
rule  of  right  and  sense  of  justice. 
The  fact  is  that  a  bad  law,  if 
understood  and  observed,  is  better 
than  a  scramble.  The  claims  to 
succession  in  England,  since  the 
death  of  Henry  I.,  and  in  Spain 
and  Portugal  since  the  attempt  to 
abobsh  the  Salic  law,  have  been 
a  succession  of  scrambles ;  and  the 
adoption  of  either  the  Salic  law, 
the  law  of  Mohammedan  descent,  or 
borough  English  itself,  if  honestly 
and  invariably  carried  out,  would 
probably  have  secured  the  peace 
of  the  country  as  complete^  as 
would  the  observance  of  the  true 
law  of  heraldic  representation. 


Note.— By  the  cOQrtcpy  of  the  publiBhetB,  Me«crt.  Dftldy,  IsbiBterkCo..  werepro- 
daoe  tbreeof  the  woodanteof  Mr.  Conder'itmolc,"  The  Child's  HiBti>n'o'')^«r°**lB™i" 
in  iUiutratton  of  the  preceding  article.  The  inidal  letter  gives  a  poitnitot  Georges 
Beignier  de  Gaerchy,  Grund  Prior  of  France  in  16(M.  from  a  portrait  by  Rnbene. 
He  wears  the  costume  of  his  rank.  The  second  cnt  cont«iDS  the  arms  of  the 
Christian  Kings  of  Jemsalem .  In  the  centre  is  Che  gold  crOBa  of  Jerasalem  on  its 
silver  ground,  nnder  the  helmet  worn  by  King  Keignier  the  Good,  of  the  third  line 
of  the  House  of  Aajon.  On  the  pemions  are  uie  arms  of  (on  the  left  hand) 
1.  Godfrey  of  Booillocd.  1100:  2,  Baldwin,  his  brother,  d.  1118;  3-  Baldwin  11. 
(da  Bonrg),  d.  1131  :  4.  Foulqueg,  Comte  d'Anjon,  d.  1U2  ;  (on  the  right  hand) 
6,  QnilUnme  de  Montferrat ;  6.  Gni  de  Lmignan,  d.  1192.  7.  Henri  de  Bloia, 
Connt  Palatine  of  Champagne,  d.  1197  ;  S.  Jean  de  Brienne,  Comte  d'En ;  and  9. 
the  Emperor  Frederic  II.,  who  sncoewively  held  the  title  of  King  ot  Jerusalem. 
The  oroesea  btlnw  are  those  of  the  Knights  Hospitallers,  or  Knights  of  St.  John, 
and  the  Knights  Template.  The  arms  represented  on  the  last  ont  are  thoee  of  the 
Connt  of  TouloQse,  of  Adbemar,  Bishop  of  Puy,  and  of  Sir  Piem  BjBi^\<n,^ub%db 
Chiietian  knight  killed  In  the  fint  Cnmda, 
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LAYS  OF  THE  SAINTLY. 

By  the  London  Hbbmit. 


NO.  17.— SISTER  BEATRICE. 

This  IB  the  metre  Oolambian.     The  soft-flowing  trochees  and  dactyls, 

Blended  with  fragments  spondaic,  and  here  and  there  an  iambus, 

Syllables  often  sixteen,  or  more  or  less,  as  it  happens, 

Difficult  always  to  scan,  and  depending  greatly  on  accent. 

Being  a  dose  imitation,  in  English,  of  Latin  hexameters — 

Fluent  in  sound,  and  avoiding  the  stiffiiess  of  commoner  blank  verse, 

Having  the  grandeur  and  flow  of  America's  mountains  and  rivers. 

Such  as  no  bard  could  achieve  in  a  mean  little  island  like  England  : 

Oft,  at  the  end  of  a  line,  the  sentence  dividing  abruptly 

Breaks,  and  in  accents  mellifluous  fuUows  the  thoughts  of  the  author. 


I. 

In  the  old  miracle  days,  in  Rome  the  abode  of  the  saintly, 
To  and  fro  in  a  room  of  her  sacred  conventual  dwelling, 
Glad  in  garments  of  serge,  with  a  veil  in  the  style  of  her  Order, 
Mass-book  and  rosary,  too,  and  a  bunch  of  keys  at  her  girdle, 
Walk'd,  with  a  pensive  air,  Beatrice,  the  Carmelite  sister. 
Fair  of  aspect  was  she,  but  a  trifle  vivacious  and  worldly. 
And  not  altogether  cut  out  for  a  life  of  devout  contemplation. 
More  of  freedom  already  had  she  than  the  rest  of  the  sisters, 
For  hers  was  the  duty  to  ope  the  gates  of  the  convent,  and  take  in 
Messages,  parcels,  tt  cetera,  from  those  that  came  to  the  wicket. 
Ever  and  often  she  paused  to  gaze  at  the  face  of  Our  Lady, 
Limned  in  a  picture  above  by  some  old  pre-Raphaelite  master ; 
Then  would  she  say  to  herself  (because  there  was  none  else  to  talk  to) — 
''  Why  should  I  thus  be  inmured,  when  people  outside  are  enjoying 
Thousands  of  sights  and  of  scenes,  while  I'm  not  allowed  to  behold  them, 
Thousands  of  joys  and  of  changes,  while  I  am  joyless  and  changeless  ? 
Ko ;  I  can  stand  it  no  longer.    Til  hasten  away  from  the  convent. 
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Now  is  the  time,  for  all's  quiet ;  there's  no  one  to  see  or  to  catch  me." 

So  resolving  at  length,  she  took  off  her  habit  monastic, 

And  promptly  arrays  herself  in  smuggled  secular  garments ; 

Then  on  the  kneeling-desk  she  laid  down  the  keys,  as  a  safe  place 

Where  some  one  or  other,  or  somebody  else,  would  certainly  find  them. 

*^  Take  thou  charge  of  these  keys,  blest  Mother,'*  then  murmur  d  Beatrioe^ 

^'  And  guard  all  the  nuns  in  this  holy  but  insupportable  building." 

And  as  she  spoke  these  words,  the  eyes  of  the  picture  were  fastened 

With   mournful  expression  upon  her,  and  tears  could  be  seen  on  the 
canvass  : 

Little  she  heeded,  however,  her  thoughts  had  played  truant  before  her. 

Then  stole  she  out  of  the  portal,  and  never  once  looking  behind  her^ 

Wrapped  in  an  ample  cloak,  and  further  concealed  by  the  darkness, 

Out  through  the  streets  of  the  city  Beatrice  quickly  skedaddled. 

II. 

Out  in  the  world  went  Beatrice,  her  cell  was  left  dark  and  deserted ; 
Scarce  had  she  gone  when,  lo !  with  wonderment  be  it  related, 
Down  from  her  canvass  and  frame  there  stepp'd  the  blessed  Madonnay 
Took  up  the  keys  and  the  raiment  Beatrice  had  quitted,  and  wore  them, 
Also  assuming  the  face  and  the  figure  of  her  who  was  absent ; 
Became  in  appearance  a  nun,  so  that  none  could  discover  the  difference, 
Save  that  the  sisters  agreed  that  the  portress,  Beatrice,  was  growing 
Better  and  better,  as  one  who  aspired  to  canonisation. 
Daily  aboonding  in  grace,  a  pattern  to  all  in  the  convent ; 
Till  it  would  not  have  surprised  them  to  see  a  celestial  halo 
Gather  around  her  head,  and  pinions  sprout  out  from  her  shoulders, 
That,  when  too  good  for  this  world,  she  might  fly  away  to  a  better. 
Her  post  was  below  her  deserts,  and  so  by  promotion  they  made  her 
Mistress  of  all  the  novices  seeking  religious  instruction. 
Such  was  her  great  success  in  that  tender  and  beautiful  office. 
Her  pupils  all  bloomed  into  saints — and  some  of  the  very  first  water. 

in. 

Many  a  day  had  pass'd  since  Beatrice  escaped  from  the  convent ; 

Much  had  she  seen  of  the  world,  and  its  wickedness  greatly  distress'd  her ; 

Oft  she  repented  her  act,  and  long'd  to  return,  yet  she  dared  not. 

Oft  was  determined  to  go,  still  she  "  stood  oa  the  order  of  going.'* 

Thus  at  last  it  occurred  that  her  convent's  secular  agent 

Entered  one  day  in  the  house  where  the  truant  sister  was  staying. 

But,  changed  as  she  was  in  appearance,  he  did  not  know  her  from  Adam, 

Whilst  he  in  his  clerical  garb  was  to  her  a  familiar  figure. 
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"Now  I  shall  learn,"  thought  ahe,  "what  they  say  of  my  flight  and  my- 
absence." 

And  so  she  eagerly  asked  of  the  nuns,  and  of  Sister  Beatrice, 

As  of  a  friend  she  had  known  when  living  near  to  the  convent. 
"  Truly,"  the  factor  replied,  "  she  is  still  the  pride  of  our  sisters. 

Favourite  too  of  the  Abbess,  and  worthy  of  all  our  affection ; 

Would  there  were  more  of  her  kind  in  some  houses  monastic  I  know  of." 

Puzzled,  and  rather  distressed,  then  answered  the  truant  riligievM, 
"  She  whom  I  speak  of,  alas  !  was  less  of  a  saint  than  a  sinner  ; 

She  fled  from  the  veil  and  the  cell,  so  surely  you  speak  of  another  ?  " 
'^  Not  in  the  least,  my  child,"  the  secular  agent  responded, 
"  Sistor  Beatrice,  the  saint-like,  did  not  ran  away  from  the  cloister  ; 

Mistress  is  she  of  the  novices.  Why  should  she  go  ?  Stuff  and  nonsense  !" 

''  What  can  it  mean  ?"  thought  Beatrice,    "  and  who  is  my  double    and 
namesake  ? " 

So  when  the  agent  was  gone,  resolved  she  would  settle  the  question, 

Off  to  the  convent  she  went,  and  knocked  at  the  portal  familiar, 

Ask*d  for  the  Sister  Beatrice,  was  shewn  to  the  parlour  and  found  a 

Counterpart  of  herself,  as  she  was  in  her  days  of  seclusion. 

Down  on  her  knees  went  Beatrice — the  why  and  the  wherefore  she  knew  not^ 

"  Welcome,  my  daughter,  again,"  said  her  double,  the  blessed  Madonna, 

Now  I  restore  you  your  keys,  your  robe,  and  your  other  belongings. 

Adding  the  excellent  name  and  promotion  IVe  won  in  your  likeness  ; 

Be  you  a  nun  as  before,  but  more  pious  ;  farewell ;  take  my  blessing." 

Speaking,  she  melted  away  in  the  holy  pre-Raphaelite  picture. 

Again  was  Beatrice  "  herself,"  like  Richard  the  Third,  d  la  Shakespearer 

Growing  in  grace  from  that  day,  and  winning  the  glory  of  saintship  ; 

While  each  of  the  pupils  she  taught  went  to  heaven  as  surely  as  she  did* 


if 
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DID  JESUS  KNOW  GREEK  ? 


If  we  suppose  the  existence  of  a 
society   of    sublime   sages  in  the 
huge  planet  Jupiter,  and  tliat  the 
leader  of  them,  in  the  exordium 
of  a  flood  of  wise  eloquence,  were 
to  be  transported  instantaneously 
and   unconsciously   to    eai-th   and 
placed  upon  one  of  our  platforms, 
to  proceed  with  his  speech,  what 
effect    would    he     be     likely     to 
produce  U2)on  his  new  listeners? 
His  mien  might  be    majestic,  his 
gestures  might  surpass  in  grace  and 
emphasis    those  of     our    orators 
in  the    ratio   of   liis   planet's  size 
to    ours;  his  voice   might  be   of 
stirring  music,    his  eyes  of  inspir- 
ing  fire  ;     he    might    impress   us 
with  an  indefinable  feeling  of  awe 
and   admiration ;    lie   might   even 
sway   us  by  the  influ(»nce  of   his 
mighty    and    magneti(t    presence, 
but  we  should  be  imablo  to  under- 
stand a  single  one  of  liis  words. 
And  if  we  succeeded  in  mastering 
his  vocabulary,  we  should  in  au 
likelihood  find  that  for  at  least  a 
large  proportion  of  his  words  we 
had  no  corresponding  ideas.     And 
should  we  strive,  furtlier,  to  catch 
his  metaphors  and  his  figures  of 
speech  (such  as  we  derive  in  our 
most    ordinary'  conversation  from 
the  host   of   natural   objects   and 
combinations    historicallv    or    ac- 
tuaUy  around  us),  we  should  be  still 
more  at  a  loss.     His  comparisons 
woidd  be  meaningless  to  us,  for 
lack  of  knowledge  on  our  part  of 
the  objects  from  which  they  were 
drawn.      We  could   not   possibly 
reach  to  any  satisfactory  apprecia- 


tion of  him,   and  most   probabljr 
most  of  us  would  laugh  at  the- 
ignorance   lie,  on  his  part,  would 
shew  of  our  state  and  circumstances, 
and  his  assimiption  in  addressing 
us  in  the. guise  of  a  teacher.     Did 
he  really  seek  to  communicate  with, 
us,  he  would  have  to  adapt  his. 
large   and   jovial  actions  to   our 
smaller  habits   and  customs ;   h& 
woidd  have  to  laboriously  learn 
the  use  and  meaning  of  everjiJiing 
by  which  we  are  surrounded,  and 
painfully    acquire    our    language^ 
word  by  word.      More  than  that, 
he  would  have  to  study  the  modes- 
of  thought  familiar  to  us,  and  how 
to  see  things   from  our  points  of 
view ;  or  he  would  be  so  terribly 
original  that  he   would  shock   or 
startle  the  weaker  minds  amongst 
us,    and    puzzle    our  profoundest 
with  sudden  and  unexpected  novel- 
ties.      And  unless   he    sojourned 
with  us  some  little  while  to  gain 
experience  of  our  various  needs,  of 
our  hopes  and  f  eai*s,  our  peculiar 
prejudices  and  oiu'  nobler  aspira- 
tions, his  words  would  be  no  more 
to    us    than   a    curiosity  :    to   be 
seriouslv  addressed  we  must  first 
be   understood.      So   much  for  a 
messenger    from    another    world 
situated    in    the    same    physical 
plane  as  ours. 

Let  us  now  take  up  a  more 
diflicult  hypothesis.  We  will  sup- 
pose (in  spite  of  the  materialists) 
that  there  exists  a  state  for  which, 
in  however  obscure  and  purblind 
a  fashion,  all  nations  yearn  ;  as  an 
ordinary  reader,  in  face  of  a  book 
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that  he  cannot  understand  and  in 
which  he  yet  is  dimly  conscious 
there  is  something  really  intel- 
ligible, might  regard  it  in  a  way 
at  once  siilky,  dissatisfied,  half- 
contemptuous,  and  yet  inwardly 
•curious  and  doubtful.  Let  us 
imagine  a  state  relative  to  ours  as 
is  pure  and  perfect  ideal  thought 
to  our  patchwork  actualities,  our 
j)olitical  semi-chaos;  a  state  where 
the  life  and  surroundings  of  the 
individual  are  his  own  simple  out- 
•come,  the  beautiful  or  terrible 
truth  of  himself.  This  state,  which 
may  be  called  spiritual  or  ideal, 
.actual  or  Utopian  (if  indeed  it  be 
not  too  purgatorial  to  be  called 
Utopian),  we  may  draw  into  com- 
parison with  that  in  which  we  at 
present  dwell,  a  state  muffled  (for 
kindliness  to  our  too  sensitive 
weaknesses)  with  the  veil  of  the 
flesh.  A  state  containing  many 
refuges  of  unrealities,  hiding- 
places  of  comfort  and  consolation, 
•coverings  of  conceit,  huge  Cali- 
ban forms  that  we  hug  and  fondle. 
A  state  or  condition  with  sur- 
roimdings  that  ensure  to  us  the 
comparative  repose  of  only  a  partial 
responsibility,  wherein  we  are  en- 
shrouded from  the  fierce  light  that 
beats  about  the  inner  throne  of  Spirit 
by  wrappages  that  are  not  our  own; 
that  is  to  say,  by  habits  of  physical 
or  intellectual  heredity.  Outside  of 
our  personality  we  are  surrounded 
by  vast  elemental  coverings  from 
whose  dull  but  kindly  thrall  we 
rarely  enfranchise  ourselves.  For 
we  are  blind  to  our  native  powers, 
K)r  afraid  to  know  them,  lingering 
by  preference  in  an  easier,  if  more 
•cloudy,  condition  of  life. 

Let  us  imagine  the  sweet  and 
sorrowful  prison-house  of  earth 
to  have  become  more  dull  than 
its  wont,  its  human  denizens  to 
have  entered  into  a  state  too 
much  shrouded  from  the  regions  of 
light  for  the  secret  commune 
Jknown  as,  or  resulting{in,  inspira- 


tion, aspiration,  intuition,  poetry, 
revelation,  prophecy,  to  be  pos- 
sible. Let  us  picture  a  world  lost 
in  worldliness,  and  wrapped  in 
selfishness  as  in  a  cloud.  What 
then  ?  Why,  the  steps  of  the  ladder 
of  light  have  become  a  vanishing 
dream ;  the  inner  ear  that  caught 
the  whisper  of  the  angels  passing 
along  it  is  closed ;  for  men  have 
the  power  to  close  or  open  as  they 
will,  since  the  citadel  of  their 
individuality  is  their  own  to  keep. 
This  being  the  state  of  things,  and 
the  people  unconsciously  deterio- 
rating within  it,  as  they  will,  even 
with  the  calmest  and  most  profound 
ethical  teachers  among  them,  high 
Nature's  loving  laws  must  evi- 
dently include  some  new  develop- 
ment or  fail  from  inadequacy. 

We  can  imagine  only  three 
classes  of  reasons  for  a  human  indi- 
vidual being  bom  on  earth.  We 
will  roughly  mark  them  out,  touch- 
ing as  little  as  possible  upon  the 
deeper  aspects  of  birth  in  a  material 
world.  One  is  pleasure,  delight, 
enjoyment  of  external  life.  Another 
would  include  the  gaining  of  ex- 
perience, the  growth  of  streng^, 
the  correction  of  special  weaknesses, 
or  the  chastisement  for  faults ;  the 
third  is  surrender  of  personal  life 
in  order  to  benefit  others.  Sense-life 
or  pleasure ;  probation  or  growth  ; 
mission  or  volunteership.  There 
may  be  interminglings  between  the 
classes,  but  they  are  radically  dis- 
tinct; and  in  their  separateness 
may  be  represented  by  animals, 
men,  angels ;  consciousness,  hu- 
manity, spirit :  — imaginatively  only, 
of  course,  and  by  permission  of  the 
materialists. 

When  earth  grows  dullest,  then 
it  requires  the  brightest  teachers  ; 
this  surely  is  the  law. 

We  are  imagining  the  earth  to 
be  very  dull,  and  we  have  allowed 
that  the  inward  voice  man  has  the 
power  to  shut  out. 

If  now  the  greatest  archangel 
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from  the  realms  of  light  were  sent 
on  a  mission  to  earth,  he  could 
only    approach  ns   in  two   ways. 
He    could    impress     the    interior 
nature  of  such  of  us  as  might  have 
any  soul-side    open   to    heavenly 
impress;    a  poet  here  and  there, 
or  a  g^at  preacher  might  feel  a 
strange  glow  in  his  heeoi;,  and  a 
new  power  and  fire  in  his  upflow- 
ing  thought.    The  literature  of  the 
day  woidd  bear  im wonted  marks  of 
heightened  spirituality  that  might 
enrage  the  materialists  as  an  out-: 
burst  of  moonshine  unamenable  to 
log^o,   and  be  voted  meaningless 
and  wanton  because  unprovable, 
self-condemned  as  the  mere  dog- 
matic   assertion    of     imaginative 
ecstatics.        The     other    way    of 
approach  to  us  would  be  that  of 
our  g^ant  from  Jupiter ;  the  angel 
would  have  to  take  lips  of  flesh 
and  descend  to  our  language  by 
learning  our  childish  speech,  and 
our  worldly  ways.  And  it  would  be 
very  difficult  for  him  to  reduce  his 
large  area  of  vision,  and  its  exposi- 
tion in  speech,  to  our  customary 
standards,  without  assuming  one 
of   our   hereditary    bodies,    to   do 
which  ho  woidd  have  to  take  the 
trouble    to    be    bom.       Without 
intellectual      training,     and     the 
possession  of  the  measure  of  the 
habit    of   our    minds,    he    might 
indeed  communicate  as  it  were  by 
music,  might  make  us  conscious  of 
strange  and  fascinating  splendour, 
might  exhale  love  like  perfume, 
and    awe    by   majestic    presence. 
But  if  he  set  in  order  the   grand 
machinery   of  the   intellect,   then 
indeed,    and  without    losing    his 
more  mystic  powers,  he  would  be 
able  to  speak  to  us  face  to  face, 
and    in    plain    speech.     We    can 
deaden  the  heart's  voice,   we  can 
stifle  conscience,  we  can  beat  down 
love,  we  can  bo  deaf  to  the  inward 
monitor ;  but  he  would  be  able  to 
arrest  our  attention  by  his  com- 
manding speech,  to  win  our  open- 


hearted  men  by  his  sublime  utter- 
ances, to  hurl  words  like  the  sound 
of  an  awakening  trumpet  to  those 
well  nigh  buri^  in  tne  external 
senses,  and  to  charm  or  dismay  us 
with  the  example  of  a  noble  life. 
He  would  come  home  to  us,  and 
would  be  an  undoubted  power 
amongst  us,  apparently  with  little 
effort;  a  number  of  orderly  persons, 
jealous  of  his  influence,  ashamed 
by  his  terrible  truths,  or  afraid  of 
his  fearlessness,  would  protest 
against  him  as  a  disturbance ;  he 
would  become  the  bane  of  the 
officials  of  autocratic  governments, 
and  might  be  sent  to  the  treadmill. 
But  he  would  be  heard  first,  and 
not  forgotten  afterwards. 

A  man  of  a  simple  habit,  but 
singular  splendour,  was  Hving  on 
earth  near  a  score  centuries  ago, 
bom,  as  was  understood,  of  parents 
of  moderate  station,  but  of  pure 
blood.  He  had  some  unusual 
notions  about  himself,  and 
even  said,  not  in  an  arrogant 
way,  but  as  if  he  believed  he  were 
speaking  the  truth,  that  he  had 
come  from  Heaven,  and  was  not 
staying  here  for  more  than  a  little 
while,  but  was  going  back  again. 
He  gave  little  trouble,  for,  as  the 
story  runs,  he  maintained  himself 
by  carpentr}\  When  he  was 
about  thirty,  or  the  age  when  a 
man  was  thought  to  be  a  man,  he 
left  off  making  ploughs  and  yokes, 
and  went  about  the  country  wherein 
he  was  bom,  as  the  old  national 
prophets  had  gone  about,  and 
somewhat  more  busily  than  the 
rabbis  of  his  day.  He  did  more, 
however,  than  teaching  or  ex  pound- 
ing, for  he  found  time  and  strength 
to  cure  a  number  of  shattered  per- 
sons wherever  he  went,  and  shewed 
a  special  gift  in  the  field  of  healing, 
and  in  divers  other  powers  of 
which  our  present  men  of  science 
have  but  small  knowledge.  He 
seemed  to  be  embodied  health  and 
communicative    of   healthfulness. 
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He  made  little  worldly  show  or 
appearance,  seeming  not  to  care 
for  grandeur  or  position,  or  such 
reatness  as  magnates  know  ;  and 
le  was  a  man  of  few  requirements, 
being  content  with  only  one  dish 
at  a  supper,  and  ready  to  go  with 
none.  He  was  ever  brimming 
over  with  kindliness  in  his  man- 
ners, and  ready  to  do  anything  for 
any  one  that  needed  it.  He  had  a 
way  of  speaking  out  when  indig- 
nation was  called  for,  and  some 
people  are  afraid  of  hearing  the 
truth,  and  as  they  are  stirred  up, 
get  angry.  The  rabbis  generally 
were  puzzled  by  him,  for  he 
seemed  like  themselves,  and  yet 
not  like  themselves.  When- 
ever they  tried  to  overthrow  him 
in  argument,  a  pursuit  in  which 
the  learned  schools  of  the  time 
were  much  accomplished,  he  had 
a  way  of  coming  off  best,  and 
overthrowing  them  in  a  manner 
painful  to  their  pride,  and  sugges- 
tive that  they  had  not  studied  the 
Sacred  Law  in  its  highest  spirit. 
He  shewed  a  knowledge  of  the 
dialectic  discussions  of  the  time, 
and  of  the  Scriptures  on  which 
they  were  founded,  equal  to  that 
of  the  most  reverend  and  cultivated 
doctor. 

Considering  the  interest  that  is 
taken  in  him,  it  is  strange  that 
more  attention  has  not  been  paid 
to   his  suiToundings   and    to  the 

Erobable  circumstances  of  his  early 
f  e  and  training.  It  seems — and 
it  is  perhaps  indeed  not  unnatural 
that  it  should  be  so — as  if  conclu- 
sions were  formed  about  him  on 
different  rules  from  tliose  current 
in  respect  of  ordinary  men.  And 
yet  one  modern  person,  in  whose 
path  many  follow,  with  strange 
lack  of  insight  alludes  to  him 
as  being  an  amiable  country 
youth  of  but  scant  culture, 
and  shewing  unmistakable  evi- 
dences of  provincial  narrowness 
and  lack  of  experience.    Whatever 


his  narrowness  in  the  chemical 
light  of  modem  assimiption,  we 
£nd  him  at  least  a  match;  even 
in  rhetoric  and  epigram,  for  the 
masters  amongst  a  race  well 
trained  in  learned  argimient ;  and,, 
furthermore,  he  has  been  able  to* 
attract  to  him,  in  one  way  or 
another,  both  during  his  life  and 
afterwards,  the  widest  intellects  as 
well  as  the  largest  hearts  of  the 
world. 

To  turn  now  from  a  general 
question  to  details  more  proper  to 
our  title.  Mr.  Gladstone  is  re- 
ported to  have  said  at  a  dinner 
party,  in  his  enthusiasm  for  the 
g^eat  language  of  culture,  that  it 
would  add  to  his  happiness  if  he 
could  prove  that  Jesus  spoke  Greek. 
It  is  unlikely  that  the  Master  cur- 
rently spoke  Greek,  or  that  his^ 
sayings  as  we  have  them  are  hi» 
ipsissima  verba.  He  woidd  naturally 
converse  in  the  best  known  lan- 
guage of  his  locality,  which  wa» 
Chaldee.  From  this  Hebraic 
tongue  were  no  doubt  translated 
the  original  logia  of  Matthew. 

But  the  question  we  would  dis- 
cuss is  not  whether  he  discoursed 
in  a  tongue  that  was  not  the 
vemacidar,  but  whether  he  knew, 
sufficiently  to  read  or  speak  it,  a 
language  that  was  too  familiar  to 
be  regarded  as  entirely  an  alien 
in  the  countr}^  where  he  dwelt. 

Many  persons  seem  averse  from 
considering  the  question  wht^tlier 
Jesus  received  any  scholastic  edu- 
cation. Some,  perhaps,  take  it 
for  granted,  without  proper 
grounds,  that  he  had  no  definite 
intellectual  training  at  all. 

Why  shoidd  he  never  have 
been  a  student,  nay,  a  diligent 
student?  and  with  fair  and  fuE 
oxjportunities  of  learning  open  to 
him.  He  was  experienced  in  the 
modes  of  thought  of  his  time ;  we 
have  expressed  our  opinion  on  the 
somewhat  difficult  question  of  the 
power  of  the  most  sublime  stranger 
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*to  use  serviceable  speech  to  men 
without    knowing    flie     ways    in 
which  they  are  wont  to  be  spoken 
to.     Why  should  not  Jesus  have 
been  a  student,   whether  of  He- 
brew or  Hebraic,  of  Greek,  or  of 
Egyptian  ?    There  is  no  apparent 
impropriety  in  the  idea,  and  yet, 
when  some  years  ago  we  first  con- 
ceived it,  there  was  an  inexplicable 
novelty  in  the  consideration.     We 
wrote   to  a  learned  acquaintance 
that  we  were   engaged  in  a  re- 
4search  upon  the  literary  or  philo- 
sophic   studies    to     which    Jesus 
might  have  had  access.     He  re- 
plied, as  no  doubt  would  many  on 
the     first    impulse     of     thought, 
**  There    seem    to   be  few    signs, 
if  any,    of  Jesus' s    having   been 
influenced    by   Greek    literature; 
And  the  fact  that  Greek  learning 
was   eschewed  by   his  contem2)d- 
raries  adds  to  the  unlikelihood  of 
his  having  been  thus  influenced. 
There  seems  to  be  no  sort  of  clue 
to  his  history,    until  he  appears 
on  the  stage  for  so  short  a  time." 
Was  the  master  never  a  disciple  ? 
Did  the  labour  and  struggle   of 
<jartli    be<iueath    to    him    in    his 
natural  life  no  heritage?     These 
questions  are  such  that  in  every 
case  but   this  one  it    would    be 
supererogatory  to   put  them,   the 
ajis Wei's  are  so  obvious. 

Every  Jewish  rabbi  is  described 
as  the  son  of  another  rabbi  ; 
the  teacher  is  regarded  as  the 
spiritual  father  of  the  taught. 
<Jlement  of  Alexandria  says,  **  It 
is  a  good  thing,  I  reckon,  to  leave 
to  posterity  good  children.  This 
is  tlie  case  with  children  of  our 
bodies.  But  words  are  the  progeny 
of  the  soul.  Hence  we  call  those 
that  have  instructed  us,  Fathers,''^ 
These  questions  arise.  Who  in  this 
special  sense  were  the  Fathers  of 
Jesus  ?  At  whose  feet  did  the  boy 
fiit?  In  what  **  sacred  vineyard"  or 
school  ?  Over  what  roll  of  a  book 
did    the    young    man    earnestly 


bend  ? — He  learned  at  his  mother's 
knee,    and    his    books    were    the 
Prophets   and  the   Psalms ;   such 
is  the  ready  reply  that  rises  to  the 
lips.     Too  ready,  indeed,  it  seems 
in  presence  of  the  fact  that  in  his 
day  the  language  of  those  Scrip- 
tures was  a   dead  language.     The 
ancient  Hebrew  was  not  the  ver- 
nacular, required  a  scholar  to  read 
it,  and  was  unknown  to  the  masses. 
Before  considering  the  question 
of  what  literary  culture  was  likely 
to  reach  a  carpenter's  shop  in  an 
obscure  village  of  Galilee,  we  liave 
to  realise  the  fact  that  speculation 
must  needs  fall  before  evidence. 
Jesus,  like  everyone  else  that  has 
entered  this  earth,  shews  a  distinct 
and    large    indebtedness    to    the 
words  and  thoughts  of  his  pre- 
decessors or  fathers ;  the  fact  is 
.  clearly  provable  by  a  multiplicity 
of  instances  that  may  be  adduced, 
of  the  correspondence,  parallelism, 
relativeness,  or  sympathetic  con- 
nection between  their  words  and 
thoughts  and  his. 

It  remains  then  only  to  shew 
how  Jesus  could  have  become  sub- 
ject to  such  influences,  or  liave 
commanded  such  culture,  and  on 
investigation  it  will  be  found  that 
there  is  no  difficulty  in  the  expla- 
luition.  Tlie  matter  is  simple  in 
itself,  and  is  complicated  only  by 
the  habitual  pre-judgment  of  the 
many  that  the  career  of  Jesus, 
outside  the  accepted  records,  which 
do  not  profess  to  be  exhaustive 
histories,  is  hidden  in  a  vague 
golden  cloud  that  it  is  not  only 
j)rofane  but  impossible  to  pierce. 

As  Greek  was  the  dominant  lan- 
guage of  the  literature  of  his  time, 
we  may  take  as  a  centre  of  inves- 
tigation the  question.  Did  Jesus 
know  Greek  ? 

For  a  period  both  preceding  and 
subsequent  to  our  era  the  Jewish 
people  might  thus  be  reckoned  : 
An  aristocratic  Judaic  party  at  Je- 
rusalem, striving  to  keep  together 
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the  semblance  of  a  nation  that  was 
in  rags  and  tatters ;  intensifying 
all  that  was  patriotically  narrow, 
and  yet  touched  within  b3'  a  more  ex- 
pansive spirit,  due  to  the  freedom 
and  culture  of  the  schools.  A  mixed 
midtitude  in  the  north,  lax  and  al- 
most cosmopolitan  in  thoir  liabits 
(here  was  Galilee  of  the  Gentiles), 
with  whom  nationality — perhai>8 
never  very  strong — ^had  boen  al- 
most annihilated  l)y  repeated  inva- 
sions ;  and  where  foreign  influences 
conspired  against  the  excliisiveness 
that  Jerusalem  strove  to  maintain. 
In  Babylon  the  most  famous  school 
of  Jewish  thought  had  established 
itself,  and  was  not  to  bo  bound  by 
Jerusalem.  And  fourthly,  in  and 
about  Alexandria  were  most  im- 
portant Jewish  colonies,  where 
Egyptian  and  Greek  pliilosophy 
flowed  over  the  old  Judaic  beliefs. 
Here  and  elsewhere  transplanted 
Israelites  read  tlieir  Scriptures  in  a 
Greek  dress;  and  gradually  learned 
to  use  that  language  for  original 
composition,  as  well  as  for  transla- 
tions of  religious  books,  such  as 
we  may  find  in  the  collections 
known  as  Apocrypha,  or  mystic 
writings. 

Greek  language  and  culture 
overspread  the  countries  traversed 
by  the  MiU^Hloulaii  <-ouqiioror, 
with  Oriental  ideas  iiif  usiug  them- 
selves into  tho  Greek  system 
wherever  it  penetrated.  Pyrrho, 
one  of  the  philosophers  who  fol- 
lowed in  the  train  of  Alexander, 
had  his  mind  tilled  with  more 
doctrines  than  he  could  w  (41  digest 
and  make  fruitful  in  liiiusolf ;  and 
falling  into  a  desolating  unbelief 
and  incredulity,  eytablished  the 
school  whose  dogma  was  the 
iinattainability  of  truth.  Such, 
fortunately,  woidd  not  bo  the  hap 
of  all  who  walked  in  the  roads 
travelled  by  the  gi*eat  leaders  of 
armies;  when  the  treasuries  of 
wisdom  were  unlocked  and  their 
stores  communicated,  there  were 


many  eager  minds  ready  to  profit 
thereby.  As  commerce  opened 
the  road  between  the  western 
bazaars  of  Hindostan  and  the 
traders  of  Egypt,  the  scholar  pas- 
sed along  it  with  joy,  and  the 
bonds  of  isolation  that  cramp  tlie 
catholicity  of  thought  and  know- 
ledge were  somewhat  loosened. 
There  was  a  convergence  of  the 
remains  of  the  great  religious 
movements  of  old  to  the  points 
where  they  most  naturally  met ; 
and  Judea  was  unable  to  be 
exempt  from  their  influence.  The 
sympathy  between  the  best  Orien- 
tal, Egyptian,  and  Hellenic  thought 
and  the  spiritual  ethics  of  Jesus, 
as  also  the  deeper  teachings  of  the 
rabbins,  is  evidenced  in  hundreds  of 
parallelisms,  of  form  as  well  as  of 
substance,  and  proves  that  Palestine 
was  not  untouched  by  the  expan- 
sion of  the  spheres  of  each  nation's 
philosophy.  The  prolific  harvest  of 
Egypto- Judaic,  Judeo-Babylonian, 
and  Judeo-Hellenie  literature,  and 
the  activity  of  the  Jewish  schools 
themselves,  evidence  the  interior 
ferment;  historic  records  can  but 
shew  the  tracks  along  which  these 
streams  were  tending.  The  dis- 
ci i^les  were  full  of  doubt,  disputa- 
tion, and  intelligence ;  they  were 
but  waiting  for  the  master  who 
should  bring  them  the  fire  without 
which  intellectual  qualities  are 
nothing. 

The  Greco-Syrian  and  Greco- 
Egyptian  midtitudes  not  only 
traversed  Palestine  through  and 
through,  as  the  Babylonians  had 
previously  done  ;  but  terrible 
oppression  was  brought  to  bear 
to  crush  the  Jewish  bigotry.  The 
obstinate  few,  persecution  doubt- 
less hardened  in  their  proud, 
patriotic  exclusi veness ;  the  reason- 
able many  could  not  and  did  not 
escape  a  considerable  Hellenisation . 

In  the  Talmud,  says  Deutsch,  an 
undoubted  authority,  ^  *  We  hear  of 
Coptic,  Aramaic,  Persian,  Median, 
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Latin,  but,  above  all,  Greek.  The 
terms  in  which  this  last  language 
is  spoken  of  verge  on  the  ti'ans- 
cenaental.  This  also  is  the  only 
lang^oage  which  it  seems  to  have 
been  incumbent  to  teach  even  to 
girls."  Knowing  the  charm  of 
me  language,  and  the  pure  poetiy 
of  its  loving  religion  to  be  found 
underlying  its  g^oss  corruptions, 
it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  tliat 
Greece  wielded  a  magic  wand  of 
influence  over  those  with  whom 
she  came  in  contact.  Even  the 
dominant  classes  gave  way  to 
her  fascination,  those  that  were 
ever  ready  to  revolt  at  any  foreign 
indignity,  for  very  fear  of  being 
swaUowed  up  iniporceptibly  by 
the  terrible  Gentiles;  even  the 
stiff-necked  race  that  proclaimod 
itself  imique,  isolated,  superior  to 
all,  was  not  insensible  to  the  clmrm. 
Says  Deutsch  again  (I)(Mitsch, 
whose  article  on  the  Talmud  so 
interested  Englishmen  ns  to  lead 
to  repeated  editions  of  tin?  number 
of  the  Quarierit/  lievinr  in  wliieh 
it  appeared) : — **As  tlu'  ecmimon- 
woalth successively  eaiueiu  eouttict, 
however  mucli  a«2::iiiist  its  Avill  at 
first,  with  Greect>  and  l^)me,  their 
history,  geoji^raphy,  and  laii^ruag-e 
came  to  be  added  as  a  midtta'  of 
instruction  to  those  of  Persia  and 
Babylon  .  .  .  ^Vhen  Hellenic 
scepticism  in  its  most  s(Mlu(;tive 
form  had,  during  the  Syrian  trou- 
bles, begun  to  seek  its  victims  even 
in  the  midst  of  the  *  Sacred  Vine- 
yard,* and  threatened  to  under- 
mine all  patriotism  and  all 
independence,  a  curse  was  pro- 
nounced upon  Hellenism.  .  .  . 
But  the  danger  over,  the 
Greek  language  and  culture 
were  restored  to  their  previous 
high  position  in  l)oth  the  school 
and  the  house."  The  verj-  denun- 
ciations of  the  Jerusalemites  of 
Greek  lea  inning,  which  in  the 
Talmud  mingle  with  the  voices  of 
other  rabbis  singing  its  praises, 


are  a  sufficient  proof  that  its  in- 
fluence had  penetrated  far.  And 
the  small  aristocratic  and  priestly 
band  of  unimpeachable  i)edigree 
at  Jerusalem,  intrenched  in  the 
central  fortress  of  their  religion, 
had  no  power  to  prevent  that 
influence  &0m  constantly  exerting- 
itself  upon  the  mixed  bulk  of  the 
people.  Their  jealous  words  are 
evidence  of  their  consciousness  of 
the  growing  cosmopolitanism  that 
was  fatal  to  the  old  pretensions^ 
The  incorporation  of  foreign 
thought  was  gradual  and  unseen  ;. 
the  forswearing  of  it  spasmodie 
and  local. 

In  regarding  ancient  religions 
from  a  modern  point  of  view,, 
there  are  special  matters  to  be- 
borne  in  mind.  Of  all  the  riations 
of  antiquity  perhaps  the  Jews 
were  the  most  tenacious  of  their 
orthodoxy,  and  the  most  jealous 
of  change.  But  even  they  again 
and  again  borrowed  their  ceremo- 
nial ;  and  as  to  their  ethical  trea- 
sures, though  they  idolised  their 
Scripture  even  to  the  letter,  yet 
they  had  their  own  familiar 
methods  of  making  it  give  sanction 
and  cover,  nay,  more,  an  ai)parent 
origination,  to  the  widest  interpre- 
tations and  the  most  imfettered 
spii-itual  thought.  Most  other  races,, 
however  unwilling  to  break  up  any 
ceremonial  observance  that  was  the- 
wonted  charm  of  the  multitude,  yet 
amongst  their  wise  ones  wore  under 
no  such  fear  or  restriction,  and 
freely  communicated  such  things  as- 
tho}'^  had.  The  seven  inmiortal 
benefactors  or  preservers  of  the 
universe  who  form  the  members  of 
the  divine  company  of  heaven,  ac- 
cording to  the  Zoroastrians,  are 
found  to  represent  no  persons,  and 
to  be  named  by  no  proper  names,  but 
to  be  personilications  only  or  sym- 
bols of  the  attributes  of  the  one  God. 
So  among  the  nellenized  races,  to 
add  a  new  God  to  the  Plcroma  was 
to  the  wise  but  to  enlarge  the  con- 
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•ception  of  the  supreme  qualities  of 
i;he  Eternal — another  facet  of  the 
infinite  lustre  was  brought  to  view ; 
another  addition  to  man's  faculty 
•of  appreciation  and  reverence  was 
made.  A  large  part  of  Palestine 
may  be  considered  to  belong  to  this 
latter  school  of  freedom. 

Another  difference  between  the 
present  and  the  past  must  be 
borne  in  mind.  Now,  the  world 
is  open  to  everyone.  There  are  no 
guarded  secrets  that  may  not  be 
mastered  by  study — for  the  truly 
occult  is  buried  almost  out  of 
eight.  No  writer  withholds  his 
most  cherished  thought  from  the 
multitude.  Our  means  of  commu- 
nication are  superb,  our  power 
of  distributing  intelligence  unex- 
ampled ;  and  the  chief  use  made 
of  the  magnificent  means  of 
inter-communication  is  to  flash 
backwards  and  forwards  the 
prices  of  stocks  and  rates  of  the 
markets,  with  the  details  of 
politics,  regarded,  not  from  the 
point  of  view  of  interior  or  wide 
significance,  but  from  the  selfish 
•eyehole  of  trade.  The  daily  bread 
that  our  newspapers  give  us  is 
mainly  the  bread  of  eartli. 
Almost  all  can  read,  but  there  is 
no  room  in  the  journals,  and  no 
•eager  call  from  their  readers,  for  a 
word  betokening  or  calling  heed  to 
man's  spiritual  needs  and  interest, 
as  the  ancients  held  it.  The  main 
chance,  as  now  regarded,  is  the 
-chance  of  the  nether  world. 

That  the  necessary  work  which 
results  in  our  sustenance,  shelter, 
and  certain  civilised  advantages,  is 
best  done  without  any  intrusion  of 
tlie  mystical  part  of  us,  we  fuUy 
agree.  There  is  a  time  for  every- 
thing, and  when  we  are  weighing 
out  coals  or  speculating  in  mer- 
X3handise,  our  business  is  to  do  tliat 
well,  and  not  to  make  a  miscalcida- 
tion  from  having  our  brains  filled 
with  shining  webs.  The  ideal  can 
well  afford  to  be  remote  and  merely 


incidental  while  the  bodily  needs 
are  being  served ;  it  has  its  own  due 
and  lofty  place  in  our  economy, 
and  seeks  no  further;  in  the  highest 
art  work  alone,  or  in  that  soul  only 
whose  religion  is  a  thing  of  every 
day  can  the  ideal  and  the  real  go 
hand  in  hand. 

But  with  regard  to  the  supply  of 
that  inner  life  in  its  own  due  time, 
it  may  be  said  that  we  accumulate 
freshly  and  constantly  for  our  physi- 
cal needs,  but  allow  the  store  of  the 
bread  of  heaven  to  become  thin 
and  dry  and  eaten  out  with  the 
worm  of  unrealised  doctrine.  The 
accumulated  religious  thought  of 
the  world  waits  but  our  option; 
lies  ready  for  our  earnestness  to 
turn  it  over  and  make  it  our  own ; 
all  is  easy  to  us.  With  the  philo- 
sophers of  old  circumstances  were 
very  different ;  the  acquirement  of 
knowledge  was  beset  with  the 
gravest  difficulties,  but  they  sur- 
mounted them  for  themselves ;  they 
perhaps  were  not  many  in  number, 
but  they  had  open  souls  that  loved 
to  feed  at  the  founts  of  inspiration 
and  sacred  lore.  The  few  sought 
strenuously  for  the  esoteric  know- 
ledge and  eagerly  prized  it;  now 
everyone  has  it  (at  least  in  super- 
ficial appearance)  but  it  is  not  of 
priceless  estimation  as  of  old.  We 
must  not  forget  to  reckon  our  own 
glorious  gains  of  breadth  and  free- 
dom, but  the  true  test  of  comparison 
is  not  in  the  opportunity  but  in  the 
use  made  of  it ;  in  the  state,  and 
not  merely  in  the  position,  of  the 
individiml  man.  What  was  lacking 
in  convenience  was  made  ux)  for  by 
effort ;  a  man  would  spend  half 
his  years  in  getting  hold  of  a  key 
that  would  unlock  the  deepest 
mysteries  of  life;  now  we  are 
somewliat  careless  of  that  deeper 
spring,  and  distracted  by  the  mul- 
tiplicity and  importance  of  the 
external  and  superficial : — 

The   world    is   too  much  with  ua ; 
late  and  sooDy 
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<}etting  and  spendingy  we  lay  waste 

our  powers ; 
Idttle  we  see  in  Nature  that  is  ours ; 
We  have  given  our  hearts  away,  a 

sordid  boon  ! 

Some  few  words  of  this  kind 
tseem  to  be  necessary  to  enable  us 
to  appreciate  the  difference  between 
the  ancient  and  the  modem  student. 
In  the  time  of  Jesus  knowledge, 
being  more  difficult  to  acquire, 
was  acquired  more  really,  more 
vitally.  We  read  widely  now  of 
•diffuse  writings,  and  outside  the 
field  of  physics  are  but  seldom 
•clear  or  deep  thinkers.  The  oral 
teaching  of  old,  on  the  other  hand, 
abbreviated  expression  and  inten- 
sified thought,  which  took  the  form 
of  the  pithy  sentences,  sayings, 
epigrams,  gnomes,  parables,  ora- 
cles, that  have  come  down  to  us. 
The  memory,  streng^ened  by  ex- 
ercise, held  fast  these  crystal  forms, 
and  gave  the  mind  time  to  drink 
their  essence  to  the  full.  Prominent 
with  us  to-day  are  speculations  on 
the  physical  origin  of  man,  but 
they  shew  a  blank  as  regards  the 
inner  or  real  man ;  the  spiritual 
law  that  is  the  essence  of  his  being, 
past,  present,  and  future,  is  ignored 
and  imknown.  This  fact  should 
rebut  modem  civilisation's  shal- 
low arguments  in  favour  of  itself, 
and  in  depreciation  of  earlier 
forms  of  life.  Once  intercom- 
munication ^as  difficult,  but 
Pythagoras,  and  such  as  resemble 
him,  are  found  gathering  like 
bees  of  the  gulden  honey  of  many 
lands.  Now  we  may  penetrate 
into  the  depths  of  the  ancient  mys- 
teries at  will  (on  second  thoughts, 
no,  we  may  only  touch  their  sur- 
face !),  by  taking  a  volume  from  a 
«helf  close  to  us ;  but  the  prevalent 
lack  of  interest  on  our  part  makes 
those  mysteries  more  remote  from 
us  in  a  true  sense  than  did  the  con- 
tinents and  seas  that  barred  the 
eager  students  of  old,  or  the 
primitive    mechanical    knowledge 


that  had  failed  to  providethem  with 
steamboats,  newspapers,  circula- 
ting libraries,  penny' posts,  or  tele- 
graphs. Now,  with  wide  know- 
ledge, and  power  of  analysis 
enlarged,  we  languidly  discuss  a 
sermon,  or  criticise  a  new  book ; 
then,  truths  that  were  felt  and 
held  because  self-estimable,  were 
passed  like  a  sacred  torch  from 
hand  to  hand,  among  the  reverent 
and  ardent  few,  kindling  beacons 
of  philosophy  from  which,  un- 
known to  ourselves,  we  still  derive 
illimiination.  We  are  not  without 
earnest  students  and  teachers,  but 
with  all  our  advantages  how  little 
we  have  to  shew  of  any  really 
profound  knowledge  of  our  inner 
selves ! 

Were  there  not  determined  pre- 
judices in  vog^e,  were  there  not 
an  artificial  halo  surrounding  Ju- 
dea,  and  a  crudely  miraculous 
nimbus  made  to  encirde  the  head 
of  Jesus  (a  nimbus  of  less  glory, 
magnitude,  and  miracle  than  his 
own  true  light),  it  would  not 
be  necessary  so  to  insist  upon  the 
fact  that  the  religious  thought  of 
the  Jews  at  the  commencement  of 
our  era  was  more  largely  indebted 
to  later  foreign  influences  than  to 
its  early  sources.  The  matter 
proves  itself  so  simply  that  it  needs 
only  that  unbiassed,  unexpurgated 
history  be  left  to  speak  for  itself. 
Neither  would  it  be  necessary  to 
assert  that  the  teachings  of  Jesus, 
although  original  and  with  the 
inevitableheightening  and  deepen- 
ing that  he  gave  to  every  thought 
he  touched,  indeed  almost  too 
original  to  be  borne  by  his 
hearers,  were  not  whoUy  original, 
but  in  reasonable  part,  the  heritage 
of  his  fathers.  Nor,  further,  woiud 
it  be  necessary  to  shew  that  in  an 
age  of  insignificant  traffic,  as 
compared  with  our  modem  com- 
mercial interchange,  there  was  one 
commodity  that  so  transcended 
other    merchandise   that  it   was 
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sought  for  from  land  to  land^  and 
borne  in  the  shrine  of  men's  souls 
over  difficult  continents  and  seas, — 
the  priceless  freight  of  wisdom. 

It  is  of  outside  influences  as 
affecting  Jesus  that  we  have  first 
to  speak,  and  some  cloudy  pre- 
judice has  to  be  fairly  met  and 
penetrated.  There  are  many,  no 
doubt,  who  cannot  at  once  step 
from  the  consideration  of  a  mystical 
child,  kept  secretly  apart  for  fear 
of  jealous  kings,  and  nurtured  in  a 
remote  village  in  a  rural  province 
of  Palestine,  or  of  a  still  more 
mystical  man,  an  ineffable  unit 
of  a  composite  Godhead,  to  that  of  a 
man  of  laborious  learning,  a  skilled 
logician  and  a  profound  philo- 
sopher. Of  the  quality  and  character 
of  his  life  and  actions  there 
are  many  things  to  say,  but  here 
we  consider  him  a  teacher,  and 
have  to  do  with  the  mundane  ex- 
pression of  his  thoughts,  and 
with  the  question  how  he  gained 
that    faculty    of  expression. 

The  Hebrew  Scriptures,  as  we 
have  said,  were  in  a  dead  language ; 
and  Galilee,  far  from  being  a 
sparsely  inhabited  region  of  idyl,  a 
sort  of  poetic  lakeland,  eras  the  most 
densely  peopled  part  of  Palestine. 
If  we  are  to  believe  Josephus,  its 
population  extended  to  millions, 
and  its  smallest  city  or  village 
was  of  fifteen  thousand  inhabitants. 
The  province  was  an  object  of 
jealousy,  and  Galilean  a  term  of 
reproach  with  the  southern  Jews, 
whose  chief  men  sought  to  keep 
themselves  uncontaminated  by 
foreign  influence ;  for  it  was 
tenanted  by  a  mixed  rather  than 
a  Jewish  race,  and  subject  to  con- 
tinual intercourse  with  Greeks. 
Phoenicians,  and  others. 

Jewish  Galilee  as  a  tract  was 
what  Palestine  was  as  a  country,  the 
least  self-contained  in  the  world. 
Palestine,  though  severed  from 
other  countries  by  a  sea  on  the 
one  hand,  and  desert  regions  on 


others,   was,    as   we  have  shown, 
isolated  in   seeming   and  not   in 
reality.      It  became  the  meetings 
ground  of  opposing  nations,  and  a 
pathway  of  commerce;    and  the- 
sea  rather  brought  foreign  influ- 
ences to  its  shores  than  kept  them 
away.     Moreover,  within  its  own 
borders  it  contained  a  midtitude 
of    tribes    that    had    never  been 
wholly  subjugated  or  banished  by 
the  Jew;  and  it  was  subject  tc> 
such  a  variety  of  foreign  dominion 
that    its    physical    barriers    and 
hedges  could  have  been  of  but 
small  accoimt.     Galilee,  similarly,, 
though  apparently  the  most  remote- 
and  isolated  of  provinces,  is  really 
the  least  so.     Its  division  and  re- 
moteness    is    from    the    province 
representing    national     Judaism ; 
its  isolation  is  that  it  is  environed 
by  what  is  not  Jewish.       It    is. 
bounded  on  the  north  by  Phoenicia, 
renowned  for  its  activity  and  trade,, 
prone  to  letters,  and  possessed  of 
an  immense  theogonical  literature. 
On  the  east  flows  the  Jordan,  and 
the  districts  on  the  other  side  were 
Syrian  and  Greek.  On  the  south  was 
Samaria,  with  her  own  version  of 
the  Pentateuch,  her  own  mount  of 
worship,  and  her  hostility  to  her 
rival  at  Jerusalem.     GaUlee  was- 
not  like  Jerusalem,  fighting   the 
battle  of    national  pride   against 
foreign  thought ;  for  the  foreigners 
overpowered  the  Jews.      Ca3sarea, 
a  coast  town   on  the  borders  of 
Galilee,  and  twenty-five  miles  from 
Nazareth,  although  the  civil  and 
military  capital  of   Palestine,  was. 
chiefly  inhabited  by  other  races 
than  Jews,  but    contained    some 
thousands  of  the  latter.      There 
was   a  standing  dispute  to  whom 
the   city  belonged,   and  frequent 
contentions,   owinff  to  the  diver- 
sity   of    faiths    within   its   walls. 
It    was    built    by    an   Idumsaan,. 
Edomite,  or  half  Jew;   but  filled 
with  statues  and  temples  that  were 
by  no  means  Jehovistic  or  Jewish. 
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The  direct  rule  of  Greek  princes 
for  more  than  a  century  and  a  half 
had  left  its  indelible  mark — a 
mark  that  the  succeeding  rule  of 
the  Maccabees  could  not  put  away, 
and  which  the  Koman  rule  rather 
deepened  than  otherwise.  Ptole- 
maiSy  which  owes  its  name  to  the 
first  Oreek  sovereign  of  the  line 
of  the  Ptolemies,  was  but  twenty 
miles  from  Nazareth.  The  foreign 
mark  was  to  be  seen  in  the  name 
of  the  lovely  plain  of  Esdraelon 
(the  Greek  form  of  Jezreel),  which 
sweep  of  land  extended  to  within 
two  miles  of  Nazareth  ;  while  the 
border  of  Phoenicia  was  within 
two  hours'  walk.  Within  a  mile  or 
two  east  of  the  native  place  of 
Jesus  ran  a*  g^eat  trunk  road 
from  Damascus  southwards,  while 
westward  twenty  miles  was  the 
mystic  Mount  of  Carmel,  then 
Syrian,  but  always  the  haimt 
of  prophets,  who  meditated  in  its 
groves  that  were  like  **  thick 
tresses  of  the  bride.'*  There  are 
caves  there  with  Greek  inscrip- 
tions, **cave  of  the  sons  of  the 
prophets . ' '  Eli j  ah  had  been  th ere  ; 
and  Pjrthagoras,  journeying  to 
Egypt,  spent  several  days  upon 
the  mount  (lamblichus.  Life  of 
Pythag.  III.)  This  was  a  half 
millennium  before  the  time  we  are 
now  speaking  of ;  but  the  charac- 
ter of  the  place  abided,  for  it  now 
possessed  a  temple  and  college, 
and  a  few  decades  after  our  era 
commences  we  find  Homan  Ves- 
pasian consulting  the  oracle  there. 
As  in  Samaria  there  were  great 
Herodian  towns,  the  capital  being 
given  the  name  of  Sebaste,  the 
Greek  equivalent  of  Augustus,  so 
with  Galilee.  Mount  Tabor  held 
a  fortified  town.  Sepphoris,  an 
hour's  walk  from  Nazareth,  had  a 
college  of  doctors,  and  a  Sanhedrim 
established  by  the  Komans.  This 
and  Tiberias  were  the  largest  cities 
of  Galilee.  The  **  masters  of  the 
law"  composing  such  a  Sanhedrim 


were  not  necessarily  all  Hebrews. 
They  formed,  says  Deutsch,  **the 
most  mixed  assembly  in  the  world. 
There  were  not  only  natives  of  all 
the  parts  of  the  world-wide  Koman 
Empire  among  them,  but  also 
denizens  of  Arabia  and  Judea." 

The  direct  rule  of  Greek  princes 
had  ceased  a  century  and  a  half 
before  our  era  commences,  but 
the  better  educated  Bomans  spoke 
Greek,  and  their  edicts,  though 
officially  published  in  Latin,  were 
translated  into  Greek,  which  was 
the  pre-eminent  language  of  civi- 
lisation. As  the  Ghreek  dominion 
began  to  wane,  whether  in  Egypt 
or  in  Greece  proper,  some  two 
centuries  before  our  era,  it  might 
be  thought  that  the  language 
would  also  have  lost  ground.  It 
seems  rather  to  have  established  it- 
self until  it  became,  not  the  vema- 
cidar  of  a  nation,  but  the  common 
language  of  the  learned.  With- 
out knowing  this  relation  of  the 
Greek  language  to  the  Koman 
power,  it  would  be  difficidt  to  see 
how  Palestine,  although  while  im- 
der  Greek  rule  it  might  have  been 
fully  impregnated  with  the  Greek 
language,  should  not  imder  Koman 
rule  have  lost  it.  The  epigram  of 
Horace  (Epist.  II.  i.  156)  will 
keep  the  truth  in  our  mind : — 
*^  Captive  Greece  took  captive  her 
rude  conqueror."  During  the 
reign  of  the  earlier  Ptolemies, 
Alexandria,  the  largest  city  in  the 
world,  and  possessed  of  the  largest 
library,  had  been  the  home  of 
8chol£u:*s,  who  flocked  thither  from 
Athens  and  the  coasts  of  the  Medi- 
terranean. The  cruelties  of  the 
seventh  Ptolemy  drove  out  the 
scholars  in  crowds,  and  they  dis- 
tributed themselves  over  all  the 
islands  and  coasts  of  the  Archi- 
pelago. Here  there  were  schools 
at  which  Koman  Emperors  were 
taught.  If  other  evidence  were 
wanted  that  Greek  was  not  un- 
known in  the  large  Galilean  towns^ 
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it  'would  be  found  in  the  fact  that 
the  Koman  standards  floated  over 
them.  It  was  an  affectation  of 
cultured  Romans  not  only  to  know 
Greek  but  to  speak  it ;  and  whole 
libraries  they  brought  over  from 
Greece,  with  which  the  Roman  poets 
of  the  period  of  which  we  are  treat- 
ing amply  enriched  themselves. 
Jmius  Caesar  studied  at  Bhodes  in 
the  celebrated  Greek  school  of 
Melon ;  Augustus  was  a  master  of 
Greek.  Cato,  when  young,  oppo- 
sed Hellenic  influence,  and,  when 
old,  learned  the  language.  Horace, 
though  his  father  was  in  poor  cir- 
cimistances,  was  sent  to  the  Greek 
University  at  Athens  to  learn  phi- 
losophy ;  so  also  Ovid.  Virgil,  of 
course,  read  Homer.  Cicero  was 
a  translator  from  the  Greek ;  so 
was  Catullus.  Greeks  of  talent 
flocked  to  Rome,  and  gave  lectures 
in  their  own  tongue,  which  was 
made  the  natural  language  of  phi- 
losophy and  letters. 

Josephus,  the  Jerusalemite  Jew, 
who  was  bom  soon  after  the  death 
of  Jesus,  wrote  in  the  Greek  lan- 
guage as  well  as  in  Syro-Chaldee. 
He  speaks  in  his  "  Life  "  of  Greeks 
residing  at  Tiberias  in  Galilee ; 
among  them  was  one  who  had 
written  in  that  language  a  history 
of  a  Galilean  war. 

The  common  language  of  these 
days  was,  says  Deutsch,  **  an  odd 
mixture  of  Gfreek,  Aramaic,  Latin, 
Syriac,  Hebrew  ;  "  a  "  corrupt 
Chaldee  or  Aramaic,  mixed  with 
Greek  and  Latin."  *'  Though 
gifted  with  a  fine  feeling  for  the 
distinguishing  characters  of  each  of 
the  languages  then  in  common  use 
(*  Aramaic  lends  itself  best  to  ele- 
gies, Greek  to  tymns,  Hebrew  to 
prayer,  Roman  to  martial  compo- 
sitions,' as  a  common  saying  has 
it),  they  yet  mixed  them  all  up." 

Besides  other  influences  from 
outside  to  which  Palestine  was 
subject,  there  was  ever  the  com- 
munication open  with  the  scattered 


ones  of  their  own  nation,  and  there 
were  visits  from  their  foreim 
brethren.  It  is  difficult  adequatSy 
to  realise  .what  these  Jews  of  the 
dispersion  were.  A  section  only  of 
the  captives  had  returned  from 
Babylon  when  their  own  territory 
had  become  equally  part  of  the 
vast  empire  that  extended  from 
Thrace  and  Egypt  to  India,  and 
embraced  the  entire  Oriental  world. 
Since  that  time  the  Jews  of  Babylon 
and  of  Palestine  were  always 
closely  linked  ;  they  possessed  an 
almost  identical  tongue.  Three 
centuries  before  our  era  Alexander 
carried  the  Macedonian  rule  and 
the  Greek  language  over  the  entire 
region  that  the  Jews  inhabited. 
Babylonia,  Media,'  and  Judea 
alike.  These  Jews  were  under 
Grecian  rule  and  influence  without 
the  break  that  in  Palestine  must 
be  allowed  for  the  MaocabsBan. 
period.  A  decree  of  Gamaliel,  the 
elder,  issued  from  the  Temple  a 
few  years  after  the  death  of  Jesus, 
is  addressed,  "  To  our  brethren  the 
exiles  in  Babylon,  Media,  Greece, 
and  all  other  exiles  of  Israel,  greet- 
ing!" (Sanhed.  Tosifta,  c.  ii.  Jer. 
Sanh.  18  a.) 

The  second  area  of  dispersion 
was  Egypt  and  the  adjacent 
African  regions.  Alexander  in 
foimding  Alexandria  peopled  a 
third  of  it  with  Jews ;  and  the 
Ptolemies  added  to  these  importa- 
tions, until  the  Egyptian  Jews  were 
estimated  at  the  commencement  of 
our  era  at  a  million  in  number. 
These  Jews  were  under  purely 
Greek  auspices,  and  knew  no 
Hebrew.  Their  Scriptures  had 
been  rendered  for  them  into  Greek; 
they  read  them  in  a  free  and  liberal 
way,  and  books  of  a  broad  and  cos- 
mopolitan philosophy,  written  by 
Hellenized  Jews,  are  numerous  and 
important.  The  habitable  world, 
says  exaggerative  Josephus  (Ant. 
xiv.  7,  2),  was  so  full  of  Jews 
that  there  was  scarcely  a  comer 
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of  the  Koman  Empire  where 
they  might  not  be  found  ;  and 
the  Talmud  (Jer.  Meg.  iii.  75, 
dt.  Deutsch)  speaks  of  nearly  four 
hundred  synagogues  in  Jerusalem 
as  belonging  to  different  conmiu- 
nities  of  the  Dispersion.  There 
was  no  interruption  to  communica- 
tion between  the  Jews  abroad  and 
the  Jews  at  home,  and  as  Babylon 
gpave  its  language  to  the  captives, 
it  might  fairly  be  expected,  even 
if  there  \i  ere  no  other  influences 
tending  in  the  same  direction,  that 
no  educated  Palestinian  Jew  could 
be  wholly  ignorant  of  Greek,  the 
language  of  so  many  thousands  of 
his  brethren  dwelling  in  so  near  a 
land  as  Egypt. 

We  have  now  fairly  combated 
the  prejudice  found  to  be  occupy- 
ing the  field  of  our  inquiry,  by 
shewing  that  the  country  of  Jesus 
was  peopled  by  no  mysterious  and 
unique  race,  separated  from  the 
rest  of  the  world,  and  living  a 
sacred  and  sequestered  life  of  light 
in  the  midst  of  a  pagan  darkness  ; 
but  that  its  knowledge,  like  the 
knowledge  of  all  the  world,  is 
to  a  large  extent  adoption,  and  of 
foreign  origin.  The  mistake  which 
has  given  rise  to  the  prevalent  mis- 
conception is  perhaps  due  (apart 
from  its  adaptability  to  minor  doc- 
trinal necessities)  to  the  fragment- 
ary early  history  of  the  primitive 
Jewish  tribe,  as  written  by  itself, 
having  been  taken  to  represent 
the  records  of  the  mixed  and 
divided  race  of  a  thousand  years 
later  date,  both  in  point  of  time 
and  experience.  Jesus  was  bom, 
not  of  Abraham's  seed  only,  but 
of  a  people  long  mingled  with  the 
Chaldean,  the  Egyptian,  and  the 
Greek. 

We  have  so  far  proceeded  with 
our  inquiry  as  connected  with  a 
national  condition ;  it  must  now  be 
entered  upon  with  a  more  personal 
reference  to  its  object. 

If  Jesus    was    a  well-educated 


son  of  his  time,  he  knew  Greek ; 
if  he  was  able  to  converse  freely 
with  the  foreigners  that  composed 
the  largest  element  of  the  towns 
that  lay  close  around  his  home, 
he  knew  Greek.  Was  he  well 
educated  ?  Any  argument  to  the 
contrary  has  clearly  no  basis  in 
fact.  The  sneering  remark  attri- 
buted (John  vii.  1 6)  to  the  southern 
Jews,  *  *  How  hath  this  man  literary 
knowledge,  having  never  learned?*' 
is  probably  a  depreciatory  mode  of 
representing  that  he  came  from  the 
north,  and  was  not  educated  in 
the  schools  of  Jerusalem.  There  if. 
no  reason  to  doubt  the  stoiy  that 
he  entered  into  the  synagogue  of 
Nazareth  and  stood  up  to  read 
from  the  roll  of  the  book ;  he  must 
then  at  least  have  known  the 
language  in  which  it  was  written, 
and  how  to  interpret  from  it  to  the 
people  in  Aramaic,  after  the  usual 
custom  of  the  meturgeman  (Drago- 
man, or  interpreter).  That  he  did 
teach  in  the  synagogues  seems  to 
be  a  historic  fact,  and  such  teaching 
always  consisted  in  taking  a  portion 
of  the  Scripture,  and  interpreting 
and  commenting  upon  it.  If  the 
narratives  we  so  much  prize  are 
credible  as  we  suppose,  Jesus  con- 
stantly taught  as  a  rabbi,  and 
was  recognised  as  a  rabbi.  This 
implies  tho  ^*  literary  knowledge  " 
of  the  class.  There  is  no  reasonable 
doubt  that  Jesus  received  a  tho- 
rough scholastic  trainin g.  Probably 
enough  he  obtained  it  mostly  for 
himself,  but  so  does  every  deepest 
student ;  sufficient  for  our  argument 
that  we  may  reasonably  infer 
from  the  history  of  the  time  that 
a  solid  groundwork  of  instruction 
was  bestowed  upon  him  in  youth. 
Men  of  some  amount  of  culture, 
too,  were  probably  many  of  his 
disciples,  even  though  they  might 
be  fishing-boat  proprietors,  and 
might  aid  their  hired  servants  by 
manual  labour.  For  a  consider- 
able period  before  our  era  schools 
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had  been  multiplying  througbout 
the  country.  There  were  both 
elementary  schools,  where  a  teacher 
was  appointed  for  every  five-and- 
twenty  children ;  and  superior 
colleges  or  academies  in  the  more 
important  towns.  Eighty  years 
before  our  era  commences  superior 
schools  were  introduced  into  every 
large  provincial  town,  and  it  was 
ordained  that  all  the  **  youths  from 
the  age  of  sixteen  should  visit 
them"  (Kethuboth,  Jer.  viii.  11). 
It  is  elsewhere  said  (Aboth.  v.  21), 
'*  At  the  age  of  five,  a  boy  has  to 
study  the  Bible,  at  ten  the  Mishna, 
at  fifteen  the  Talmud."  The 
superior  school,  therefore,  must 
have  been  one  that  succeeded  the 
instruction  thus  specified.  There 
was  one  of  the  colleges  where 
scribes  and  the  bearers  of  **the 
traditions  of  the  fathers  "  received 
instruction,  at  Tiberias  in  Galilee. 
Hillel  the  Great  was  president  of 
these  colleges  at  the  time  of  the 
birth  of  Jesus.  A  few  quotations 
from  the  Talmud  will  shew  what 
importance  was  given  to  education 
at  this  period: — "The  world  is 
preserved  by  the  breath  of  the 
school-children."  **A  town  in 
which  there  is  no  school  must 
perish."  "Teaching  of  school- 
children is  of  such  importance  that 
it  must  not  be  stopped  even  for  the 
building  of  the  sanctuary."  (Shabb. 
119  b.)  And  Josephus  says  (c. 
Apion  i.  12),  "  Our  principal 
care  is  to  educate  our  children." 
The  most  highly  esteemed  per- 
sons were  not  the  priests,  whose 
services  had  become  little  more 
than  ceremonial,  but  the  "Masters 
of  the  Law,"  the  "Sages,"  the 
"  Disciples  of  the  Sages."  "Let 
thy  house  be  a  meeting-house  for 
the  wise,  and  sit  in  the  dust  of 
their  feet ;  and  drink  their  words 
with  thirstiness."  (Pirke  Aboth.) 

There  is  no  presimiption  against 
Jesus  and  several  of  his  disciples 
having    studied     at     the    higher 


schools  from  the  fact  of  their 
being  fishermen  or  carpenters. 
Babbi  Gamaliel,  who  dates  about 
40  B.C.,  declares,  "  Learning,  no 
matter  of  what  kind,  if  unaccom- 
panied by  a  trade,  ends  in  nothing 
and  leads  to  sin."  (Aboth  ii.  2.) 
Another  Talmudic  saying  is  this 
(Nedarim,  49  b.),  "Labour  honours 
the  labourer."  There  was  also 
another  pregnant  maxim,  "  He 
who  does  not  teach  his  son  a  trade, 
teaches  him  to  steal."  (Kiddushin.) 
Babbi  Ismael,  the  great  astronomer 
of  about  100  A.D.,  was  a  needle 
maker;  rabbi  after  rabbi  is  de- 
scribed as  "the  tanner,"  "the 
shoemaker,"  "the  weaver,"  "the 
carpenter."  True  teachers  indeed 
these  may  have  been,  workers 
the  more  sincere  in  that  they 
were  men  who  gloried  in  the 
fact  that  they  could  teach  indepen- 
dently of  payment,  and  were  proud 
of  adding  to  their  names  the  trade 
that  was  their  means  of  livelihood. 
"What  possible  chance,  then, 
with  education  compulsory,  is  there 
that  Jesus  remained  uneducated, 
or  that  the  carpenter's  shop  was 
not  also  the  "  house  of  learning?" 
Josephus  plumes  himself  on  having 
made  such  progress  in  his  studies 
that  when  he  was  fourteen  he 
was  sometimes  consulted  by  the 
priests  and  elders  on  points  of 
law.  What  likelihood  is  there 
that  the  studious  boy  who  is  said 
to  have  been  found  engaged  in 
discussion  with  the  Temple  doc- 
tors, should  not  have  sought  in 
every  way  and  by  every  channel 
to  add  to  his  education  between 
the  years  of  fifteen  and  thirty, 
so  as  to  qualify  himself  for  the 
work  he  felt  to  be  his  own  ? 
There  being  little  or  no  exclusive- 
ness  in  Galilee,  in  that  region 
one  might  freely  learn  anything. 
Whether  dedicated  to  Syrian  or 
Jewish  Deitv,  what  better  resert 
for  one  whose  vision  pierced 
through     external     foims,      and 
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througli  the  merely  adventitious 
«eized  upon  the  real  and  true, 
than  the  meditative  solitudes  of 
'Carmel,  whose  groves  an  old  pro- 
phet had  referred  to  (Alicah  vii. 
14)  as  a  refuge  for  hermit  priests? 
**  Tend  thy  people  with  thy  rod, 
rthe  flock  of  thine  heritage,  which 
^well  solitarily  in  the  wood,  in  the 
midst  of  Carmel ;  let  them  feed  in 
Bashan  and  Gilead,  as  in  the  days 
of  old."  Where  in  the  world 
4!ould  an  eager  soul  be  placed  that 
it  could  not  find  something  or 
ssomeone  wherefrom  to  learn  ? 
•Galilee,  despised  as  it  was  by  the 
•exclusives  of  Jerusalem,  was  not 
without  its  fruit  of  excellence.  A 
century  and  a  half  after  this  time 
•epraiig  from  it  the  reputed  origina- 
tor of  the  Kabbala,  and  author  of 
the  Zohar.  In  Galilee,  even  if  Jesus 
never  travelled  afield  to  the  Essene 
communities  near  the  Asphaltic 
Sea,  or  to  the  Egypto-Hellenic 
Therapeuts  that  dwelt  further 
south,  there  was  no  hindrance  to 
the  study  of  Greek,  or  of  the 
message  of  the  prophet,  the  lore 
of  the  sage,  the  ethics  of  the 
Talmudist,  whether  foreign  or 
Hebraic.  We  do  not  know  that 
-Jesus  never  travelled  beyond  the 
"borders  of  Palestine  before  he 
entered  upon  his  work;  he  may 
have  traversed  Egypt,  or  visited 
India  like  other  students ;  nothing 
is  told  us.  And  in  olden  times 
earnest  students  were  wont  to 
travel.  Pythagoras  journeyed  to 
Egypt  to  learn;  Megasthenes 
visited  India ;  Chaldean  Magi  are 
described  as  reaching  Palestine ; 
and  the  disciples  themselves,  or 
their  successors,  widely  traversed 
Grecised  Asia  Minor. 

Philo,  the  Jew,  wrote  in  Ghreek, 
as  Alexandrian  Jews  had  written 
for  two  hundred  years,  or  since 
the  time  of  the  Septuagint.  Both 
Greeks  and  Hellenists,  like  Philo, 
were  constantly  to  be  found  in 
Judea   (Acts   vi.  1,  ix.  29,  xi.  20), 


that  is  to  say,  Jews  who  knew 
Greek.  Philo  himself  came  over  to 
Jerusalem  for  the  Temple  require- 
ments— as,  indeed,  every  devout 
Jew  was  supposed  to  do,  and  as 
many  of  the  thousands  that  were 
scattered  over  Egypt  and  built  up 
a  large  Hellenistic  literature  must 
often  have  done.  Few  men  of 
culture  in  Palestine  could  have  been 
wholly  ignorant  of  a  language 
currently  spoken  within  their  own 
borders,  and  the  tongue,  both  for 
speech  and  writing,  of  so  many 
thousands  of  their  brethren,  from 
whom  they  were  never  cut  off  by 
any  worse  barrier  than  an  oft- 
traversed  route  of  some  days' 
journey. 

Amon^  the  relics  of  Jesus  are  to 
be  found  thoughts  not  paralleled 
in  any  Hebrew  work  known,  but 
provably  related,  and  that  fre- 
quently even  by  phraseological 
identity,  to  passages  in  the  works 
of  Philo,  who  wrote  and  spoke  in 
Greek.  So,  too,  must  have  spoken 
the  school  from  which  Philo  drew 
his  spiritual  sustenance ;  and  the 
allegoric  lore  which  they  possessed 
could  not  have  been  withheld  from 
an  inquirer  such  as  Jesus.  Xhere 
is  traceable  connection  also  between 
the  words  of  Jesus  as  reported  and 
those  of  the  books  called  apocry- 
phal, which  were  either  composed 
in  Greek,  or  early  translated  into 
that  language.  Paul  speaks  in 
Hebraic  and  writes  in  Greek; 
James  gives  his  name  to  an  epistle 
that  is  Greek,  full  of  Hebraisms, 
which  are  to  be  expected  in  such 
a  case.  Peter  and  John,  if  they 
wrote  the  books  that  bear  their 
names,  wrote  them  in  Greek.  The 
redactors  of  the  Ghospels  quote  from 
the  Greek  Septuagint  direct  rather 
than  translate  from  the  Hebrew 
original.  The  inscription  over  the 
Cross  is  said  to  have  been  in 
Hebraic,  Greek,  and  Latin: 
Hebraic  as  the  language  of  the 
common    people,     Latin    as    the 
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official  language  of  the  rulers, 
Greek  as  the  tongue  usually 
spoken. 

During  the  lifetime  of  Jesus  a 
young  student  was  in  Jerusalem, 
acquiring  Hebraic  learning  and 
continuing  his  education  in  Greek 
from  a  master  acquainted  Trith 
both  languages.  The  master  was 
Gamaliel,  a  renowned  and  liberal 
Pharisaic  rabbi,  who  became 
president  of  the  Sanhedrim  in  the 
year  30  of  our  era.  The  scholar  was 
JPaul  of  Tarsus,  who  comes  into 
historic  notice  about  six  years 
after  the  date  just  named,  when 
he  was  a  young  man  (Acts  vii.  58), 
or  probably  about  thirty  years  of 
age.  The  age  at  which  he  entered 
upon  study  at  Jerusalem  might 
most  reasonably  be  about  four- 
teen ;  he  would  consequently  have 
been  a  pupil  there  between  the 
time  that  Jesus  entered  the  Temple 
precincts  as  a  boy  and  as  a  man. 
The  death  of  Jesus  occurred 
about  the  year  28  or  29,  when 
Paul  would  have  been,  what  we 
term,  *^  of  age ;"  that  in  his  writ- 
ings he  should  never  have  referred 
to  Jesus  as  one  whom  he  might 
have  met,  is  an  almost  inexplicable 
thing.  But  he  realised  a  mystical 
attractiveness  rather  than  a  per- 
sonal element  in  the  mission  of 
the  Master. 

To  return  again  to  the  records, 
there  come,  we  are  told,  Greeks 
(or  Hellenized  Jews)  to  Philip,  a 
Galilean  disciple  (John  xii.  20  and 
59),  and  beg  him,  presumably  in 
Greek,  to  let  them  see  Jesus ;  was 
the  disciple  of  greater  linguistic 
attainments  than  the  master  ?  Ac- 
cording to  the  Fourth  Gospel  there 
was  nothing  improbable  in  Greek 
knowledge  being  attributed  to 
Jesus,  for  the  Jews  are  represented 
as  saying  (John  vii.  35),  **  Will  he 
go  unto  the  dispersed  among  the 
Greeks,  and  meet  the  Greeks?  " 
Jesus  himself  meets  with  a  Syro- 
Phoenician      woman,      otherwise 


described  as  Greek ;  and  no  diffi- 
culty  is  on  record  as  to  his  ability 
to  converse  with  her. 

When  the  Greek  language  en- 
tered Egypt,  it  rapidly  made  its- 
way  there :  it  had  been  the 
lans^uage  of  the  Government  in 
Syria  throughout  the  reign  of  the 
SeleucidsB ;  it  would  indeed  be 
strange  if  it  found  itself  estopped 
there  from  its  ordinary  power  of* 
spreading. 

It  is  recorded  that  Jesus  on  the 
Cross  repeated  in  Aramaic  the- 
words  of  a  psalm,  and  cried  on 
Elohim;  the  bystanders  were  so 
far  Greek  that  they  misunderstood 
him,  and  mistook  the  word — not 
unlike,  indeed,  in  sound — for  Elias 
(Heleias),  the  Greek  form  of 
kijah. 

Some  have  gone  so  far  as  to- 
suppose  that  Jesus  most  often  dis- 
coursed in  GJreek,  but  that  when 
most  deeply  moved  he  fell  into* 
Aramaic,  as  for  instance  in  the 
occasional  fragments  now  left  to  us, 
— Eaka,  Bar-Jona,  Rabbi,  Helm 
He  0*1  (otherwise  Helei)  Lema 
Sabachthani,  Talitha  Koum,  Eph- 
phatha ;  in  Matt.  v.  22,  xvi.  17> 
xxiii.  7,  xxvii.  46;  Mark  v.  41, 
vii.  34,  XV.  34.  But  only  half  of 
these  could  belong  to  emotional 
utterances,  and  the  distinct  tradi- 
tional assertion  that  the  entire- 
loffia  were  noted  down  in  Hebraic, 
goes  against  this  hypothesis. 

The  Greek  language  was  in  the 
air;  it  enwraps  the  whole  era  of 
Jesus ;  not  a  sentence  of  his  now 
lives  in  any  other  language,  save 
these  minor  fragments  of  Ara- 
maic. In  that  tongue  he  doubt- 
less spoke  most  often,  but  it  is 
reasonable  to  regard  him  as  not 
less  cultured  than  his  disciples  and 
followers,  and  not  below  the 
standard  of  his  time.  His  mani- 
fest acquaintance  with  Greek 
written  thought  speaks  for  itself, 
and  is  its  own  argument. 

The  hatred  of  Greek  culture  ex- 
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pressed  at  intervals  by  certain  of  the 
rabbis  is  evidence,  at  least,  that  it 
largely  pervaded  the  community. 
And  all,  moreover,  were  not  so 
bigoted;  an  allegoric  comment 
upon  Genesis  (Midrash  Kabba 
(Jen.  xxxvi.)  speaks  of  the  fringed 
garment  of  the  Jews  and  the  philo- 
sopher's robe  of  the  Greeks  as  parts 
that  ought  to  be  united  again  to 
make  one  whole.  B.  Jochanan, 
son  of  Napucha  (Talmud  Jer.  Sota), 
not  only  urges  the  study  of  Greek 
as  a  needful  part  of  a  man's  edu- 
cation, but  recommends  it  also  for 
women.  And  another  rabbi,  him- 
self a  consummate  Greek  scholar, 
quoted  this  opinion  (Jer.  Sabb.  iii. 
1  Sota)  and  had  his  daughter  in- 
structed in  the  language,  as  a 
necessary  element  of  a  good  female 
education. 


We  shall  be  prepared  to  com- 
pare the  utterances  of  Jesus  with 
the  relics  of  the  religious  sages  of 
antiquity  without  prejudice,  now 
that  we  see  there  is  no  antecedent- 
improbability  of  his  having  learned 
the  langua^  in  which  at  this> 
period  the  bulk  of  the  worldV 
treasures  of  thought  were  to  be 
found.  And  we  may  find  for  our- 
selves a  deeper  interest  in  so  doing 
if  we  realise  what  is  submitted  at 
the  outset  of  this  paper,  that  the 
divinest  thought  conceivable,  to 
reach  man  on  his  own  ground, 
must  be  brought  down  to  his  level, 
and  be  clothed  in  garb  familiar  to 
the  mind.  Truth  dwells  on  infinite 
levels,  the  lower  corresponding  to 
the  higher :  to  the  mind  is  open 
always  the  best  it  can  take  and 
make  fruitful  in  itself. 


Kexinoalb  Cook- 
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EAELY    DAYS    OF    MORTIMER    COLLINS. 

Continued  from  poffe  356. 


When  our  author  was  in  his  cradle, 
41  not  very  usual  event  happened 
to  him,  and  one  that,  precocious 
though  he  wm,  he  was  powerless 
to  prevent :  his  wife  that  was  to 
be  was  married  to  some  one  else, 
and  against  her  will.  This  is, 
perhaps,  a  rather  hizam  way  of 
■alluding  to  domestic  facts,  but  as 
Mortimer  Collins  himself  was  suffi- 
ciently prone  to  the  bizarre,  there 
is  some  appropriateness  in  follow- 
ing the  same  thread  of  fancy  in 
his  biography. 

Before  referring  more  particu- 
larly to  his  marriage  we  must  re- 
turn to  the  poet  as  we  left  him  in 
1848.  He  was  very  diversely  en- 
gaged, namely,  in  school  teaching, 
writing  for  newspapers,  and  falling 
in  love.  During  1848  and  1849  he 
was  a  regular  and  voluminous 
contributor  to  Felix  FarUy^s  Bristol 
Journal,  up  to  the  close  of  the 
former  year  hailing  from  Winder- 
mere. Lyrical  translations  from 
both  ancient  and  modern  languages 
continue  to  appear,  and  were  pro- 
bably the  accumulations  of  the 
preceding  years  of  tutor  life. 

Under  the  head  of  *'  Polyglot- 
tisms,"  before  adverted  to,  we  find 
the  following  in  October,  1848 ; 
it  has  a  certain  appropriateness  to 
i;he  life  of  the  translator : — 

Schiller's  Punch  Song. 

Four  noble  elements, 

Mixing  in  mirth, 
Make  up  life's  royalty, 

Upbuild  the  earth. 


Forth  from  the  lemon 
Sharp  juices  press ; 

Chief  of  existence 
Is  life's  bitterness. 

Sugar's  soft  mildness 

Temper  ye  next  ; 
Soothing  the  acid 

Fiery  and  vext. 

Water  in  plenty 

Dash  in  the  bowl ; 
Water  in  quiet 

Surroundeth  the  whole. 

Drops  of  the  spirit 
The  maffter-hand  throws. 

Life  on  the  living 
Which  only  bestows. 

Quaff  ere  it  deaden  ! 

Stay  not,  nor  shrink  ! 
Drink  it  while  glov  ing, 

'Tis  life  that  ye  drink. 

When  a  tutor  at  Windermere 
in  1848,  Collins  made  the  acquaint- 
ance of  a  Mr.  Farmer  of  whom  he 
speaks  in  **  The  Secret  of  Lon^ 
Life  "  (1871),  as  **  the  pleasant  and 
erudite  gentleman  who  edited  the 
(Westmorland)  Gazette  then,  and 
who  edits  it  now."  The  past  date 
here  refers  to  1848,  when  Words- 
worth discoursed  to  Collins  of  the 
health-giving  properties  of  **  a  hill 
country,  well  watered,  of  primeval 
soil  and  stimulating  air,"  and 
referred  him  for  proof  to  the 
obituary  columns  of  the  Westmor- 
land newspaper.  This  Mr. 
Farmer,  says  Mr.  T.  J.  Bennett, 
the  present  editor  of  the  West- 
nwrhnd  Gazette,  **like  his  friend, 
has  gone  over  to  the  majority. 
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But  Mr.  Bennett  fishes  up  from 
fiome  memorial  receptacle  that  has 
retained  it  for  thirty  years,  the 
following  characteristic  anecdote 
of  a  call  made  by  Mortimer  Collins 
at  Mr.  Farmer's  house : — 

"Collins,  as  you  may  know,  was  a 
tutor  in  a  gentleman's  family  near 
Kendal.  His  successor  in  the  ap- 
pointment was  a  Scotchman,  one 
Thomas  Alexander.  During  Alexan- 
der's tutorship  Collins  visited  Kendal, 
and  in  calling  upon  Mr.  Farmer  one 
morning,  he  saw  a  reprint  of  a  lecture 
on  mathematics  which  Alexander  had 
delirered  before  the  members  of  a 
Mechanics'  Institution,  and  which 
^  partial  friends '  had  induced  him  to 
publish.  Collins,  having  taken  up 
the  pamphlet  and  turned  over  its 
pages,  sat  down  and  threw  off  the 
foUowiog  : — 

Behold,  what  elocutionary  attitudes 
Scotch  lecturers  confer    upon    their 

platitudes. 
How  pedagogic  axioms  meander 
From  the  sage  lips  of  Thomas  Alex- 
ander. 

His  ''partial  friends''  who  laid  their 

heads  together. 
Persuading  him  to  publish  all  this 

blether, 
Were  certainly  by  no  means  partial 

zanies, 
A  fact  which  I  consider  very  plain  is. 

Dolts  who  frequent  Mechanics'  In- 
stitutions 

May  be  content  with  villainous  effu- 
sions, 

But  why  the  deuce  should  this  tame 
fool  transmogrify 

His  humbug  into  rascally  typography? 

The  above  was  repeated  to  me  by  a 
gentleman  who  read  it  as  soon  as  it 
was  written,  and  who  has  retained  it 
in  his  memory  ever  since.  I  am 
assured  that  it  has  never  been  in 
print." 

Mortimer  was  very  hot  against 
any  sentimental  apotheosis  of 
blissful  mediocrity.  The  author 
without  pith  or  power,  doing  his 
wretched  best,  was  the  exact 
converse  of  himself,  who  had 
faculty    in   superabundance,    and 


did  not  always  direct  it    to    its 
highest  level. 

The  following  appeared  the 
same  autumn  set  in  a  story,  as 
so  many  hundreds,  we  believe  we 
may  say  with  truth,  of  our  poet's 
songs  have  found  place  since. 
His  stories  of  this  date,  it  may  be 
named  by  the  way,  were  not  stories 
at  all ;  but  rambling  effusions  with 
some  dash,  but  not  the  smallest 
evidence  of  constructiveness.  The 
song  is  rather  less  distinctive  than 
most:  {Felix  Farley ^  2nd  Sept., 
1848)  :— 

0,  soDgs  of  the  Olden  Time 

As  your  free  tones    through    me 
quiver, 
I  pant  with  the  bounding  chime 

Of  my  heart's  own  billowy  river ; 
But  I  soon  sink  breathlessly 

Into  slumber  calm  and  deep, 
As  a  skiff  on  a  halcyon  sea 

Is  rocked  by  the  wave  to  sleep. 

0,  songs  of  the  Olden  Time  ! 

Ye  bring  me  memory's  chalice, 
Of  mirth,  and  of  mirthful  rhyme, 

And  of  freaks  of  friendly  malice  ; 
And  I  dream  some  power  has  given 

An  Eden  of  joy  in  the  air — 
A  half-way  house  to  heaven, 

And  that  I  and  my  love  are  there. 

This  is  better,  published  the 
same  day : — 

A  music  rare  swelled  through  the  air, 

none  knowing  whence  it  came. 
The  setting  sun  streaked  all  the  west 

with  undulating  flame ; 
There  lay  a  lake  all  hushed  and  still 

beneath  the  fading  light, 
Which,  sinking  slowly  from  the  hills, 

brought  on  the  summer  night ; 
The  stars  leaped  through  heaven's 

holy  blue  into  a  golden  birth, 
Night  shook  her  odorous  tresses  o'er 

the  rejoicing  earth  ; 
And  through  the  shades  a  poet-boy 

raised  this  aspiring  cry — 
**  O,  Beauty,  Beauty  !  I  would  die  to 

know  thy  mystery  ! " 

A  thunder  roar  from  many  a  shore 

told  of  terrific  war, 
Heroes    and    Demiurgi    smote    the 

nations  wide  and  far  ; 
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A  chorus  of  mad  Toices — a  chaos  of 
mad  dreams 

Fright  the  pale  world,  and  through  all 
lands  the  threatening  fury  gleams. 

It  is  the  birth  of  a  holier  earth ;  free- 
dom now  triumpheth ; 

Short,  sudden,  silent  is  the  path  from 
empery  to  death ; 

And  manhood  now  beholds  the  bard — 
he  heads  the  hero-race — 

*'  0  Glory,  Glory !  I  would  die  in 
thy  sublime  embrace  !  " 

Wild  splendours  bum ;  the  High 
Eteme  is  desecrate  by  man  ; 

The  tranquil  eloquence'  of  truth  sub- 
dued by  tyrant  ban  ; 

The  ,  hurricane,      which     scattered 
thrones    in   its  strong  vengeful 
burst, 

Urgeth  to  terror's  anarchy,  and  fierce 
demoniac  thirst. 

Age  whitens  now  the  poet's  brow  ;  the 
madness  of  the  Past — 

The  beautiful — the  glorious — to  him 
are  faintly  glassed  : 

*'  Seek  wisdom's  fouFit !  "  to  the  whole 
world  his  dying  Uiusic  saith  ; 
Peace  !  peace  celestial !    Thine  my 
hope  beyond  the  gates  of  death  !  * 

In  January,  1849,  he  had  found 
out,  probably  from  Coleridge's 
*' Table-talk,"  quaint,  strong  old 
Asgill.  **TranslatedAsgill,"  after 
being  turned  out  of  both  the  Irish 
and  the  English  Houses  of  Parlia- 
ment, for  a  brochure  reputedly  but 
not  really  blasphemous,  occupied 
himself  in  a  debtor's  prison  in 
writing  those  singular  pamphlets 
of  his,  which  are  full  of  fire  and 
a  faith  of  their  own,  and  lived 
to  near  a  hundred.  Writes 
Collins,  **Why  should  not  man 
be  immortal  ?  Asgill  says  men 
only  die  because  they  are  cowards : 
I  believe  it.  Two  people  in  this 
world  I  would  give  half  a  life  to 
see  :  the  Wandering  Jew  and 
Mephistophiles."  There  is  not 
much  to  be  said  for  this  choice  of 
companions  ;  but  perhaps  they  are 
the  only  people  of  the  kind  to  be 
had.  Asgill  reappears  in  a  chapter 
of  the  *' Secret  of  Long  Life," 
and  may  perhaps  have  afforded 


the  first  suggestion  of  that  work, 
although  Coflins's  *  *  Secret ' '  diff  ers^ 
widely  from  Asgill' s. 

In  1849  long  discussions  on 
mesmerism  were  occupying  the^ 
columns  of  the  journals  to  which 
Collins  was  a  contributor,  and 
from  them,  or  from  Miss  Harriet 
Martineau,  he  may  have  acquired 
a  slight  interest  in  the  subject, 
which  enters  into  his  earlier  ro- 
mances. 

He  was  also  a  Pythagorean 
from  first  to  last  in  a  sort  of  half- 
humorous  way  of  belief.  The 
following  (Felix  Farley,  3rd  March, 
1849)  some  may  think  prodigious, 
but  Mortimer  Collins  had  a  way  of 
laughing  at  and  with  himself  at 
the  same  time ;  and  we  may  safely 
defy  anyone  to  say  to  which  kind  of 
laughter  he  the  more  inclines  in 
this:  — 

"  If  there  be  any  truth  in  the  theory 
of  Pythagoras—  and  there  probably  is 
....  we,  gentle  reader,  we  were 
undoubtedly  Homer  the  eternal  him- 
self. Yes,  we  sang  of  crest- waving 
Hector,  horse-taming  Achilles,  the 
wine-coloured  ocean,  ivory-wristed 
Aphrodite :  we  remember  it  distinctly. 
What  plaudits  there  used  to  be  I 
What  cheers  and  encoi'es !  We  shall 
scarcely  get  so  warm  a  reception  now- 
a-day." 

Mark  the  exquisite  bit  of  banter 
of  himself  at  the  end.  This  sage 
hypothesis  would  certainly  account 
for  his  ease  in  the  classic  tongue, 
and  unconquerable  habit  of  classic 
quotation  and  imagery ;  but  why 
did  he  not  do  himself  the  honour 
of  translating  himself  ?  Was  it 
more  polite  to  turn  instead  to 
Aristophanes  and  Anacreon  ? 

He  continues  in  a  somewhat 
different  vein: — 

**  0  geologising,  archseologising  .  .  . 
money-making,  glory-forgetting,  and 
altogether  degenerate  and  *  used-up' 
world  !  how  we  are  weary  of  thee.  Is 
there  better  cheer  and  better  society 
in  Venus  or  Jupiter  ?" 


1877.] 


Early  Days  of  Mortimer  CoIUm. 


477 


This  is  the  only  cry  of  weariness 
we  have  ever  found  of  his ;  he  never 
lost  his  habitual  and  remarkable 
cheerfulness  until  his  last  few  years, 
and  then  it  failed  but  rarely.  His 
mirth  was  half  the  natural  joy 
of  his  poetic  disposition,  ha& 
philosophy,  and  that  compounded 
of  the  Epicurean  and  the  Stoic. 

A  curious  mistake  of  ours  in 
the  preceding  paper  of  this  series 
will  serve  to  illustrate  our  author's 
love  of  the  English  language 
even  to  its  forgotten  roots.  We 
mentioned  the  words  *'ethel  and 
manly  spirits  "  as  occurring  in  a 
paper  published  in  1848,  and  sup- 
posed the  word  **ethel"  to  be  a 
misprint,  and  the  suggestion  of 
emendations  to  be  a  fit  task  for  a 
German  brain.  "We  were  misled 
by  a  gap  in  the  text  immediately 
preceding  the  word,  which  led  us 
to  a  premature  conclusion  that  some 
letters  had  fallen  out  in  the  print- 
ing office,  and  altogether  carried 
us  away  from  the  thought  of 
**ethel"  being  itself  a  complete 
word.  When  one  has  seen  *' perse- 
cution" printed  *'pewcushion " 
one  may  perhaps  be  excused  for 
jum2)ing  too  soon  to  a  conclusion  of 
typographic  error.  An  English- 
maD,  not  a  German,  has  set  us 
right.  ''Ethel"  is  pure  Anglo- 
iSaxon ;  an  ethel  is  a  noble,  and  the 
names  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  kings 
■occur  to  the  mind  at  once,  Atheling, 
Ethelred,  and  the  rest.  Mortimer 
Collins  was  ever  a  lovine  student  of 
ilie  '*  ethel  and  manly  "  langua&^e 
that  is  the  backbone  of  our  English. 

The  head  of  the  school  at  West- 
bury,  where  Mortimer  Collins  was 
tutor  about  five  years  before  this 
time,  had  a  friend  and  old  fellow 
student  who  kept  a  school  at 
Lechlade,  having  formerly  been 
head-master  of  the  important  gram- 
mar school  of  Mill  Hill.  Through 
this  connection,  no  doubt,  it  was 
that  in  January,  1849,  the  young 
teacher  found  hiinself  on  the  coach 


on  his  way  to  take  a  new  tutorial 
post  at  Lechlade.  A  little  girl, 
nick-named  afterwards  byhim,&om 
her  check  frock  and  evening  curl 
papers,  the  ''little  plaid  owl  with 
the  white  horns,"  peeped  out  from 
the  gate,  and  saw  get  down  from 
the  coach  a  young  man  of  appa- 
rently terrific  height,  slight  but 
upright,  wearing  a  straw  hat,  and 
looking  much  older  than  he  was. 
The  school-house  was  an  old- 
fashioned  one,  the  drawing-room 
a  pretty  quaint  room,  with  deep 
windows,  lattice  leaded  panes, 
red  flock  paper,  and  high  wains- 
coting all  round  it.  The  head- 
master was  seriously  ill  in  bed,  and 
the  only  representative  of  the 
school  that  the  new  tutor  ever  met 
was  a  lady  who  came  to  the  draw- 
ing-room to  receive  him.  When 
she  left  the  room  to  go  upstairs 
and  acquaint  her  husband  of  the 
new  arrival,  the  absurd  youth  who 
had  but  just  seen  her,  as  he  confessed 
afterwards,  made  the  remark  to  him- 
self, '*  If  ever  I  marry,  that  shall  be 
my  wife."  As  "  adventur  esare to 
the  adventurous,"  so  with  romantic 
people,  the  fates  are  sometimes 
strangely  at  one  with  the  romantic 
and  the  improbable.  Three  weeks 
afterwards  (and  we  need  hardly 
say  without  the  slightest  suspicion 
of  poison,  to  which  novelists  are 
so  prone)  the  one  absolute  obstacle 
to  that  dream-marriage  died,  the 
master  of  the  house,  and  husband 
of  the  lady. 

As  at  the  begionicg  of  this 
article  we  made  a  reference  of 
questionable  taste  to  tjiis  lady's 
age,  we  owe  her  a  few  words  of 
apology. 

Susanna  Hubbard  (whose  home 
name  was  Minna)  was  the  daughter 
of  William  Hubbard,  a  Eussian 
merchant  and  banker,  iinde  of  the 
present  rirfit  honourable  member 
for  the  &ty  of  London.  Her 
father,  a  remarkable  man,  had 
inspired  with  a  grande  pamon  the 
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Czarina  of  Bussia,  who  had  to 
be  prevented  from  seeing  him. 
There  must  have  beeii  something 
strangely  lovable  or  attractive  in 
the  family.  The  daughter,  when 
a  girl,  seated  on  a  rustic  gate,  with 
her  gipsy  hat  all  full  of  flowers, 
singing  by  herself,  was  observed 

by  the  Rev.   Lord  J T , 

who  came  up  to  her  and  shewed  an 
inclination  to  bask  in  the  charm  of 
her  beauty,  when  the  girl's  step- 
mother from  hard  by  appeared  on 
the  scene  and  opportunely  carried 
her  off.  Offers  of  maniage  came 
fast  and  furious,  numbering  a  score 
while  she  was  yet  a  girl.  She  is 
described  as  bewitchingly  pretty, 
of  the  bright  old  English  type. 
She  was  a  petite  and  very  spark- 
ling brunette,  with  a  great  quantity 
of  brown  hair  curling  in  ringlets 
all  over  her  head,  and  caught  back 
with  little  gold  combs.  It  is  said 
— and  perhaps  this  may  be  intelli- 
gible to  ladies  or  artists — that  she 
always  looked  her  best  when  she 
did  her  hair  in  the  dark.  She  was 
remarkable  for  small  and  pretty 
feet  and  ancles  up  to  the  last  day 
of  her  life.  In  the  streets  of  a 
southern  watering-place  she   was 

seen  by  the  Duke  of  B ,  who 

forthwith  fell  in  love,  and  set  his 
"runners"  after  her.  Her  father  and 
stepmother  sat  up  with  her  all 
night  watching  the  house,  and 
took  her  home  the  next  day.  A 
pretty  daughter  was  a  greater 
trouble  to  a  father  in  those  wilder 
times  than  now.  Those  days  are 
not  remote  in  point  of  time,  but 
the  railways  seem  to  have  carried 
us  a  long  journey  from  them  to  our 
present  state  of  civilisation  and  nil 
admirari.  On  one  occasion  a  me- 
dical man  attending  her  for  a  slight 
ailment  in  London  had  appeared  at 
her  bedside  with  a  pistol,  and 
threatened  to  shoot  himself  if  she 
would  not  promise  to  fly  with  him. 
But  she  threw  the  medicine  bottles 
at  him  and  screamed. 


Arrived  at  home  and  out  of  the 
way    of    the    ducal    danger  just 
passed,  her  father  swore  that  as. 
she  was    so    much    trouble    she 
should  marry  the  next  man  that 
offered.      An    estimable    minister 
fell  in  love  with  her  from  the  pul- 
pit, and  proposed  while  fresh  from 
his  sermon.    She  was  told  to  marry 
him.     She  objected,  but  was  co- 
erced.    Her  father,  a  passionate^ 
man,  sat  by  her  bedside  until  two 
in   the  morning  and  vanquished 
her  obstinacy.     Mortimer '  Collins- 
was  asleep  in  his  cradle,  or  ought 
to  have  been ;  he  could  not  help 
her.     Fortunately  for  her — ^thou^k 
a  week  after  her   marriage   she 
threw  her  wedding-ring  at    her 
husband  and  vowed  she  would  not 
wear  it — ^this  imion  was  one  of  a 
placid  happiness  to  both.     At  the 
time  of  our  story  she  was  helping- 
her  husband    keep  school.     Her 
mode  was  original,  but  she  was  an 
immense  favourite  with  the  boys. 
The    old-fashioned  house  had  a 
deep,   square  porch,  over    which 
was  a  balcony  with  verandah,  over- 
hung with  clematis  and  jessamine, 
a  perfect  bower.     She  was  fond  of 
going  out  into  this  balcony  with  a 
huge  basket  of  apples,  and  send- 
ing for  all  the  boys  into  the  garden 
below,  when  she  would  pelt  them 
with  her  apples,  making  capital 
fun  for  both    boys   and  herself. 
They  were   spoiled  boys  at  that 
school ;  she  would  make   a  huge- 
baking  of  biscuits,  and  send  great 
trays  out  hot,    with   bunches   of 
house-grown  grapes,  for  the  boys' 
lunch.     She  would  often  wheedle- 
her    more    serious     spouse     into- 
giving  a  holiday,  and  on  one  occa- 
sion   went    into  the    school-room 
herself,  sat  down  at  the  preceptor** 
desk,  and  called  out  for  the  first 
Greek  class  to  come  up.     All  these 
great  boys  came  up,  and  saw  her 
sitting  gravely  on  the  high  stool. 
She  flung  the  grammars  at  their 
heads  (throwing  varied    artides,. 
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from  wedding-rings  to  medicine 
bottles,  was  evidently  quite  a 
specialty  with  this  bright  little 
lady!),  and  informed  them  that 
they  had  got  a  whole  holiday.  As 
surprise  at  the  new  teacher's 
method  was  recovered  from,  and  her 
meaning  promptly  apprehended, 
fancy  the  hurrahs ! 

Some  time  after  her  husband's 
death  the  young  widow  went  to 
town  with  a  music-mad  son  of 
hers,  and  was  taken  at  the  opera 
for  his  sister.  There  is,  therefore, 
some  explanation  of  the  fact  that 
an  ardent  yoimg  poet  should  fall 
in  love  with  a  widow,  married 
during  his  cradlehood,  and  pos- 
sessed of  six  children,  the  eldest 
but  a  few  years  younger  than 
himself.  There  was  reason  also 
for  the  sage  advice  of  her  sisters 
that  she  could  not  go  on  with  the 
school  in  concert  **  with  that  hand- 
some tutor."  For  a  little  time 
after  her  husband's  death,  the 
tall  tutor  used  to  come  and  read 
Coleridge  with  her  in  the  evenings, 
after  school  work  was  over  and  the 
boys  were  in  bed.  This  pleasant 
spring,  amidst 

The  music  and  the  doleful  tale, 
The  rich  and  balmy  eve, — 

led  on  to  a  summer  in  which  the 
school  was  sold  and  transferred  to 
others. 

The  following  sonnet,  particu- 
larly graceful  in  its  concluding 
lines,  was  written  at  this  time  in 
Lechlade  Churchyard : — 

O  IsiB  !  gentle  Isis  !  flowing  on 
Through     meadows     green     with 

odorous  delight. 
Through  woods  that  rustle  with  the 
breezy  flight 
Of  wondrous  dwellers  in  the  deep 

unknown, 
Soft  is  thy  music,  and  in  unison 
With  tlie  star-whispers  of  the  elo- 
quent night ; 
Glad  are  thy  waters  in  the  golden 
light 
Dropt  from  the  long  locks  of  Hyperion. 


0  Isifl !  noble  Isis  !  in  thee  quivers 
Eternal  Oxford's  wondrous  Gothic- 
glory, 
Poetic    towers    and    pinnacles    of 

pride  : 
And^  loftier  in  thy  power  than  classic- 
rivers, 

Changing  thy  name  by  some  green 
promontory, 

Thou  lavest  London  with  an  ampler 
tide. 

On  leaving  the  school  the  lady 
took  a  little  cottage  far  away  in 
the  country,  one  long  afterward* 
associated  with  the  life,  or  lives,  of 
Mortimer  Collins,  a  cottage,  half 
hidden  with  trees,  at  Knowl  Hill, 
in  Berkshire.  The  gentleman 
found  another  tutorship  at  Roth- 
well,  in  Northamptonshire.  There 
he  probably  learned  what  loneliness 
meant,  and  in  the  autumn  of  1849 
a  letter  went  from  Eothwell  to 
Knowl  Hill.  Whatever  allure- 
ment, poetic  or  otherwise,  the 
missive  contained,  the  reply  wa&^ 
in  the  negative.  But  Mortimer 
Collins  had  made  up  his  mind,  and 
a  plaintive  sentence  found  in  an 
old  family  Bible  may  help  to  ex- 
plain why  love  was  allowed  to  have 
its  way : — **  There  were  too  many 
children,  and  friends  would  not 
help  me,  and  boys  were  unmanage- 
able for  ;wtf."  This  was  a  reason- 
able apology  for  being  so  uncon- 
ventional as  to  plight  troth  with  a 
man  so  much  her  junior,  if  she 
loved  him.  Many  years  afterwards, 
troubled  about  some  thoughtless- 
nesses of  that  period  towards  her 
children,  she  said :  '*  It  was  a  very 
difficult  time  for  me.  None  but 
those  who  have  passed  through 
something  like  it  can  sympathise 
with  me  as  I  was. — I,  an  old 
woman  according  to  the  world,, 
(she  was  forty)  met  with  my  real 
true  love,  and  it  affected  my  nature 
strangely."  Near  relations  natu- 
rally could  not  see  things  in  this 
light  at  the  time,  and  there  was 
great  opposition  to  the  marriage  on 
the  part  of  the  families  of  both. 
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The  young  man's  mother  and 
uncles  said  things  against  him  to 
lier,  one  joumeymg  down  to  Knowl 
Hill  for  the  purpose;  while  her 
friends  gave  her  up  in  des]pair. 

At  leng^,  after  consultmg  her 
little  daughter  as  to  how  she  would 
like  the  tall  tutor  for  a  father,  a 
letter  of  acceptance  was  written. 
The  family  uproar  increai^ed,  cor- 
Tespondence  was  multiplied.  The 
poor  little  lady  had  to  fly  to  town 
to  see  irate  relatiyes  and  try  and 
arrange  her  affairs.  She  had  her 
little  property  also  to  look  after, 
having  had  ten  thousand  pounds 
originally  from  her  father,  which 
hy  this  time  was  much  reduced,  a 
portion  remaining  under  settlement 
on  her  children.  Having  once 
been  bullied  into  one  marriage, 
6he  was  now  almost  badgered  out 
of  another.  The  match  was  all 
but  broken  off  once,  but  Mortimer 
having  been  accepted  had  now 
doubtless  something  to  say  for 
himself. 

During  this  winter  he  retained 
his  tutorial  appointment,  but  in 
the  spring,  for  the  few  days  pre- 
ceding his  marriage,  he  found 
quarters  at  Beading,  and  used  to 
walk  the  nine  miles  to  breakfast 
at  Knowl  Hill,  and  back  again  at 
night.  The  day  was  often  spent 
in  a  trip  in  the  lady's  pony 
carriage  to  Bumham  Beeches.  At 
Wargrave  Church,  some  two  miles 
from  Knowl  Hill,  the  pair  were 
married,  on  the  9th  of  May,  1850. 
A  somewhat  unusual  feature  in 
this  wedding  was  that  the  lady's 
only  bridesmaid  was  her  own  little 
daughter. 

Before  proceeding  with  our 
more  personal  sketch  we  may  refer 
to  the  literary  work  done  at  this 
time.  Besides  the  sundry  signa- 
tures under  which  Collins  wrote  in 
Felix  FarUy^  is  another,  "  Porro," 
the  word  being  sometimes  met 
with  in  its  Latin,  sometimes  in  its 
Attic  form.    A  most  appropriate 


alias  it  is  for  one  writing  under 
many  names,  for  it  means  further 
or  besides,  that  is  to  say,  one 
more.  Porro  signed  himself  ''  a 
picker  up  of  unconsidered  trifles," 
and  he  collected  such  strange  ac- 
counts as  of  Howmenmeetdeath," 
with  the  various  modes  and  moods 
in  which  men  depart,  whether  in 
curiosity  or  in  doubt.  A  strange 
subject  for  a  youns;  man  to  take 
up,  but  they  much  misread  this 
one  who  regard  him  as  a  mere 
careless  writer  of  society  verses. 

Fly  Leaves  from  a   Cobcmokplace 

Book. 

{Fdix  Farley,  Sept.  8,  1849.) 

'^At  various  as  are  the  modes  of 
quitting  this  world  and  plunging  forth 
into  the  darkness  of  space  in  tearch  of 
another,  so  various  have  been  the 
ways  in  which  men  have  prepared  to 
attend  at  the  levee  of  that  great  ruler 
— The  King  of  Terror.  Men  have  met 
Death  with  joy  and  fear,  with  smiles 
and  tears,  with  horror  and  with 
delight.     .     .     . 

The  way  in  which  great  minds  have 
met  death  is  ahiiost  a  matter  of 
history.  To  consider  them  makes  us 
for  a  moment  think  higher  of  man's 
godlike  nature,  which  could  thus  dis- 
regard the  '  greatest  ill  that  flesh  is 
heir  to.*    .     .     . 

Nothing  is,  perhaps,  more  remark- 
able in  death  than  the  retention  of 
the  ruling  passion.  When  all  the 
senses  wax  dim,  and  the  mind  wan- 
ders, the  predominant  feeling  of  life 
seems  to  retain  its  wonted  predomi- 
nance. An  eminent  French  gram- 
marian Ib  said  to  have  expended  his 
last  breath  in  correcting  the  false 
grammar  of  his  father  confessor.    .    . 

Why  should  Death  be 

feared?  it  is  the  'gate  of  fame',  the 
threshold  of  another  world.  As  a 
spirit,  we  desire  it ;  as  of  clay,  we 
fear  it.  May  the  hand  of  love  wipe 
the  death-sweat  from  our  brow  and 
close  our  eyelids  !  Indefinable  as  are 
the  thoughts  and  unfathomable  the 
aspirations  of  man,  proud  as  he  may 
be.  Godlike,  '  but  a  little  lower  than 
the  angels '  in  his  mind,  yet  can  he 
little  s^ford  to  part  with  that  greatest 
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of  all  earthly  blessings — ^human  sym- 

The  thoughts  here  suggested 
may  be  compared  with  the  stately 
poem  of  later  years,  entitled 
■"  Coming  of  Age." 

Here  is  a  portion  of  a  poem 
published  as  early  as  Apnl,  1848 
( Bath  and  Cheltenham  Gazette ), 
**  Solitary  Thoughts,"  in  the  reli- 
gious vein  that  through  life  was 
ever  at  one  with  the  gay  gladness 
of  the  author : — 

Most  High  !  to  see  Thee  ever  on  my 

way, 
To  read  Thy  might  in  every  changing 
ray, 
To  feel  Thy  presence  all   my  life 
surrounding. 
Give  to  Thy  servant :  nor  to  turn 
away 
From  any  whom  Thy  love,  to  all 
abounding, 
Lifts  whence  the  weary  storms  o'er- 

whelm, 
By  firm    belief,  to   hail   a   happier 
realm. 

We  may  compare  this  with  the 
following  as  an  instance  of  a  very 
different  mood.  It  is  verily  a  boy's 
shout  at  holiday : — 

Idlsssb. 

(Felix  Farley,  July  7, 1849.) 

.  .  .  .  To  make  life  a  long  vaca- 
tion, all  indolence  and  fun, 

<xay,  lounging,  desultory  days,  un- 
heedful  of  the  sun  ; 

To  breakfast  late,  and  read  and  dream 
till  almost  eventide. 

Then  out  beneath  the  fading  skies  in 
youth's  untrammelled  pride  ; 

To  shout  among  the  mountains,  to 
plunge  into  the  streams. 

To  roar  a  thousand  rhapsodies  beneath 
the  starry  gleams ; 

These,  these  are  what  I  truly  love^  nor 
shaU  they  ever  die, 

While  still  propitious  are  the  stars, 
while  still  my  pulse  is  high. 

Oarrkra. 

It  is  remarkable  how  through 
life  Mortimer  Collins  bore  side  by 
side  two  distinct  natures,  one  that 


revelled  in  physical  life,  into 
which  he  plunged  not  always 
wisely ;  the  other  a  road  by  which 
he  passed  lovingly,  without  pre- 
tence, make-belief,  or  any  touch 
of  mawkishness,  into  religious 
feeling,  and  passionate  spiritual 
Pantheism.  His  poetry,  wherein 
he  could  apparently  without  effort 
flit  from  Ajiacreontics  to  the  sense 
of  immortedity,  seems  to  have  been, 
the  link  that  bound  these  two 
natures  together.  That  such  union 
is  difBlcult  and  not  always  able  to 
shew  a  smooth  consistence,  may 
well  be  believed.  A  sage  has  said 
of  him,  "There  cannot  well  be 
fostered  both  the  physical  and  the 
spiritual  at  once.  The  twofold 
nature  can  never  be  completely 
imited.  In  the  domination  of  the 
physical,  not  in  the  union  with  it, 
lies  the  triumph  of  the  spiritual 
nature :  there  can  be  no  equality. 
He  believed  that  the  two  natures 
could  crow  side  by  side,  and  that 
blinded  Mm  often.  The  material 
life  is  to  be  regarded  as  an  instru- 
ment ;  directly  it  is  regarded  as  a 
perfect  life,  the  spiritual  life  is 
driven  away." 

Porro  did  not  confine  himself  to 
his  weird  gatherings  of  uncon- 
sidered trifles ;  he  rivalled  Carrera 
in  Anacreontics.  Carrera,  how- 
ever, surpasses  in  exquisiteness 
aught  of  his  alter  ego  in  the 
following  excerpt: — 

Ada  of  Grasmerb. 

(Part  XL  Fdix  Farley,  Aug.  18,  '49.> 

Ada  arose,  most  beautiful. 
Threw  off  the  silken  coverlet 
Which  her  snowy  breasts  had  kissen. 
And  thoughts  most  strange  began  to 

glisten 
In  her  lar^  eyes  of  violet. 
Then,  of  timorous  gladness  full. 
She  robed  her  in  her  raiment  white, 
White  as  the  single  lily  flower 
Braided  in  her  flaxen  hair. 
And  veiled  from  the  voluptuoussight 
Of  stray  spirits  of  the  night 
The  loveliness  which  was  her  dower. 

31 
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Whispering  a  qniet  prayer, 
Ada  threw  wide  her  chamber  door. 
And  softly  trod  the  rustling  floor, 
Gliding  on  her  shadowy  way 
Like  a  silver-footed  fay. 

The  galleries  were  long  and  dim, 
Long  and  dim,  with  rushes  strewn  ; 
Through  painted  forms  of  seraphim 
Shone  the  faint  sweet  summer  moon ; 
All  without  was  dense  and  green  ; 
A  mavis  scarce  could  glide  between 
The  thick  leaves  round  the  oriels  high 
That  opened  proudly  to  the  sky. 

Lito  the  courtyard  passed  she  forth — 

All  was  very  silent  there ; 

And  soon  she  trod  the  warm  green 

earth, 
Where  the  great  boughs  swung  to  an 

eerie  tune 
Under  the  eye  of  the  tranquil  moon. 
And  to  herself  with  moving  lip 
Whispered  still  a  quiet  prayer ; 
For  she  heard  in  all  that  stirred — 
Footstep  of  the  startled  fawn 
Pattering  o'er  the  even  lawn — 
Old  gray  mossy  fountain's  drip- 
In  aught  that  stirred  fair  Ada  heard 
That  wondrous  voice  of  hope  and  fear 
— In  the  lonely  midnight  be  thou  here ! 

The  maiden  is  called  forth  by 
the  voice  of  her  lover.  She  never 
is  found  again,  and  her  lover — 

Floria:^  the  brave  and  true 
Had  fallen  upon  the  holy  sward 
On  the  very  night  of  Ada's  flight. 


-Heaven's  most  favouring  breath 


On  the  path  of  true  love  lingereth 
Even  to  all-embracing  Death. 

The  following,  taken  almost  at 
random,  may  close  our  quotations 
from  poems  published  before 
1860  :— 

Two     Stanzas     from     Aphbodite 
Akadyomene. 

(Fdix  Farley,  Feb.  24,  1849.) 

Change  thy  tremulous  foam,  0  sea. 
Of  an  amethystine  hue  ! 

Oometh  one  to  honour  thee 

Queen  of  all  idolatry, 

From  the  depths  of  solemn  blue. 


Let  thy  twenty  thousand  islets, 
Purple  with  celestial  violets  ; 
From  thv  caves  and  hollows  deep 
Where  tny  antique  wonders  sleep, 
Which -have  slept  in  awful  trances 

Many  long  eternities. 
Bring  thy  treasures,  stolen  f anciea 

Crimsoned  with  ocean-dyes ; 
Bring  away 

Out  into  the  golden  day  ! 

Oometh  one  to  honour  thee,. 
Anadyomene. 

Where  thou  seest  isles  divine 
'Mid  the  clasping  waters  shine 

Coraline,  crystaline, — 
Where  the  waters  musically 

Sing  of  love. 
And  the  zephyrs  play  and  dally 
On  the  ever  glassy-deep 

In  its  sleep. 
Whispering  songs  of  haunts  above, — 
Where  each  breeze  of  summer  flies 

J!2re  it  dies, — 
There  in  beauty  she  arises 

From  thy  bosom,  surly  sea  ! 
Filling  Heaven  with  surprises, 

Anadyomene. 

SONNBT. 

{Fdix  Farley,  April  14,  1849.) 

Coleridge !  gay  fountains  of  the  fluent 
South, 
Pure  forest-springs  that  ripple  with 

divme 
Delight,  are  nought  to  thy  deep 
hyaline 
Earth-buried  wondrously,  diMUdning 

drouth 
Icily  clinffing  to   the  loving  mouthy 
Cooled  by  its  holy  wave.  .JHo  tremu- 
lous vine 
Nor   classic    myrtles    round    thai 
brink  may  twine, 
But  English  oaks  of  strong  and  kingly 
growth. 
And  birch  low  drooping.     0  too- 
early  dying ! 
Who  among  mountains  a  grey  pro- 
phet sto<Kl 
And  spake  with  the  world's  soul  and 
heard,  replying. 
Voices  of    thunder    dimly  under- 
stood. 
Why  hence  depart,  while  our  pale 
earth  is  lying 
Unheedf ul  of  the  glorious  and  the 

^^  Cabbsra. 
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POLYGLOTTISMS.— No.    XXH. 
{Felix  Farley,  July  14,  1849.) 


The   Woodspritb's    Song    from 
Calderon. 

Hither !    0  hither  ! 

The  stars  peer  through^ 
And  the  bright  calm  ether 
Is  iinveined  blue. 
There's  a  stir  in  the  dense  cool  forest. 
Hearken  the  fairies  pass, 
Pretty  coquettes, 
In  green  chemisettes, 
With  wreaths  of  poppies  and  violets — 
They  will  dance  by  the  streams. 
In  the  yellow  moonbeams, 
And  scatter  the  dew  on  the  grass. 

Hither!    0  hither! 

Away  with  sleep ! 
Or  choose  some  mossy  pillow, 
Beneath  some  whispering  willow. 

By  waters  deep. 

They  are  teazing  the  eloquent  echoes, 
Those  laughter-loving  fays  : 
O  come  and  lie 
Under  the  sky. 
And  with  ebon  wand  will    I  purge 
thine  eye. 
Till  away  fly  Uie  tears 
Of  the  world's  dim  years 
From  the  sound  of  ethereal  lays. 

Hither  !    O  hither  ! 

Ah,  dream  no  more  ! 
Or  sink  in  visions  aery, 
Brought  from  the  land  of  Faery, 

From  this  green  shore. 

Carrera. 

Here  is  a  bright,  quaint  little 
piece  from  the  **  Polyglottisms," 
Felix  Farley,  Nov.  U,  1848,  en- 
titled, **  Yesterday,"  and  said  to 
be  ''  from  the  Persian  of  Achme 
ArdebeUi  » :— 

Students  and  sages  stem  and  grey. 
Ladies  and  lovers,  glad  and  busy, 

I  want  a  glimpse  of  Yesterday : 

Where  in  the  name  of  wonder  is 
he? 

Autumnal  wine  he  gaily  drank. 

Through  Winter's  frosts  he  jested 
merrily. 
In  Summer's  lap  voluptuous  sank ; 
And  now  he's  off  I — a  queer  thing, 
verily. 


Call  forth  the  jocund  bottle  sprites — 
Always  at  leisure  when  we  want 
'em — 
And  let  the  foes  of  our  delights, 

Seek    Yesterday,     or    else    his 
phantom ! 

Aye,  sprinkle  odours,  quaff  your  wine, 
Bring  all  the  joys  of  this  world 
hither, 

And  rosy  garlands  haste  to  twine 
Before  like  Yesterday  they  wither . 

Raise  goblets  to  the  purpled  lip. 

Sing  songs  that  make  the  wide 
sky  tremble — 

Ere  this  short  hour  away  shall  slip 
To  where  the  Yesterdays  assemble. 

Oarrera. 

To  return  to  the  personal  L'fe  of 
our  author,  and  his  marriage, — on 
the  very  day  of  the  wed£ng  all 
left  Knowl  Hill.  Tutorship  was 
exchangedfor  a  timeforjoumalism, 
the  editorial  chair  and  emoluments 
having  been  obtained  of  the 
Lancaster  Oatette,  The  latter  were 
not  large,  amounting  to  one  hun- 
dred pounds  a  year.  Mrs.  Editor 
had  her  furniture  and  about  two 
hundred  a  year  from  her  settle- 
ments, but  ULQ  younger  family  was 
not  self -supportive,  and  those  that 
were  out  in  the  world  required  aid 
at  times,  and  maintenance  when  at 
home. 

A  brief  honeymoon  was  passed 
at  an  hotel  at  Morecambe,  built 
u^n  the  edge  of  the  sea  shore, 
with  grass  sloping  to  the  beach. 
A  comical  inciaent  of  this  time  is 
that  from  the  hotel  was  obtained, 
'^  while  the  great  hills  opposite 
rose  cloudwfi^ds,  and  the  blue 
waters  rippled  to  our  very  feet," 
a  recipe  for  lemon  pudding  which 
afterwards  figured  in  a  published 
coUecticm  of  sublimities  in  cookery. 
At  this  time  even  was  manifest 
that  tendency  to  epicurism  which 
marked  more  strongly  the  later 
years  of  CoUins's  life.  During 
these  years,  however,  and  thegreat 
majority  of  those  that  followed, 
he  was  always  well  content  with 
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Bimplicity  at  home,  light-hearted 
gaiety  being  rather  hiB  passion 
Sian  heavier  enjoyments. 

A  little  house  was  taken  at 
Morecambe,  then  known  rather  by 
the  name  of  Poulton-le-Sands, 
several  miles  from  Lancaster. 
Hither  a  few  weeks  after  the 
marriage,  came  three  of  the  child- 
ren, while  two  others  came  soon 
for  six  weeks'  holiday,  and  the 
sixth  came  from  town  after  a  fever, 
to  be  nursed  back  to  health.  Some 
maintenance  money  was  obtained, 
which  naturally  reduced  the 
principal. 

In  spite  of  minor  troubles  and 
housekeepins^  difficulties,  for  the 
bright  little  mdy  was  a  desperately 
bad  economist,  the  home  was  a 
very  pleasant  one,  and  the  time 
known  as  the  '*  grand  honeymoon." 
In  the  summer  there  was  bathing 
on  the  beach,  when  the  party  would 
run  down  from  the  cottage,  a 
stone's  throw  distant,  in  bathing 
and  dressing  sowns.  On  days 
when  editorial  duties  were  light, 
the  head  of  the  household  would 
come  early  from  Lancaster,  and 
there  would  be  a  picnic  on  the 
sands  in  some  picturesque  spot 
along  the  ba^ ;  the  lady  on  donkey- 
back,  guardmg  a  store  of  provision 
on  the  pommel.  In  the  small 
house  there  was  but  one  servant, 
and  tall  Mortimer  would  carry 
trays  up  and  down,  and  do  all 
sorts  of  small  services  for  his 
bride,  as  happy  as  a  king.  As 
winter  came  on,  he  was  to  be  seen 
on  the  bleak  route  between  Lan- 
caster and  Poulton,  dad  in  a  most 
savage  poncho ;  a  black  blanket 
with  a  hole  cut  in  its  middle  to 
admit  the  head,  a  garment  in  which 
he  looked  a  gaunt,  enormous 
creature. 

The  following  may  be  quoted  as 
specimens  of  the  poetic  produce  of 
the  time.  They  were  printed  in 
the  Laneasier  GmUe  in  the  autumn 
of  1 850,  chiefly  under  the  signature 


of  Beginald  St.  John,  the  editor 
evidently  berug  imwiUing  to  com- 
plicate his  more  prosaic  duties  by 
lyric  notoriety.  This  is  fiom 
'*  Night "  :— 

O  stem  and  sorrowful  night ! 
Whose  brow  divine  is  dinted  by  no 

scars ; 

Whose  coronal  of  might 
Is  the  everlasting  splendour  of  the 

stars, 
Whose  royal  march  may  no  cessation 

know. 
But  ever  in  silent  joy  thy  glories 

come  and  go. 

0  night,  voluptuous  night ! 
Shining  a  poetry  which  may  not  die, 

Out-doing  all  delight 
With  the  sweet  aspect  of  thy  azure 

eye — 
When  dying  I  go  forth  to  the  un- 
known Powers 
Be  it  in  the  calmest  time  of  all  thy 
starry  hours.  ^ 

What  follow  are  chiefly  versions 
of  Anacreon,  and  are  remarkable 
for  their  facility,  and  the  poetic 
wholeness  so  rarely  attained  in  a 
translation. 

Antique  Gbms.    Anacrbox's  Fikst 

Ode. 
E%$  Luran. 
I  wish  of  the  proud  days  of  Atreus, 

Of  noble  old  Cadmus  to  sing ; — 
My  barbiton  soundeth  a  gay  truce. 
And  Lore  is  the  theme  of  the  string. 

Then  changing  the  cords,  to  Alcides 
I  tried  a  few  strophes  to  play ; 

But  in  vain,  for  the  musical  tide  is 
In  favour  of  Eros  for  aye. 

While  life  on  its  pathway  shall  linger. 
Farewell  then,  ye  Heroes,  farewell. 

Though  martial  the  touch  of  my  finger. 
Young  Love  is  the  lord  of  the  shell. 

Anacrbon's  Second  Ode« 
Eis  Chmaikas. 
Bulls*  horns  advancing, 
Horse  hooves  for  prancing, 
Hares*  feet  quick  gumcing, 

Nature  has  iriven  ; 
Lions*  teeth  clasliing, 
Fish  water  dashing. 
Birds,  too,  wing  flashing, 

Through  the  wide  heaven. 


1877.] 


Early  Days  of  Mortimer  Collins. 


485 


Man  had  from  Nature, 

High  mental  stature  ; 

To  woman — dear  creature — 

She*d  naught  to  afford  ; 
Tet  is  she  not  cheerless, 
For  Beauty  the  peerless 
Yanquisheth,  fearless, 

Both  fire  and  sword. 


Anacbeon's  Foubth  Ode. 
Eis  Heauton. 

On  tender  myrtles  as  I  He, 
And  lotus  herbage  very  soft, 

I  drink  to  all  in  goblets  high  ; 
Eros  shall  bind  the  vest  aloft 

About  my  neck,  and  court  my  eye 
With  foaming  wine,  exhausted  oft. 

For  ]ike  a  rapid  chariot  wheel, 
Life  rolls  along,  and  is  no  more. 

To  lie  beneath  the  traveller's  heel, 
A  little  dust  upon  the  shore. 

Is  ours.    Then  why  to  marble  kneel, 
And  very  vain  libations  pour  ? 

Me,  not  thegods,  with'perfumes  greet — 

Bind  on  my  brow  a  rosy  wreath. 
And  hither  call  my  mistress  sweet. 

0  Eros,  ere  I  yield  to  death, 
And  the  dark  choirs  infernal  greet, 

1  wish  to  draw  a  careless  breath. 


Anacbeon's    Fifteenth  Ode. 

Womanish  Attys, 

So  poets  have  said, 
Grew  mad  in  the  mountains. 

By  Cybele  led. 

Some  drinking  at  Charos, 
The  garrulous  stream 

Of  laurel-crowned  Phcebus, 
Have  sunk  in  a  dream. 

But  I,  who  am  weary 

Of  Psilas  the  glad, 
Of  my  mistress,  of  odours. 

Wish,  wish  to  be  mad. 


Anacbeon's  Twentieth  Ode. 

Eis  Kortn. 

An    old  woman  was  changed  to    a 

stone,  ochone, 
At  which  all  her  relations  did  groan, 
ochone ; 
King  Pandion's  daughter. 
When  her  governor  sought  her. 
In  the  shape  of  a  swallow  had  flown^ 
ochone. 

But  I'd  be  a  looking-glass  clear,  my 
dear, 


Or  a  soft  robe  thy  form  to  insphere, 
my  dear, 
Or  water  cool  flowing 
To  circle  thee  glowing. 
And  embrace  thee  without  any  f  ear, 
my  dear. 

A  perfume  thy  beauty  to  greet,  my 

sweet, 
A  scarf  on  thy  bosom  to  beat,  my 
Bweet, 
The  pearl  that's  reclining 
Where  tresses  are  twining. 
Or  the  slipper  that's  under  thy  feet, 
my  sweet. 

With  these  we  may  appro- 
priately include  a  version  of 
Catullus,  from  an  article  in  the 
British  Quart&rh/,  where  we  find 
our  author  saying : — 

''In  our  schoolboy  days  we  at- 
tempted a  rhymed  translation  of  this 
very  poem  ('Quaeris  quot  mihi').  Here 
it  is : — 

Lesbia,  dost  thou  inquire 
What  would  satiate  my  desire 
Of  thy  kisses  ?    Libyan  sands 
Lie  around  Gyrene's  lands, 
Which  gum*  bearing  trees  entwine, 
'Twixt  of  Jove  the  burning  shrine 
And  old  Battus'  sacred  tomb ; 
Stars  unnumbered,  in  the  gloom 
Of  the  silent  midnight,  scan 
All  the  furtive  lovea  of  man. 
Kisses  plenteous  as  these 
Might  my  wild  desire  appease  ; 
Prying  eyes  could  count  them  never. 
Nor  ill  tongues  by  sorcery  sever." 

And  lest  there  be  surfeit  of  lyric 
love  we  will  put  by  the  side  of 
these  a  bit  of  blank  verse  done 
later  from  a  splendid  passage  of 
Virgil  (Georg.  iv.  219-227)  :— 

Some,  arguing  from  these  signs,  have 
deemed  the  bees 

Possessors  of  some  godlike  spirit ; 
drinkers 

Of  divine  ether ;  for  that  God  pervades 

AU  lands,  all  tracts  of  sea  and  fathom- 
less sky. 

Hence  cattle,  herds,  mankind,  the 
race  of  beasts, 

Each  living  creature  seeks  its  subtle 
life; 

Hither  all  things  are  brought  again , 
returning 
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When  time  diasolves  them  ;  death  has 

here  no  place. 
Bat  living  things  fly  to  the  stars,  and 

pass 
Into  the  ample  heaven. 

The  home  at  Lancaster  was  very 
bright  and  joyous;  its  mistress  had 
a  genius  for  floriculture,  and  loved 
to  toil  in  her  garden,  which,  where- 
evershe  was,  came  to  be  the  admira- 
tion of  the  vicinage.    But  she  had 
been  brought  up  in  wealthy  sur- 
rounding, loved  large  airy  rooms, 
and   weU-appointed    details,    and 
was  altogemer  unfit  for  the  small 
economies  necessary  in  the  house 
of  the  most  sublime  genius,  if  his 
income  be  but   a  single  hundred 
pounds  a  year.     There  came  on  a 
scarcity  of   coin,    and  our  poet's 
eldest  step-son,  a  tutor  in  a  school, 
wanted  money  too.       So  a  trustee 
came  in  with  a  bright  suggestion ; 
by  co-operation  of  both  interests 
money  might  be  raised  on  a  rever- 
sion.     The  money  was  obtained 
and    divided  by  mutual  consent. 
With  the  lady's  share  a  step  was 
taken  intended  to  better  the  family 
fortunes.      A    school  on  sale    at 
Launceston    was    heard   of,   con- 
sidered, and  purchased.     Singular 
as  it  may  seem,  no  one  went  to  see 
the  school ;  its  excellent  qualities 
as  a  property  were  all  taken  for 
granted  as  described,  in  a  spirit  of 
ideal  trustfulness.     All  migrated 
thither.   Lancaster  and  Launceston 
are  at  extreme  ends  of  England ; 
the  old-fashioned  heavy  furniture 
that    had  belonged    to    the    rich 
Russian     merchant     was  carried 
those  many  miles  southward,  as  it 
had  been  brought  northward  from 
Blnowl  Hill  a  year  before.     The 
**  ponderous  unrealities  "  of  life  are 
real  enough  in  their  exactions,  and 
this  transit  must    have  absorbed 
something  like  half  a  year  of  the 
editor's  salary. 

The  Saturday  Review  (Aug.  4, 
1877)  remarks :  '*  It  is  rather  odd, 
bj  the  way,  that  Mr.  Collins  does 


not  appear  to  have  known  writings 
which  would  have  been  so  con- 
genial to  his  tastes  as  those  of 
Thoreau."  One  of  the  present 
writers  owes  his  first  introduc- 
tion to  Thoreau  to  Mr.  Collins, 
who,  however,  could  not  have 
known  the  works  of  the  philo- 
sophic Norman-American  natural- 
ist at  the  date  of  which  we  are 
speaking,  for  **Walden"  did 
not  appear  in  Massachusetts  until 
1854.  Thoreau  says  in  his  sar- 
donic manner,  **  I  see  yoimg  men, 
my  townsmen,  whose  misfortune 
it  is  to  have  inherited  farms, 
houses,  bams,  cattle,  and  farming 
tools ;  for  these  are  more  easily 
acquired  than  got  rid  of .  .  .  . 
They  have  got  to  live  a  man's  life, 
pushing  all  these  thin^  before 
them,  and  get  on  as  weU  as  they 
can.  How  many  a  poor  inmiortcd 
soul  have  I  met,  well-nigh  crushed 
and  smothered  under  its  load, 
creeping  down  the  road  of  life, 
pushing  before  it  a  bam  seventy- 
tivo  feet  by  forty."  Our  heroes 
were  not  bound  by  worldly  attach- 
ments anywise  too  strong,  but  what 
material  possessions  are  in  subtle 
metaphoric  sense  to  many,  they 
were  literally  to  them — things  to 
be  laboriously  pushed  before  them. 

At  Launceston  they  duly  arrived, 
impedimenta,  paraphernalia,  poetry, 
and  all  The  purchased  school, 
with  such  diligence  pursued, — the 
school  that  was  to  surpass  the 
Lancaster  editorship  in  providing 
for  the  rude  necessities  of  life,  was 
found  to  consist  of  one  boarder 
and  one  day-boy.  It  was  worse 
than  Dotheboys  Hall ;  it  was 
Dothemaster.  Our  idealists  were 
having  fine  times — for  idealists. 

The  school — if  indeed  it  can  be 
called  a  school — ^lasted  about  three 
months.  Another  school  was  heard 
of  in  Guernsey  through  an  adver- 
tisement, and  the  now  experienced 
buyer  went  over  to  see  it.  He 
reported  it  a  suitable  one,  bought 
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■a,  partnership,  and  wrote  for  his  wife 
to  join  him.  She  took  her  two 
youngest  children  and  very  inno- 
cently followed  with  the  sole  item 
of  her  possessions  that  could  be 
taken  as  personal  baggage,  the 
silver.  At  Plymouth  tne  steamer 
that  started  weekly  was  obliged 
to  put  back  from  stress  of 
weather;  and  the  passage  being 
thus  delayed,  lodgings  had  to  be 
engaged  in  Plymouth.  Whilst 
these  gentle  and  helpless  creatures 
were  so  sojourning,  an  awful  man 
<;ame  up  from  Launceston.  He 
had  already  pounced  upon  the 
furniture  in  liquidation  of  rent  or 
other  due,  but  loudly  cried  for 
more,  and  would  not  let  the  lady 
go  without  she  rendered  up  her 
uttle  heritage  of  silver  also.  So 
that  when  the  pair  met  in  the 
Norman  isle,  they  were  like 
Adam  and  Eve  in  Eden,  rather 
naked. 

The  school,  however  well-in- 
spected, turned  out  a  disappoint- 
ment in  another  way  than  the  first: 
it  was  a  very  third-rate  commercial 
academy,  and  to  be  connected  with 
it  would  not  admit  to  any  society 
in  Guernsey,  where  people  are 
rather  particular.  After  about  a 
year,  a  piece  of  pleasanter  fortune 
came.  The  leading  knowledge- 
shop  in  Guernsey  was  the  old 
foundation-school,  Elizabeth  Col- 
lege. The  head-master  of  this 
institution,  Dr.  Bromby,  was  a 
man  active  in  mind  and  body,  a 
man  too  scholarly  for  a  school- 
master, and  too  independent  to  be 
popular.  A  few  loved  him,  includ- 
ing his  boys.  He  was  a  respect- 
able classic,  a  chess  player,  and 
manifestly  a  genius,  for  he  always 
wore  his  hat  on  the  back  of  his  head. 
A  man  of  a  wiry  strength,  he  was 
accustomed  to  bathe  in  the  sea  all 
the  year  round,  as  many  do  in  Guern- 
sey. In  this  gentleman  Mortimer 
Collins  foimd  an  appreciator,  and 
received  at  his  hands  the  appoint- 


ment of  head-master  of  the  lower 
school  in  Elizabeth  College.  With 
capitation  fees  the  post  might  have 
been  worth  some  £150  per  annimi, 
and  there  was  the  additional 
chance  of  takingboarders,  and  of 
private  pupils.  The  family  lived 
at  first  in  a  house  overloolang  the 
New  Ghroimd,  a  public  park,  cricket 
ground,  and  general  arena  of  re- 
creation, containing  a  fine  avenue 
of  trees.  From  the  upper  windows 
of  the  house  was  visible  a  glimpse 
of  the  sea,  where  lay  the  track  of 
the  steamboats. 

This  was  a  busy  and  a  pleasant 
period.  Collins  was  an  excellent 
teacher,  cunning  in  bright  sugges- 
tions and  able  to  evoke  dormant 
capacities,  interested  in  his  work, 
idolised  by  many  of  his  pupils,  and 
visited  with  the  especial  respect  of 
some  among  the  parents. 

He  had,  moreover,  pupils  at 
home,  a  step-daughter  and  step-son, 
who  have  a  lively  remembrance  of 
his  method  of  teaching.  His 
faculty  of  himiour  set  a  young 
mind  in  its  brightest  attitude, 
ready  to  absorb  anything  presented 
in  so  pleasant  a  guise.  And  his 
method  of  teaching  was  as 
thorough  as  his  manner  was 
playful. 

A  childish  tribute  from  one  of 
the  above-named  pair — ^now  a  busy 
barrister — we  copy  from  the  leaf 
of  a  volume  of  CoUms's  verse: — **In 
the  book  of  the  author  I  write  my 
grateful  thanks.  Dear  Qt}v,  how 
much  do  I  owe  you  who  have  given 
me  almost  all  I  know ;  who  have 
taken  the  trouble  to  write  so  many 
letters  for  my  edification.  The  say- 
ing of  Quinctillian  is  indeed  true, 
'  that  we  ought  to  love  those  who  in- 
struct us  as  much  as  the  sciences 
we  study.' " 

A  lady  who  looks  back  to  the  time 
when  she  was  in  the  first  class  of 
a  school  where  Mortimer  Collins 
gave  lessons,  contributes  her  recol 
lections  as  follows : — 
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'*  It  is  said,  with  how  much  trath  I 
know  not,  that  one's  whole  physiqae 
changes  once  in  every  seven  years. 
The  writer  is  almost  inclined  to  accept 
this  dictum  without   reservation   if 
personal  recollection  is  to  be  balanced 
against    the   apparently    universally 
accepted     idea    of    Mr.     Mortimer 
Collms's  appearance  in  later  years. 
*  Great  unconventional  giant/    '  that 
burly  form/   'his  huge  figure/  are 
epithets  curiously  at  variance  with  the 
remembrance  of  the  outward  man  of 
the  sometime  master  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth's College.   He  was  tall,  but  very 
thin,  and  stooped  very  much,  with  a 
narrow    sunken    chest,    and    round 
shoulders.  He  was  known  amongst  the 
Oollege  boys  by  the  sobriquet  of  'long 
Tom/  from  his  length  and  slimness. 
His  head  was  large  and  well-shaped, 
with  a  low  but  broad  forehead,  sur- 
mounted with  masses  of  curly  dark 
brown  hair.     The  most  remarkable 
feature  in  his  face  was  his  eyes  ;  under 
well-defined  eyebrows,  sassed  at  you 
in  a  dreamy,  unpractical,  far-off  way, 
a  pair  of  gray-blue  eyes,  but  they  also 
told,  or  seemed  to  tell,  of  subdued  suf- 
fering.    His  hands  were  peculiarly 
noticeable,  especially  seen  in  the  act 
of  his  very  remarkable  penmanship  ; 
they  were  very  long,  muscular,   and 
nervous,  with  filbert  nails.   Ten  years 
after  this  time  the  writer  met    him 
accidentally  in  London,  and  was  sur- 

Erised  at  the  change.  The  face  and 
ead  were  the  same,  but  held  more 
erect,  the  lrx>k  of  pain  had  gone,  the 
chest  had  filled  and  expanded,  the 
stoop  had  almost  disappeared,  and  the 
increased  physical  development  gave  a 
commanding  look  to  the  entire  figure  ; 
and  his  very  dress,  never  a  matter  of 
inucli  importance  to  him,  had  a  supe- 
rior air.  He  lived  quietly  enough  in 
Guernsey  for  some  years,  popular 
amongst  the  College  boys,  to  whom, 
however,  he  was  much  too  lenient^ 
and  whom  he  only  rebuked  with  a 
smile  when,  taking  advantage  of  his 
momentary  abstraction  over  a  sonnet 
or  fugitive  rhymelet,  they  would  let  fly 
paper  pellets  amongst  his  hair,  with 
numberless  other  tricks, — popular 
amongst  his  girl  pupils,  for  he  taught 
in  a  neighbouring  school  also;  and 
pnopular  in  the  town,  where  he  ooca- 
aionally  lectured  on  the  poets,  chiefly 


modem — ^Tennyson,  Browning,  Ma- 
thew  Arnold,  &o.      He  lived  in  a 
pretty    little    villa   overlooking   th& 
sea,  and  here  he  passed  several  years, 
adored  by  his  wife  and  step-children, 
and   in    turn   worshipping  his  own 
child,  his  little  Mabel,  or  May,  as  he 
called  her.     To  him  this  little  plumps 
brown-eyed,  baby  maiden  was  every- 
thing.   Poems  were  written  to  May,, 
sonnets    were  written    to    May,    in 
everything  he  wrote  May  appeared. 
This,  by  the  way,  was  a  habit  of  his. 
The  name  of  any  f av  )urite  was  sure 
to  appear  in  whatever  he  wrote  at  the 
time ;   and  his  pupils,  friends,  and 
acquaintances  might  almost  be  traced 
through  life  by  means  of  this  pecu- 
liarity.     His  favourite  female  pupils 
appear    again    and    again    with  the 
merest  transparent  veil  drawn  over 
their  individuality,  and  in  some  cases 
no  veil    at   all,  in  his  less  serious 
verse.     However  lax  he  was  with  the 
boys,   with  the  girls  though  lenient 
also,   he  not  only  exacted    and    en- 
couraged hard  work,  but  obtained  it. 
Among  the   things   he  taui^ht,  and 
taught  well,  naturally  his  forte  waa 
composition.      Many  of    his  pupila 
owe  their  power  of  expressing  them- 
selves    clearly     and    well    to    their 
early  drill  under  Mortimer  Collins, 
and  look  back  with  a  pleasant  and 
grateful  recollection  to  the  hours  spent 
with  him  in  the  school-room.     Even 
with  unmistakable  favourites  he  was 
just  and  conscientious,  and  had  ever  a 
word  of  praise  for  the  industrious, 
and  gentle    sarcasm    for   the    idler. 
Some  of  these  pupils  he  met  in  after 
years.     With  one  of  them  who  waa 
ambitious    of    trying     her    hand    at 
literary  work  he  kept  up  a  correspon- 
dence, the  sensible  advice  contained 
in  which  would  be  of  infinite  use  not 
only  to  the  novice,  but  to  many  a 
modem  bookmaker. 

*  If  you  really  desire  to  become  a  poetess, 
work  hard.  .  .  .  Narrative,  with  inter- 
mixture of  lyric,  should  be  the  poet's  every- 
day work.  .  .  Choose  a  difficult  rhythm 
and  write  it  accurately.' 

Again : — 

*Why  confine  yourself  to  poetry?  A 
novel  is  the  natural  outlet  of  a  young  and 
vigorous  feminine  intellect.  •  .  .  Try 
your  hand  at  a  prose  tale.  Let  the 
characters  be  few.  For  character,  incident, 
and  scenery,  go  to  what  you  have  seen  ot 
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enwrienoed—dan't  trnit  your  imagin>tioiu 
Work  at  your  tale  for  a  wedc,  thin  put  it 
aadeand  give  the  alternate  week  to  poetry. 
Be  Tery  particular  io  choice  of  words  and 
aeeunM7  o^  rhyme,  and  on  no  account  be 
diifaee.  DiffnteneM  is  the  worst  rice  of 
modem  writing. 

A  Udy  cannot  write  a  novel  now 
Without  deeeribing  all  her  hens  and 
chickens. 

And  the  particulars  of  a  vulgar  row 
Will  fill  a  volume  and  a  half  of  Dickens. 

I  give  the  above  as  a  sample  of  the  rhythm 
I  recommend,  not  qfthe  ttyle,  of  course.  For- 

S'  e  me  if  my  directions  are  too  dogmatical, 
ere  are  leagues  of  land  and  sea  between 
us,  so  you  can  disobey  without  periL' 

These  axioms  almost  read  like  a 
cookery  recipe  in  Mrs.  Glasse, 
so  minute  and  apparently  exact 
are  they — ^but  after  all,  this  is 
really  the  grammar  of  literary  work. 
Another  time  he  says  : — 

'  Tou  are  too  easily  discouraged.    Not  to 
be  satisfied  with  what  you  write  is  a  good 

X.  ...  It  is  my  own  experience  that 
t  I  have  writtcm  under  pressure  of  a 
neoessanr  engagement,  against  my  inclina- 
tion, and  with  much  difficulty,  ha«  generally 
pleased  the  public  better  than  what  I  have 
produced  under  happier  conditions.  And  no 
one  is  capable  of  judging  accurately  in  his 
own  case.  Again,  as  to  style,  you  know  the 
French  proverb,  Le  style  c'ett  Vhomme — ^it  is 
probably  /a  femme  also.  Napoleon  used  to 
say,  Saytz  clair,  tout  le  reste  vUndra—hj 
no  means  bad  advice.  Never  use  a  long 
word  where  a  short  one  would  do,  and  so 
construct  your  sentences  as  to  require  few 
commas.  As  to  being  satisfied  with  what 
you  do,  don't  expect  it.  If  you  were  I 
alK>uld  advise  you  to  write  no  more.  The 
mind  must  be  a  very  shallow  one  that  is 
satisfied  with  its  own  work.  Therefore 
accept  your  dissatisfaction  as  a  good  sign, 
and  expect  the  editor  to  differ  from  you. 

Thos  in  the  midst  of  all  his  work 
he  found  time  to  encourage  an  igno- 
rant but  anxious  novice,  and  his 
kindness  and  patience  will  be  always 
gratefully  remembered  by  one  whom, 
however,  he  neither  met  nor  had  any 
communication  with  for  the  last  ten 
years  of  his  life. 

While  he  was  in  Guernsey  Mr. 
Collins  wrote  many  songs  and  poems, 
some  of  which  he  published,  all 
little  gems  of  sparkling  conceits,  and 
musical  flow ,  and  accuracy  of  rhy  dim — 
a  faculty  on  which  he  particularly 
prided  himself." 

Besides   Dr.    Bromby,     several 
friends  of  character  gathered  round 


the  individual  whose  course  we  are 
sketching.       There    was   George 
Metivier,  a  literary  hermit  of  some^ 
sixty  years  of  age,  living  in  one  of 
the  little  bays  at  Moulin  Huet,. 
writing  on  Norman  philology,  and 
publishing  at  this  time  (1851),  a 
translation  of  Tupper's  *  *  Proverbial 
Philosophy"    into   French!       He 
afterwards  brought  out  a  render- 
ing of  Matthews  Qt)spel  into  the 
Norman  of  Guernsey.    He  was  the 
literary  antiquary  of  the  island, 
and  happily  is  living  still,  a  most 
respected  octogenarian.  There  was> 
also  of  the  circle  George  Pearee,  a 
musical    composer    and  exquisite 
instrumentalist.       Painting     was- 
represented    by    Paul    Naftel,    a 
water  colourist  and  master  in  the 
College,    who    was     an    intimate 
visitor  at  the  New  Ground  house. 
In  addition  to  these  various  social 
elements,  in  which  with  archseology 
and  art  were  mingled  the  scholar- 
ship of  Bromby  and  the  poetry  of 
the   younger    master,   there    was 
the  representative  of  recreation  in 
the  person  of  a  chess  enthusiast, 
Mr.    Wood,   who   with   Mortimer 
Collins  started   a  chess  club  and 
boldly  challenged  Jersey. 

At  this  time  Collins  had  ambi- 
tions in  the  direction  of  athletic 
sports.  But  though  he  had  con- 
siderable physical  energy,  ho 
lacked  the  steady  force  and  skill 
necessary  to  reach  excellence  in 
cricket  or  other  such  pursuits. 
His  frame  was  not  of  the  most 
manageable ;  and  his  heart  was. 
proportionaUy  larger  than  his 
lungs. 

The  following  will  give  some 
idea  of  the  place  and  the  friends, 
though  the  individualities  of  the 
latter  seem  rather  mixed  up : — 

The  College  of  St.  Christabel. 

O  pleasant  quadrangle  of  shaven  turf  ! 

O  College  well-beloved,  whose  tur- 
rets look 

Down  on  the  village  street  of 
Clovemook, 
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And  farther,  to  the  ocean's  turbulent 
surf, 

Where  its  wild  waters  foam  them- 
selves away, 

Cooped  in  by  island  shores  to  one 
blue  restless  bay ! 

No  college  ever  had  such  students 
yet — 
The  very  fair-ideal  of  mortal  boys, 
Who  never  made  an  unmelodious 
noise, 
•Or  caused  their  tutors  worry  or  re- 
gret : 
They  would  have  sat  at  old  blind 

Homer's  feet. 
And  heard  hii^,   liappily,  dactylic 
rhythm  repeat. 

And  yet,  well-booted,  did  they  love 
to  urge 
Througii  th'  autumn  air,  in  parabolic 

fashion, 
A  flabby  leathern  spheroid  :  they'd 
a  passion 
Tor  cricket  too — for  boating  ocean's 
surge — 
A  healthy  love  of  toil,  which  must 

continue 
So  long  as  mortal  men  are  made  of 
bone  and  sinew. 

There  were  three  Principals  when  I 
was  there. 
The  first  the  queerest,  quaintest, 

dreamiest,  greyest 
A  bstract  philosopher  and  algebraist, 
"Who  found  numeric  puzzles  every- 
where : 
Of  difficult  problems  resolute  un- 

coiler — 
Lover  of  Oauss,  Laplace,  Jacobi, 
Abel,  Euler. 

'The  second  the  most  eloquent  and 
graphic 
Of  lecturers — ^a perfect  pedseogue — 
Master  of  Plato  s  golden  diidogue  : 
All  swift- winged  birds  in  summer  air 
that  traffic, 
All  haunters  of  the  forests  and  the 
floods, 
Familiar  were  to  him  ev'u  in  their 
shyest  moods. 

The  last  a  poet— with  a  pretty  daugh- 
ter : 
He  often  (weary  of  perpetual  boy) 
By  the    white    sea-foam     courted 
dreams  of  joy. 


Imbibing  draughts  of  hock  and  soda- 
water  ; 
While  to  the  saffron-tinted  clouds 
he  flung 
Such  rhymes  as  long  ago  The  Teian 
might  have  sung. 

The  following  picture  of  an  easy- 
going artist  (2).  U.  M,,  May,  1854, 
**The  Painter  Festus")  may  be 
partly  descriptive  of  one  member 
of  the  circle  ;  if  so,  he  must  have 
been  a  somewhat  queer  fellow : — 

Besides,  he  understood  neurhypno- 
tism — 
Could  comatize  at  any  time  or  dis- 
tance, 
And  by  the  aid  of  the  clairvoyant 
prism 
Gather  the    whole    world's    news 
without  assistance. 
Though  somewhat   touched    by  the 
prevailing  schism, 
He  was  the  luckiest  fellow  in  exist- 
ence ; 
His    pictures    always   sold,  however 

hazy — 
He  might  have  made  a  fortune,  but 
was  lazy. 

He  was  no  wit — few  painters  are,  I 
fancy ; 
Kor  of  rich  eloquence  a  great  dis- 
penser. 
With  all  his  mesmerism  and  cheiro- 
mancy, 
Was  neither  chess  player,  cricketer, 
nor  fencer ; 
But  strong  in  his  unshaken  occupancy 
Of  Art's  chief  pinnacle,  he  feared  no 
censor  ; 
Studied  whate'er  he  listed,  sketched 

and  rambled. 
And  on  life's  pathway  like  a  setter 
gambolled. 

It  might  be  thought  that  our 
poet's  troubles  were  now  over  and 
that  he  was  comfortably  niched 
in  the  most  agreeable  life  of  the 
fascinating  little  island,  which 
truly  is  a  microcosm  in  itself.  It 
includes,  in  spite  of  its  tiny  area, 
rich  meadow  tracts  in  its  centre, 
where  one  might  never  dream  of 
the  unheard  surrounding  sea.  It 
has  orchards,  wooded  tracts,  and 
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farms.  The  coast  has  all  varieties. 
There  is  the  sunny  level  of  L'An- 
cresse,  where  the  sand  is  broad 
and  yellow,  and  the  sea  and  sky 
are  blue ;  there  is  the  melancholy, 
monotonous  Cobo,  with  its  jagged, 
tooth-like  shore ;  there  is  the  plain 
where  Victor  Hugo  has  founded 
romance,  whence  can  be  seen  the 
cruel  white  rocks  ever  lashed  by 
the  sea;  there  is  the  precipitous 
coast  of  cliffs,  cut  deeply  into  chasms 
awful  to  gaze  down  into;  the  Gouffre, 
where  tke  sea  rages  wildly  and 
spends  itself  in  imavailing  foam 
within  its  narrow  prison.  Besides 
these  varieties  of  nature,  there  is 
the  busy  life  of  St.  Peter's  Port, 
with  its  shipping-trade  and 
fishery,  and  its  islet-satellites 
within  easy    sight  and  reach. 

Our  poet's  difficulties  were  by 
no  means  over,  though  he  enjoyed 
a  brief  period  of  uneventful 
quietude  ;  and  the  various  charms 
of  the  island  did  not  prevent  his 
mind  stretching  out  towards  the 
larger  island  across  the  Channel. 
**The  Channel  is  that  silver  strip 
of  sea,"  he  wrote  in  1853,  and  a 
phraso  very  like  it  has  taken  root, 
*  *  which  severs  merry  England  from 
the  tardy  realms  of  Europe.  That 
belt  of  water  has  done  great  things 
for  England ;  has  kept  the  Anglo- 
Norman  race  pure  from  admixture 
with  metaphysical  Germans  and 
vivacious  Gauls ;  has  given  to 
modem  ages  a  nobler,  because  a 
freer  and  more  peaceful  asylum, 
than  that  of  Komulus  and  Kemus 
on  the  seven  hills  of  old.  The 
Channel  Islands  are  those  specks 
upon  the  ocean-stream  which,  close 
upon  the  kindred  coast  of  France, 
yet  appertain  to  the  royalty  of 
England.  They  are  our  sole  re- 
minders of  the  chivalrous  days 
when  Normandy  was  ours;  an 
heirloom  from  the  Conqueror  and 
his  race,  from  the  renowned  Plan- 
et agenets." 

In  earlier  days — we  are  taking 


him  now  at  23  to  24 — ^Mortimer 
CoUins  had  found  an  occasional 
place  for  his  poetic  contributions 
in  the  montlJy  periodicals,  to 
which  he  had  advanced  from  the 
weekly  broadsheet  of  the  pro- 
vincial newspaper.  Now  he  found 
an  appreciative  editor,  and  be- 
came a  regular  contributor  to 
the  Dublin  University  Magazine,  To 
see  how  his  contributions  attracted 
the  attention  of  the  editors,  and 
rapidly  won  for  the  author  both 
their  esteem  and  affection,  is  so 
interesting  that  we  venture  to  re- 
produce the  scenes  from  the  back 
numbers  of  the  University,  It  is 
more  Ihan  twenty-five  years  ago, 
and  the  editors,  poetic  writers 
themselves,  had  a  pleasant  and 
lively  way  of  treating  a  new  poet. 

The  first  scene  {DvSlin  University 
Magazine  for  June,  1851)  is  of  the 
editor  flying  to  the  coimtry  for  a 
holiday,  accompanied  by  a  mys- 
terious red-leather  box,  out  of 
which,  when  he  finds  a  quiet  time, 
rare  for  editors,  he  draws  **  Our 
Garland  for  Jime."  He  says  he 
draws  at  random  from  the  shoal  of 
M8S.  in  this  valuable  red  box  ;  if 
so,  our  friend  in  Guernsey  was 
lucky,  for  the  **  first  poem  that 
comes  to  our  hand  "  is  a  Canzonet 
from  Camoens,  bearing  indeed  no 
name,  but  as  to  the  authorship  of 
which  there  need  be  no  doubt. 

Three  months  later  f  Dublin 
University  Magazine,  Aug.,  1851), 
we  are  introduced  to  "  A  Sympo- 
sium in  Summer." 

Poplar,  Slingsby,  and  Bishop 
are  discovered  sitting  amid  the 
dSbris  of  fruits  and  fiasks ;  in  the 
midst  of  the  table  stands  **  the  red 
leather  box."  Poplar  opens  the 
box,  and  draws  form  at  a  venture. 

"Now  may  fortune  favour  me. 
Ha!  said  I  not  soothly?  Here  is 
something  to  the  very  matter.  Are 
we  not  now  in  the  midst  of  bright  and 
beautiful  July?  Listen,  then,  how 
one  of  the  bards  of  Maga  celebrates 
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ii  for  ti8."  {Btada  a  poem  entitled 
"July.") 

"Bishop. — ^Most  delectably  melo- 
dious [  The  words  absolutely  sing 
themselves.  Wait  a  moment  till  I  get 
to  the  piano,  and  1  will  thrum  you  off 
an  air  mcontinentlyto  them.  .  .  . 
Come,  Anthony,  try  your  luck  at 
another  dive  into  the  red  box. 

PoPLAB. — Here  goes  then.  What 
have  we  got  here  ?  The  handwriting 
18  the  same,  and  1*11  be  sworn  the 
strain  is  not  less  sweet  than  its 
sister." 

What  turns  up  is  "AToxophilitQ 
Picture,"  which  we  will  quote  as  it 
appeared  in  this  maga2dne,  and 
also  as  it  was  printed  nearly  five 
years  afterwards  in  a  newspaper, 
for  it  will  afford  an  instructive 
example  of  revision,  and  from  an 
author  rarely  given  to  revision  : — 

A  TOXOPHILITB  PiCTUBE. 

The  summer  waters  gleam.  The  sum- 
mer boughs 
Are  rich  with  blossoms  white  as 
alabaster : 
The  odorous  clematis  doth  espouse 
This  century-stained  pilaster. 

Where     shines    the    tranquil     lake 
through  pleasant  trees 
A    laxen    sail  in  the    soft  air  is 
fluttering ; 
The  boatmen  move  the  helm  with 
languid  ease — 
Their  song  discordant  uttering. 

Two  lovely  sisters  by  the  sycamore — 
One,  dark  as  Midnight,  one  more 
fair  than  Dawn — 
Tell  their  sweet  playful  fancies  o'er 
and  o'er 
Upon  the  shadowy  lawn. 

The  Gothic  shafts  with  silken  scarfs 
enf  olden, 
Like  old  Romance  in  modem  metre 
sung  : 
The  arrows  by  those  dainty  fingers 
holden — 
Tlie  lance-wood  bow  unstrung. 

Ay,  sister  beauties  !  whose  long  lashes 
pendent 
O'er  radiant  eyes  a  dusky  shadow 
fling- 
Eros  the  Archer   is   your  page  at- 
tendant, 
Nor  ever  Ufta  bin  wing. 


''Poplar.—  A  charming  bit  of  paint- 
ing, upon  my  word  ;  rich,  soft,  glow- 
ing, and  spirited,  Beshrew  my  heart, 
but  I  think  the  i^air  archers,  one  or 
both,  must  have  sent  a  shaft  to  th» 
heart  of  the  poet. 

SuNasBT. — I  know  not  how  thai 
may  be,  but  I  pronounce  these  two 
little  poems  to  be  full  of  promise.  Let 
us  drink  the  bard's  health,  and  may  w» 
soon  hear  again  from  him. 

Thus  the  later  version : — 

The   summer   waters   gleam.      The 
summer  boughs 
Are  rich  with   blossoms  white  as 
alabaster : 
Tendrils  of  odorous  clematis  espouse 
This  century-stained  pilaster. 

There  shines  the  tranquil  lake  through 
pleasant  trees, 
Flaps  in  the  indolent  air  a  lateen 
sail : 
The  boatmen  move  the  helm  with 
languid  ease — 
Their  quaint  songs  never  fail. 

Two  lovely  sisters  by  the  sycamore — 
One,    tress'd    like   Miduight,  one 
more  bright  than  Dawn — 
Tell  their  sweet  playful  fancies  o'er 
and  o'er 
Upon  the  shadowy  lawn. 

The  Gothic  shafts  with  silken  scarfs 
enfolden. 
Like  old  Romance  in  modem  metre 
sung : 
The  arrows  by  those  dainty  fingers 
holden — 
The  lance-wood  bow  unstrung. 

Ay,  sister  beauties  !  whose  long  lashes 
pendent 
Ming  dusky  shadow  over  radiant 
eyes — 
Eros   the    Archer  is  your  page  at- 
tendant, 
Nor  ever  seeks  the  skies. 

Omkkkra, 

By  December,  1851,  when  we 
find  a  paper  entitled  '*  Christmas 
with  our  own  Poets,"  the  editors 
had  obtained  their  contributor's 
name: — 

''Let  U8  give  you  a  song  of  the 
month  that  is  just  passed,  such  as 
one  sees  it  in  the  country.  Mortimer 
QoUkkE  fthall  aiug  it  to  you " 
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Then  followed  "  November, " 
.afterwards  reprinted  in  **  Idyls 
and  Ehymes  "  : — 

''Give  ear  to  Mortimer  Collins 
•chanting  a  '  love  passage  in  his  life^' 
bnt  yon  must  not  believe  it  aU  hap- 
pened to  himself;  however " 

Here  followed  a  poem  entitled 
**  Ada."  The  genial  members  of 
the  editorial  garnering  then  **  sing 
the  year  out "  to  the  stately  verses 
entitled  **A  Midwinter  Chant," 
and  ending — 

IPor  the  power  of  earth  is  passing, 
like  the  morning's  glittering  rime, 

And  the  swiftest  of  Thine  angels 
guides  the  chariot  of  Time 

Onward  to  the  end  of  all  things, 
onward  to  the  Holy  Clime. 

In  May,  1852,  we  come  to 
***  Maga*s  May-Bush  " : — 

**  Slinosby.— Here  is  something 
^ood,  Ipromise  you,  for  it  comes  from 
41  genial  soil  far  away  in  the  Channel 
Islands.     Listen: — 

'Lilies   of    the    Valley.* 

By  Mortimer  Collins, 

Poplar. — You  said  truly,  they  are 
beautiful  flowers,  of  a  delicate  frag- 
rance and  graceful  form.  Mortimer 
is  a  capital  horticulturist ;  we  shall  not 
fail  to  rifle  his  garden  periodically." 

Another  poem  they  find,  "  Parva 
Pogasse  Sat  Est,"  and  Poplar 
says — 

<<  Ha  !  ha  !  What  a  gay  little  wild 
flower,  and  smelling  so  froshly  of  the 
«ea  breeze .  Capital  fellow,  that  Collins. 
<Oome,  bind  it  in  and  go  on." 

In  the  same  magazine  for  Au- 
gust, 1852,  we  are  introduced  to 
•^'A  Midsummer  Day  Dream;  or 
a  Mesmeric  Myth . "  A  litten  ban- 
quetting  room  is  the  scene  where 
the  Spirit  of  Maga  presides,  and 
«alls  her  children : — 

"Now,  then,  children,  what  have 
we  got  for  mortals  at  the  next  full  of 
the  moon  ?  Mortimer  Collins,  let  us 
have  a  chant  from  thee  flrst.  Thou 
comes t   from    a   sunny   clime^    and 


shouldst  sing  of  summer  blithely 
the  bird  in  sunshine." 

It  must  be  remembered  that 
"the  action  is  laid  partly  on  the 
earth,  partly  in  nubibus."  It  is 
the  Collins  of  the  editorial  ideal 
who  speaks,  but  it  is  not  imtrue  to 
him: — 

"Collins,  loq. — From  breezy  mom 
till  dewy  eve  I  wandered  over  the 
green  eturth  through  the  long  summer 
day,  and  my  soul  was  filled  with  the 
visible  glory  and  goodness  of  God,  and 
my  thoughts  took  shape,  and  here  is 
my  hymn,  O  Maga." 

"  A  Chant  for  the  Midsummer  '* 
follows,  homometric  with  the  Mid- 
winter Chant  above-named. 

"Maoa. — ^It  likes  me  well,  that 
solemn  chant  of  t^ine.  That  is  a 
sweet  picture  of  a  sultry  summer 
noontide,  like  one  of  Cuyp's  or  Wou- 
verman's,  where  we  see  the  cattle 
knee-deep  in  the  cool,  wood-sheltered 
stream,  and  the  yellow  sunlight  pour- 
ing on  the  green  sward.  But  say, 
hast  thou,  a  child  of  the  island,  no 
song  of  the  ocean  ? 

Collins. — ^Mistress  mine,  I  will 
essay  to  tell  thee  how  I  have  listened 
through  the  revolving  year  to  the 
voice  of  the  wondrous  sea — ^yet  learned 
I  never  thoroughly  the  mystic  import 
of  its  language." 

"  The  Voice  of  the  Sea  "  is  what 
follows,  whereupon  speaks  sympa- 
theticMaga:-^  ^^ 

"Well  hast  thou  uttered  thy  heart " 

In  March,  1853,  appeared  an 
article  entitled  "  Spring  Time 
Flowers,"  in  which  the  Guernsey 
schoolmaster  found  place  wim 
"The  Daffodil,''  provoking  the 
comment — 

"  These  are,  indeed,  graceful  verses. 
There  is  a  fine,  rich,  luxurious  fancy 
about  them  that  bespeaks  true  genius. 
Mortimer  Collins  is  an  especial  favou- 
rite of  ours,  and  therefore  right 
gladly  do  we  find  another  flower  of 
his  culling,  which  we  shall  now  give 
you : — 

'  The  PlLQELlM.  OY  kK^J 

Fine    t\mi^s\n\^    wA.    ^tv.^i 
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pressed,  in  all  that  majesty  of  motion 
which  the  stanza  of  Spenser  so  admir- 
ably suits." 

After  this  time  the  poetic  sym- 
posia ceased  to  include  Mortimer 
Collins,  and  he  figured  at  frequent 
intervals  in  the  magazine  with 
verses  separately  set.  The  majority 
of  the  poems  and  songs  soon  after- 
wards collected  had  appeared  from 
time  to  time  in  these  pages. 

The  following  sonnet  was  pub- 
lished about  this  time  in  Punch, 
on  the  regular  staff  of  which 
journal  Collins  served  in  his  closing 
years : — 

I  idolise  the  ladies.    They  are  fairies 
Who    spiritualise    this    world    of 

ours — 
From  heavenly  hotbeds  most  de- 
lioious  flowers, 
Or  choice  cream-cheeses  from  celestial 

dairies. 
But  learning  in  its  barbarous  semi- 
naries 
Gives    the    dear    creatures    many 

wretched  hours, 
And  on  their  gossamer  intellects 
stemlv  showers 
Science,  with  all  its  horrid  accessaries. 
Now   seriously,  the  only  things,    I 
think. 
In    which    young    ladies    should 

instructed  be. 
Are    stocking-mending,    love,  and 
cookery — 
Accomplishments  which  in  oblivion 
sink, 
While  algebra  and  Sanskrit  con- 
versation 
Always  form  part  of  female  edu- 
cation. 

CoUins's  energies  were  no  whit 
exhausted — they  never  were  ex- 
hausted at  this  period  of  his  life — 
by  his  school-teaching,  his  private 
tuition,  his  chess-combats,  his 
symposia  with  his  friends ;  nor 
was  sufficient  absorption  of  his 
ever  flowing  poetic  stream  provided 
by  the  Dublin  Univeraity  Magazine, 
He  ever  sought  to  find  an  impos- 
sible sphere  for  himself  in  the  life 
around    him,    whether    narrowly 


local  or  otherwise.  He  contributed 
to  the  Star  of  Guernsey,  the  present 
proprietress  of  which  journal  has 
pleasant  memories  of  him.  And 
he  did  something  much  more  ven- 
turesome ;  he  started  a  magazine. 
Some  six  years  ago,  when  making 
a  stay  in  Guernsey,  we  hunted 
up  its  first  number,  which  is 
before  us  as  we  write,  yclept 
The  Channel  Islands  Magazine^ 
"actually  in  typographic  exist- 
ence ''  as  when  its  progenitor  first 
saw  it  **  on  this  bright  May  Day  of 
1853."  From  its  Teadinfi^  article 
came  the  allusion,  quoted  above, 
to  the  "silver  strip  of  sea"  upon 
which  lay  the  speck  of  an  island 
where  this  miniature  Maga  was 
bom.  Its  founder  well  said  in 
his  exordium,  "  To  attempt  the 
establishment  of  a  mag^azine  in 
these  islands  is  a  thing 

'As  full    of  peril  and  adventuroua 

daring, 
As  to  o'erwalk  a  torrent,  roaring  fast, 
On  the  unstedfast  footing  of  a  spear.' "' 

He  hoped,  no  doubt,  to  obtain  a 
circulation  beyond  as  well  as  in 
Ghiemsey,  and  advertised  agents 
for  the  magazine  in  London, 
Jersey,  Southampton,  at  the 
office  of  the  journals,  to  which 
he  had  been  a  contributor, 
in  Bristol,  fiath,  and  Weston- 
super-Mare,  and  at  the  office  of  the 
then  publisher  of  the  Dublin  Uni- 
versity Magazine.  We  wonder  how 
many  copies  they  sold.  The  pink- 
covered  little  stranger,  however,, 
made  some  excitement  in  Guernsey  ;^ 
the  College  boys  were  proud  of  it, 
and  came  to  ask  for  it  at  the  office- 
on  publication  day.  But  success 
was  altogether  impossible  with  so 
limited  a  reading  public  to  work 
upon ;  the  prosperity  of  the  lively 
venture  went  no  further  than  a 
9wch  iPeatime ;  there  was  no  one 
to  back  up  the  versatile  pedagogue, 
and  unliterary  people  soon  got  tired 
of  the  Channel  Islands  Magazine.  It 


1877.] 


Early  Days  of  Mortimer  Collins. 


49& 


attained  to  number  three  and  died. 
If  it  had  been  called  the  Jfortimer 
Collins  Magazine  it  would  not 
have  been  misnamed,  for  out  of 
the  thirty  contributions  or  so  that 
make  up  its  literary  matter,  we 
can  find  but  two  or  three  which  are 
not  plainly  tell-tale  of  a  single  cha- 
racteristic pen.  Yet  there  was  no 
lack  of  variety  ;  there  was  the 
essay  that  was  to  arouse  dormant 
minds  to  the  proud  sense  of  ^*  Li- 
terature in  the  Channel  Islands," 
with  another  on  the  state  of  insular 
society ;  there  were  **  School  Collo- 
quies" between  Byron  and  Sir 
Kobert  Peel  in  the  Playing  Fields 
of  Harrow;  between  Colend^e  and 
Lamb  in  Christ's  Hospital  cloisters ; 
between  Disraeli,  Tennyson,  and 
Praed  on  the  Thames  side  at  Eton. 
There  were  papers  on  Science  and 
Art,  and  of  course  Dr.  Lukis's  lec- 
tures on  the  megalithic  architecture 
of  the  Druids  were  referred  to. 
There  was  plenty  of  poetry,  that 
goes  without  saying;  there  were 
epiciirean  recipes  and  dissertations 
on  the  quality  of  pastry,  as  far 
above  ordinary  housewives,  it  may 
be  euessed,  as  the  notion  of  a 
tumbler  of  Manzanilla  thrown  on 
a  pine-apple  ice  was  above  the 
Chiemsey  wine  merchants,  who, 
with  spirituous  sherry  in  their 
stores,   had  never  heard  of    the 


Spaniard's  natural  beverage.  There 
were  also  several  serial  stories; 
with  regard  to  the  first  chapter  of 
one  of  them  Fraser^s  Magazine  was 
accused  of  having  done  a  very 
unusual  thing,  namely,  of  printing 
it  without  the  author's  permission. 
How  this  came  about  we  know  not, 
but  in  Fraser  of  December,  1852, 
may  be  seen  the  bright  fragment  of 
the  *' Magic  Chessmen,"  which  is 
reprinted,  with  its  continuation, 
in  the  Channel  Islands  Magazine  for 
May,  1853. 

In  Guernsey  saw  light,  too, 
what  our  poet  would  himiorously 
describe  as  his  **  best  work"  ;  his 
only  child,  who  was  bom  in 
1851  :— 

Well  do  I  love  September :  best  for 

A  daughter's  kiss 
First  knew  I  in  that  pleasant  time  : 
First  saw  beneath  September  skies 

My  Mabel's  eyes, 
Fall  often  sung  in  careless  rhyme. 

As  this  voimg  lady  contributed 
to  the  Duilin  University  Magazine 
some  ten  years  ago,  when  the  late 
Sheridan  Le  Fanu  was  editor,  and 
has  lately,  again  become  a  con- 
tributor, she  speaks  in  these  pages 
for  herself.* 

Darwin  has  described  his  babies 
so  minutely  that  no  one  has  any 
reason  to  say  a  word  more  on  the 


*  In  the  coarse  of  the  contribution  of  these  papers  a  letter  came  before  the 
Editor,  dating  from  the  office  of  the  *^  American  Gyclopeedia  "  in  New  York,  and 
making  inquiry  thus  :— "  There  is  a  veiy  popular  little  poem  which  is  generally 
entitled  "  The  Two  Worlds,"  begins  *'  Two  Worlds  there  are,"  &o.,  has  the  refrain 
''Evermore  and  Nevermore,"  and  is  always  credited  to  the  Dublin  UniverHty 
Magaeine.  Can  you  tell  me  who  is  its  author  ?  and  in  case  he  is  not  otherwise 
known  as  a  wricer,  can  you  give  me  any  information  about  him  1  If  not,  can  you 
tell  me  the  date  when  the  poem  appeared  in  the  magazine  ?  I  wish  to  ute  the 
information  in  a  collection  of  poems  which  I  am  editing,  and  shall  be  very  greatly 
obliged  for  evbn  the  least.  I  do  not  like  to  print  any  poem  as  anonymous,  if  it  is 
possible  to  find  the  author. — Bossiteb  Johnson."  As  it  is  no  small  matter 
to  investigate  ninety  volumes,  this  letter  was  laid  aside  until  opportunity  of 
eearch  coidd  be  found.  When  these  papers  on  Mortimer  Collins  were  commenced, 
the  letter  was  given  to  his  daughter,  who  was  about  to  make  some  references 
to  back  volumes  of  the  magazine,  in  case  she  might  meet  with  the  poem.  At 
length  she  came  upon  it  {Ihiblin  University  dfoffazinff  October,  1859),  and  the 
signature  to  it  turned  oat  to  be  the  familiar  name  of  her  father,  who  has- 
written  80  many  poems  that  no  one  could  remember  them  all* 
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imbject ;  the  papa  of  poetic  habit 
was  seen  marvellously  scanning 
with  most  imscientific  puzzlement 
pink  hands  and  feet  so  small  as  to 
appear  ridiculous  to  humorous  and 
affectionate  "  Makrocheir."*  Mr. 
Metivier,  in  1871,  sends  through 
this  daughter  his  ''best  wishes  to 
the  papa  (now  a  veteran  hamme  de 
lettres),  in  whose  arms  I  last  saw, 
after  a  convivial  meal,  the,  so  to 
speak,  unevolved  Mabel,  albeit 
hatched,  unfledged.  She  must 
forgive  the  metaphorical  imper- 
tinence of  an  octogenarian  hermit 
whose  vocabulary  is  f  uU  of  flaws." 
A  simple  and  sweet  childlike 
prayer,  made  for  this  little  daugh- 
ter, will  serve  to  shew  how  tender 
Collins  was  in  his  domestic  rela- 
tions, and  how  old-fashiohed  was 
his  religion : — 

O  God  I  who  lovest  everything  ! 

Be  good  to  little  May ; 
Sweet  slumber  to  mine  eyelids  bring 

When  daylight  flies  away. 

0  make  me  happy,  give  to  me 

A  tender  heart  and  true, 
And  let  me  love  to  learn  from  Thee 

The  things  I  ought  to  do. 

And  wake  me  when  the  pleasant  light 
Awakes  the  birds  and  bees. 

And  caroUings  of  pure  delight 
Are  heard  among  the  trees. 

This  pleasant  and  idyllic  state 
was  not  to  last  long ;  after  Mor- 
timer had  held  his  mastership  in 
Elizabeth  College  for  about  two 
years,  Dr.  Bromby  accepted  an 
offer  of  the  headship  of  Victoria 
College,  Melbourne,  and  was  soon 
lost  to  Guernsey  and  to  his 
friend.  He  was  not  foro^otten  ;  a 
few  years  afterwards,  Tmen  Mor- 
timer had  left  Guernsey  too,  the 
following  appeared  {Plymouth  Mail, 
9th  June,  1858):— 


To  J.  E.  B.  IN  Australia. 

I. 

Mourn   thou,    vague   spirit   of   the 
granite  isle, 
Whose  cliffii  above  the  turbulent 

Channel  rise ! 
On  the  unimaginable  southern  akies 
He  gazes  somewhat  sadly,  who  ere- 

while 
Traversed  thy  glens  which  no  vain 
feet  defile ; 
Watched  thy  wild  waters  with  poetic 

eyes, 
At  the  fresh  morn,  or  when  rich 
sunset  dyes 
Purpled  the  heaving  sea  for  many  a 

mile. 
He  where  the  Southern  Cross  hangs 
high  in  heaven, 
And  long  Pacific  waves  a  myriad 
freights 
Up  to  the  shores  of  that  young 

empire  bring, 
May  dream  he  hears  a  Guernsey 
blackbird  sing — 
But  scarce  will  think  of  one  whom 
calmer  Fates 
Have  placed  amid  the  haunted  vales 
of  Devon. 


2. 
(Horace,  Car.  H.  6.) 

B ,  across  the  illimitable  main, 

Where  wild  birds  traffic  never,  it  was 

thine, 
To  pass  and  see  old   constellations 

wane 
Beneath  the  horizon's  line. 

Bntering  a  younger  world  of  stemer 

toil. 
In  that  neihe  hemisphere,  as  though  a 

man 
Had  power  to  cast  aside  his  mortal 

coil — 
And  a  new  life  began. 

Noble  the  task,  which  thou  didst  not 

refuse. 
To  pass  the    hyaline,  and   try  thy 

powers 
']md  a  young  nation,  where  the  earth 

renews 
Her  great  heroic  hours. 


*  Longhand :  a  signature  nsed  by  Mortimer  Collins  in  his  frequent  contributioiis 
to  "  Notes  and  Queries." 
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Yet  there's  one  comer  of  the  earth 

to  thee 
Than    any    other     pleasanter     and 

sweeter — 
That  Norman  ishmd  on  the  narrow 

sea, 
Oft  sung  in  poet's  metre. 

Rathest  the  vernal  flowers  in  that 

green  isle — 
Softest  the  southern  wind  whose  sweet 

susurrus 
Bade  the  young  hlossoms  of  the  elm 

tree  smile^ 
Freshened  the  ocean  furrows. 

Pleasant  the  morning  dip  in  Fermain 

Bay, 
Pleasant    the    cliffii,    to  any  daring 

climber, 
Pleasant  the  chess  thou  never  more 

shalt  play 

With  thy  old  friend  the  rhymer. 

C. 

When  the  head-master  departed, 
ihe  vice-principal,  who  had  been 
^an  opponent  of  his,  took  his  place, 
and  forthwith  gave  the  head  of  the 
lower  school  notice  to  quit.  So 
our  friend  ha,d  again  about  his 
neck  what  the  Rabbins  call  the 
yoke  of  derek  erek, — ^the  anxiety 
proceeding  from  the  struggle  for 
existence  on  the  material  plane. 
Perhaps  it  had  never  been  entirely 
removed.  Although  the  wearer 
in  this  case  ever  ignored  it  and 
made  joyful  cheer,  yet  the  yoke 
^as  none  the  less  upon  him. 

Now,  being  a  great  favourite 
-with  a  few,  he  essayed  adventure 
again,  and  started  a  private  school 
on  his  own  account.  One  gentle- 
man would  have  sent  his  boys  any- 
where to  be  under  his  teaching, 
and  took  them  from  Elizabeth 
College  to  the  new  school,  which 
began  with  a  dozen  pupils.  It 
lasted  about  a  year,  not  having 
made  the  maintenance  of  its  pro- 
prietor. The  reversions  of  two 
of  the  sons  of  Mrs.  Collins  were 
•converted  into  cash  by  arrange- 
ment, themselves  sharing  in  tiie 
proceeds  with  their  mother.     This 


step  was  necessary  in  order   to 
satisfy  the  Guernsey  tradesmen. 

There  were  other  reasons,  more- 
over, for  leaving  Ghiemsey  than 
the  unsatisfactory  result  of  private 
school  keeping.  The  narrowness 
of  the  fiela  of  life  was  beginning 
to  be  felt ;  though  the  fight  on  a 
wider  field  mi^ht  be  fiercer,  still 
it  was  sought  lor.  Here  are  some 
Guernsey  verses  before  the  change : 

1864. 

Minnie,  dearest,  why  was  chUl  No* 
vember 
Chosen  as  the  month  to  see  thy 
birth- 
Misty  time  in  wood  and  wold  and 
meadow, 
Time  when  brown  leaves  heap  the 
humid  earth  ? 

Not  a  blossom    in    the  windswept 
gardens, 
Save  a  few  faint  violets,  dares  to 
dwell ; 

Why  should  Minnie's  birthday  be  No- 
vember— 

Minnie  mine,  who  loves  the  flowers 
so  well  ? 

For  her  voice  is  full  of  summer  musiCy 
Sweeter  than  the  blackbirds'  vesper 
tune  ; 
And  her  cheerful  smile  is  like  the 
simlight 
Flashing  on  the  odorous  flowers  of 
June. 

Minnie  mine  was  bom  in  grey  No- 
vember 
That  old  autumn  might  have  dreams 
of  glee  ; 
Whistle,  bleak  wind,  over  hill  and 
moorland — 
Her  perpetual  summer  dwells  with 
me. 

The  following  shews  how  Ghieni* 
sey  was  loved : — 

To  THE  East  Wind. 

Blow  swift  o'er  land  and  ocean,  bitter 
East! 

Thou  hast  not  ceased 
Thy  wild  uproar  for  many  a  day  ; 
Ola  Autumn's  fluttering  raiment,  dyed 

In  amber  pride, 
Thy  eddying  surge  shall  sweep  away. 

Z1 
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Blow  on,  and  strip  the  lindens  !  Whirl 
thy  spoil 

With  rough  turmoil 
Against  our  windows !     We,  within, 
Are  gladdened  hy  thy  sough  sonorous — 

A  pleasant  chorus 
Thought  gathers  from  thy  turbulent 
din. 

Within,  my  Minnie  of  her  birthday 
thinks  : 

Her  memory  links 
Ptesent  with  Past.  Far-sloping  glades 
Of  Wiltshire,  winding  English  streams, 

People  her  dreams ; 
And  Guernsey  from  her  fancy  fades. 

And  voices  long  unheard  again  she 
hears ; 

Again  appears 
Some  form  well  loved  and  oft  caressed, 
Beft  by  inexorable  Time 

From  earth's  dim  clime ; 
Ah,  well  she  knows  who  loves  her 
best. 

And  merry  Mabel  like  a  linnet  sings  ; 

Her  fancy  flings 
Pictures  before  her.     Gambol  free, 
Darling  of  mine  !  and  let  thy  song 

Be  gay  and  stiong  ! 
Blow  on,  sluill  East — we  heed  not 
thee. 

Thou  comest  straight  from    Central 
Asia,  where 

Wide  realms  are  bare 
Of  human  life.     Thou  canst  not  see 
In  all  that  long  unending  race 

One  dwelling  place 
Happier  than  God  has  given  to  me. 


20  November,  1855. 


MOBTIMEB. 


But,  charming  as  the  life  in 
Ghiemsey  had  been,  it  was  a 
limitary  existence  for  a  man  of 
cosmopolitan  mind.  Perhaps  even 
if  Dr.  Bromby  had  remained  at 
the  CoUeee,  he  would  not  have 
retained  bis  friend  the  rhjTiier 
when  the  migratory  impulse  camo 
upon  him.  The  following  stanzas 
embody  the  feeling  we  have  re- 
ferred to.  If  anything  could  have 
retained  the  poet  in  Guernsey  it 
might  have   been  Millbrook,   an 


old-fashioned  boiise  abutting  on  a 
quiet  lane,  with  well-wooded  gar- 
den and  orchard,  and  overhanging* 
clematis,  from  which  the  present 
writers  plucked  a  blossom  several 
years  ago  which  is  possessed  still. 

MiLLBBOOK. 

A  quiet  house,  with  leafy  limes 
O'er,  shadowing    pleasant  spots  of 
turf, 
Whence  you  might  hear  in   windy 
times 
The  thunder  of  the  surf. 

Yes,  such  was  Millbrook.   Nevermore- 
Those  limes  will  whisper  rhymes  to 
me: 

I  shall  not  tread  again  the  shore 
Of  that  blue  restless  sea. 

0  island  quaint,  whose  Norman  race 
Are  human  snails,  and  wear  a  shell  i 

Dull,  somnolent,  delightful  place — 
Receive  my  last  farewell. 

Is  it  a  fancy  ?  deem  it  such — 
That  ocean  has  a  brighter  gleam, 

A  healthier  breath,  a  fresher  touch 
Than  any  lake  or  stream. 

So  Minnie  tliinks.     Twas  mine  to 
yearn 
For  England's  dusky  forest-realms — 
Quick  antlers    flashing  through  the 
fern — 
And  rooks  upon  the  elms. 

Nor  this  alone — but  England's  life, 
I  thought,  would  cheer  my  heart 
like  wine. 

1  pined  to  go  :  my  darling  wife 
Gave  up  her  will  to  mine. 

And  now  we  dwell  at  England's  core. 

The  fresh  wind  frets  those  waters- 
clear, 
And  strews  the  vraic  upon  the  shore — 

It  cannot  reach  us  here. 

We  have  traced  in  the  present 
paper  something  of  the  career  of 
a  schoolmaster  who  was  also  a 
poet :  we  may  contribute  a  future 
paper  touching  upon  the  life  of 
Mortimer  Collins  as  a  journalist, 
and  the  effect  produced  upon  him 
by  his  life. 

K.  M.  C. 
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THE   MEDICAL  BASTS   OF   CHAEMS. 


*'  Charms  "  are  as  old  as  super- 
stition,  and  superstition  as  old  as 
man.  The  essence  of  fetichism 
( feitigo,  Portuguese,  from  Latin 
faetititis,  i.e.,  made  by  art)  is  igno- 
rance ;  and  however  poetical  and 
even  religious  may  have  been,  in 
its  higher  phases,  the  veneration 
of  divinity  as  embodied  in  natural 
objects  and  powers,  we  must  not 
lose  sight  of  the  fact*that  the  main 
element  of  fetich-worship  is  the 
degrading  sentiment  of  fear. 
Terror  exerts  ever  a  demoralising 
influence. 

The  words  amulet  and  talisman 
are  often  used  as  synonyms,  the 
latter  is  said  to  possess  more  exten- 
sive powers  than  the  former.  The 
essential  difference  between  them 
is  to  be  sought  in  their  respective 
histories. 

Amulets,  more  modern,  are  as 
much  the  offspring  of  a  mystic 
faith  as  the  talisman  is  the  child 
of  astrology.  An  amulet  is  ani- 
mated by  the  spirit  of  a  person ;  a 
talisman  has  been  influenced  by 
celestial  bodies.  Hence  any  tangible 
object — a  piece  of  metal,  a  stone, 
even  an  egg — may  become  en- 
dowed with  talismanic  virtue,  but 
the  metal  must  have  been  cast,  the 
stone  cut,  the  egg  laid  in  a  certain 
planetary  hour  and  with  particular 
incantations. 

Nothing  seems  to  have  been  too 
low  or  insignificant  for  the  in- 
fluence of  the  talisman.  Warburton 
tells  U8  that  in  order  to  free  any 


place  from  obnoxious  vermin,  the 
figure  of  the  animal  should  be 
made  in  wax  or  consecrated  metal 
during  a  planetary  conjimction. 

It  is  to  this  custom  that  Sutler 
sarcastically  alludes  in  his  lines — 

He  swore  that  you  had  robbed  his 
house, 

And  stole  his  tidismanic  1 e. 

Budibraa. 
Certain  priests  of  old  produced 
eggshavingpeculiar  marks  averred 
by  them  to  represent  the  figures  of 
comets,  or  of  eclipses.  During  the 
cidmination  of  a  star,  they  drove  a 
very  brisk  trade  in  these  fragile 
commodities,  which  certainly  must 
have  been  credited  with  the  power 
of  imparting  a  greater  degree  of 
immimity  from  danger  than  they 
themselves  possessed! 

The  Samothracians  were  once 
noted  for  their  ingenuity  and  in- 
dustry in  producing  talismans. 
These  were  little  pieces  of  sacred 
iron,  formed  into  imaces,  and 
variously  sec  in  rings,  &o. 

There  is  a  certain  business-like 
magic  in  this  island  manufacture, 
because  Byron  tells  us  that  if  any- 
one were  seized  with  a  passion  for 
exploring  the  neighbouring  Archi- 
pelago, he  would  need  a  good 
supply  of  talismans,  did  he  desire 
to  return  with  life  and  limb  !  The 
advertising  of  these  talismans  was 
an  ingenious  mode  of  ensuring 
that  strangers  should  pay  their 
footing. 
It  seems  to  have  been  a  custom. 
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when  one  wished  to  pay  court  to 
a  man  who  had  done  a  thing  so 
unusual  in  the  East  as  to  ''  write 
a  book/'  to  bind  a  part  or  the 
whole  of  his  literary  efforts  on  the 
forehead,  as  a  sort  of  delicate  com- 
pliment intimating  the  superiority 
of  his  intellifi^ence  over  one's  own. 
Bernard,  a  former  Professor  of 
Hebrew  at  Cambridge,  assures  us 
that  this  was  the  true  meaning  of 
Job,  when  he  desired  that  his 
'*  adversary  had  written  a  book," 
a  passage  usually  misquoted  as 
a  satire  on  Job's  part. 

That  it  was  said  in  all  humility 
we  may  see  by  a  careful  analysis 
of  the  two  verses  which  imme- 
diately follow : — 

"  Surely  I  would  take  it  upon  my 
shoulder, 
And  bind  it  as  a  crown  to  me. 

I    would    declare    unto    hiin    the 

niunber  of  my  steps; 
As  a  prince  would  I  go  near  unto 

him." 

From  the  Babylonish  Captivity 
the  Jews  brought  to  Palestine  a 
revived  faith  in  talismans,  whose 
aid  they  had  learned  to  invoke  on 
the  banks  of  the  Nile  nearly  a 
thousand  years  before.  These 
were  called  phylacteries  (Greek, 
^hylacterion,"  «.#.,  preservation). 
They  consisted  of  parchment  in- 
scribed with  texts,  usually  drawn 
from  the  books  of  Exodus  cmd 
Deuteronomy. 

The  use  of  these  pieces  of  parch- 
ment, worn,  durinfi^  prayers  in  the 
synagogues,  attached  to  the  front 
of  the  head,  is  a  curious  example 
of  that  intense  literalness  so 
severely  censured  in  the  sect  of 
Pharisees.  This  particular  form  of 
phylactery  was  defended  by  the 
sing^ular  abuse  of  such  injunctions 
as  those  contained  in  Proverbs  iii., 
1—3;  vi.,  21. 

A  favourite  passage  was  that 
taken  from  Exodus  xiii.,  16 ;  ^'And 
it  shall  be  for  a  token  upon  thine 
hand,  and  for  frontlets  between 


thine  eyes:  for  by  strength  of 
hand  the  Lord  brought  us  forth 
out  of  Egypt." 

This  passage  is  interesting,  as 
shewing  another  source  of  the 
amulet.  The  Hegira  of  the  He- 
brews occurred  almost  1500  years 
before  the  Christian  Era. 

We  know  from  actual  research 
that  charms  consisting  of  written 
pieces  of  papyrus,  tightly  rolled 
up  and  sewed  into  a  covering  of 
linen,  closely  resembling  the 
Jewish  phylactery,  were  in  common 
use  in  Egypt,  for  many  such  have 
been  found  at  Thebes. 

Hence,  too,  was  doubtless 
brought  to  Italy  the  custom  still 
extant  amongst  noble  Boman 
children  of  wearing  a  bulla,  sus- 
pended from  the  neck. 

Sir  Gardner  Wilkinson,  in  his 
elaborate  work  on  Egyptian  Anti- 
quities, speaks  of  the  custom  of 
hanging  round  the  necks  of  children 
a  string  of  beads,  with  a  bulla  or 
charm  attached  to  the  centre, 
representing  the  symbol  of  truth 
and  justice,  supposed  also  to  indi- 
cate the  heart ;  usually  found,  too, 
in  the  balance  of  the  judgment 
scenes  before  Osiris,  as  repre- 
sentative of  the  good  works  of 
the  deceased.  A  bulla  of  this 
kind  was  worn  by  the  youthful 
deitv  Harpocrates.  It  was  pro- 
bably of  gold,  or  hard  stone,  like 
those  of  the  Bomans  ;  others,  worn 
by  the  poorer  classes,  were,  aa  at 
Bome  and  in  modem  Egypt,  formed 
of  leather.  They  were  supposed 
to  prompt  the  wearer  to  virtue  aijd 
wisdom,  to  keep  o£P  the  evil  eye, 
and  to  avert  misfortune.  Super- 
stition induced  many  to  appeal  to 
them  in  danger  and  to  derive  from 
them  omens  of  forthcoming  events. 

A  medical  man  is  frequently  made 
use  of  in  the  present  day  as  a  fetich. 
However  difficult  the  case,  he  is 
superstitiously  believed  in  and 
asked  about  the  omens.  Faith  is  so 
strong  that  in  many  instances  his 
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mere  presence  brings  relief.  The 
minor  f  eticli  has  degenerated,  and 
those  who  in  the  present  day  wear 
the  common  ornament  of  a  bead 
necklace  closed  by  a  heart  little 
dream  of  its  origin  in  remote 
antiquity.  Is  this  the  reason  why 
young  ladies  of  the  19th  century 
style  their  trinkets  "  charms"? 

The  old  custom  of  wearing  the 
bulla  gives  us  the  key  to  what 
must  have  puzzled  many  of  us. 
Why  is  a  irapal  edict  called  "  a 
BuU  ?"  To  find  the  origin  of  this 
we  must  go  back  to  the  Boman 
occupation  of  Egypt.  Undoubtedly 
the  Komans  formed  a  high  esti- 
mate of  the  learning  of  the 
^;yptian8.  We  know  that  they 
adopted  their  science.  Unfortu- 
nately, at  the  same  time,  they 
incorporated  Egyptian  supersti- 
tions with  their  own.  We  find 
the  bulla  worn  at  first  by  well-bom 
Boman  children  till  they  attained 
the  age  of  seventeen,  when  they 
assimied  the  toga  virtlis,  and  sus- 
pended the  bulla  as  a  consecrated 
ofPering  to  the  Lares  or  household 

fods.  We  can  readily  understand 
ow  intimately  these  bulla  would 
be  associated  with  the  personality 
of  the  possessors.  How  naturally 
they  would  come  to  be  attached  to 
the  deeds  of  Emperors,  and  after 
the  removal  of  the  Imperial  throne 
from  Kome,  to  the  diplomat  of  the 
Popes.  Hence  such  manifestoes 
earned  the  name  of  **  Bulls." 

Christianity  tended  to  abolish 
the  faith  in  talismans,  Supersti- 
tion now  substituting  amulets,  or 
means  of  invoking  Divine  aid 
against  occult  powers  ;  these  differ 
from  talismans,  which  either  con- 
ciliated those  powers  or  summoned 
a  more  potent  evil  genius  to  over- 
come an  adverse  gnome.  The  word 
''amulet"  has  been  derived  by 
some  from  the  Latin :  anioliar, 
amolttuSf  to  remove;  a  more  pro- 
bable derivation  is  from  the  Arabic : 
hamdlatf  himdlat,  from  hamdla,    to 


bear  or  wear — as  of  a  sword-belt, 
9.0.,  that  which  is  worn. 

We  may  weave  a  little  romance 
here,  and  picture  the  dusky  love 
of  some  Paynim  warrior,  broider- 
ing  for  her  "Soul's  Delight"  a 
cimetor-belt,  which  should  go  with 
him  in  all  his  wanderings,  and 
eive  him  a  charmed  life — guarding 
from  all  ill — ^peril  of  sword  by 
day,  and  pestilence  by  night! 

The  early  Christians  wore  the 
well  known  iehthua  or  fish-amulet, 
the  letters  of  which  word  formed 
the  initials  of  the  anagram  of  their 
patron  deity. 

loHTHirs  is  found  engraved  on 
many  seals,  rings,  urns,  and  tomb- 
stones belonging  to  the  early  times 
of  Christianity. 

We  are  all  familiar  with  those 
fish-shaped  sacred  lamps  sup- 
plied &om  the  Boman  cata- 
combs to  English  travellers — ^those 
lamps  which  illustrate  the  truth 
of  a  recognised  commercial  axiom 
that  "  supply  will  keep  pace  with 
demand ! " 

Since  the  beginning  of  our 
era,  the  Gnostic  schools  have  done 
much  to  revive  and  sustain  the 
faith  of  men  in  amulets.  Fore- 
most in  the  ranks  of  the  disciples 
of  Simon  Magus  stands  Basilides, 
an  Egyptian  by  birtb — a  Gnostic 
in  faith.  He  lived  in  the  second 
centurj',  and  is  said  to  have  origi- 
nated the  famous  ^^ abraxas"  or 
**  abrasax"  stones,  which  continued 
for  many  centuries  to  ODJoy  a  very 
high  repute  as  amulets. 

The  word  **abraxas,"intheb*teral 
numeration  of  Greece,  signified 
365  ;  hence,  one  possessing  a  charm 
of  this  kind  enjoyed  a  protecting 
influence  for  every  day  of  the  year. 
This  was  certainly  a  brilliant  idea, 
and  is  quite  sufficient  to  accoimt 
for  the  popularity  of  these  amulete. 
From  abraxas  is  considered  to  be 
derived  the  famous  magic  word, 

ABRACADABBA. 

The  abraxas  stones    were    en- 
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•  graved  with  the  word  "  abraxas  " 
and  with  either  human  limbs,  a 
fowl's  head,  or  a  serpent's  body. 

The  opportune  discovery  by 
Helena,  the  mother  of  Oonstan- 
tine,  of  the  True  Cross,  on  the  3rd 
May,  just  300  years  after  the 
Crucifixion,  c^ave  a  fresh  impetus 
to  the  sale  of  amulets  which  were 
now  formed  of  fragments  of  this 
'»True  Cross." 

We  gain  here  some  knowledge 
of  the  marvellous  antiseptic  pro- 
perties of  the  soil  of  Jerusalem, 
for  this  Cross  lay  buried  deep  in 
the  ground,  witii  two  others,  for 
three  centuries !  Three  crosses 
were  discovered,  and  now  arose 
a  difficulty  of  discriminating  which 
had  borne  the  body  of  Jesus. 
This  problem  is  soon  solved — a 
sick  woman  touches  the  True  Cross, 
and  straightway  she  is  healed ! 

This  cross  was  carried  away  by 
Chosroes,  King  of  Persia,  on  the 
plundering  of  Jerusalem,  but  was 
recovered  by  the  Emperor  Hero- 
dius,  who  defeated  him  September 
14th,  615. 

Since  642  that  day  has  been 
commemorated  by  the  Boman 
Church  as  "  The  Festival  of  the 
Exaltation  of  the  Cross."  I  suppose 
that  this  same  Cross  has  proved  to 
be  the  most  prolific  piece  of  wood 
ever  known  to  man ! 

Coins  marked  with  a  cross  and 
attributed  to  St.  Helena,  were  in 
great  repute  as  amulets.  They  were 
credited  with  great  virtue  against 
Epilepsy  {morbus  saeer),  doubt- 
less because  this  i)articular  disease 
of  the  spinal  cord  was  considered 
to  be  evidence  of  **  possession," 
and  therefore  peculiarly  in  the 
domain  of  the  priests. 

In  the  fourth  century  the  priests 
were  deprived  of  a  very  valuable 
source  of  income  arising  from  the 
manufacture  and  sale  of  these 
amulets. 

During  the  sixth  century  we 
first  find  churches  decorated  ex- 


ternally with  crosEes.  The  original 
intention  in  placing  these  on  build- 
ings was  that  they  might  act  as 
charms  to  guard  against  evil  in- 
fluences. 

In  A.D.  721  the  wearing  of 
amidets  was  solemnly  condemned 
by  the  Church. 

From  this  time  the  faith  in 
charms  has  diminished  in  Europe 
pari  passu  with  the  advances  of 
physical  science. 

We  have  seen  that  the  Christian 
faith  had  not  the  effect  of  abolishing 
a  belief  in  amulets.  Perhaps  a 
reverse  effect  was  sometimes  seen, 
for  Christianity  cultivated  Faith, 
and  what  was  faith  in  the  intelli- 
gent classes  easily  degenerated 
into  credulousness  and  superstition 
amongst  the  ignorant. 

In  the  beautifid  Priory  Church 
at  Christchurch,  on  the  borders  of 
the  New  Forest,  may  be  seen  what 
was  an  alabaster  reclining  statue  of 
Sir  John  Chydioke,  a  brave  knight 
who  fell  in  the  wars  of  York 
and  Lancaster.  The  New  Foresters 
have  an  unfortunate  belief  that 
the  scrapings  from  tliis  statue 
are  specific  for  vurious  diseases. 
The  result  is  that  a  great  poi*- 
tion  of  the  effig;^'  has  been  pared 
away.  When  the  writer  saw  it 
ten  years  ago  poor  Sir  John  ap- 
peared to  be  in  very  reduced 
circumstances ! 

Nowhere  perhaj^s  in  ourislainds 
(saving  in  Ireland),  does  supersti- 
tion linger  so  tenderly  as  on  the 
spot  where  a  curiously  anachro- 
nistic fanaticism  has  found  a  con- 
genial soil  even  in  our  own  day. 

To  illustrate  the  faith  the  Hamp- 
shire folk  still  have  in  charms  we 
cannot  do  better  than  quote  from 
''  The  History  of  the  New  Forest," 
by  the  learned  John  Wise  : — 

"Let  118  notice  some  of  the  super- 
gtitious  of  the  New  Forest.  No  one 
is.uow  80  superstitious,  because  no  one 
is  so  ignorant,  as  the  West  baxon.  One 
of  the  commonest  remedies  for  con- 
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sumption  in  the  Forest  is  the  '  Lungs 
of  Oak,'  a  lichen  {sticta  pulmonaria) 
which  grows  rather  plentifully  on  the 
oak-trees,  and  it  is  no  unfrequent  oc- 
currence for  a  poor  person  to  ask  at  a 
•chemist's  shop  for  a  '  pennyworth  of 
lungs  of  oak. 

So,  too,  for  weak  eyes,  '  brighten,' 
another  lichen,  is  recommended.  A 
specific  for  consumption  is  still  to  kill 
4fc  jay  and  place  it  in  t)ie  embers  till 
calcined,  after  which  it  is  drunk  at 
stated  times  in  water.  Hares'  brains 
Are  recommended  for  infants  prema- 
turely bom.  Children  suffering  from 
fits  are,  or  rather  were,  passed  through 
cloven  ash-trees.  Bread  baked  on 
•Good  Friday  will  not  only  keep  seven 
years,  but  is  a  remedy  for  certain 
complaints.  The  seventh  son  of  a 
seventh  son  can  perform  cures.  In 
fact,  a  pharmacopoeia  of  such  super- 
stitions might  be  compiled. 

The  New  Forest  peasant  puts  abso- 
lute faith  in  all  traditions,  believing 
as  firmly  in  St.  S  within  as  his  fore- 
fathers did  when  the  saint  was  Bishop 
of  Winchester;  turns  his  money,  if 
he  has  any,  when  he  sees  the  new 
moon ;  fancies  that  a  burn  is  a  charm 
against  leaving  the  house ;  that 
witches  cannot  cross  over  a  brook ; 
that  the  death's-head  moth  was  only 
first  .seen  after  the  execution  of 
Charges  I . ;  that  the  man  in  the  moon 
was  sent  there  for  stealing  wood  from 
the  Forest,  a  superstition,  by  the  way, 
mentioned  in  a  slightly  difierent  form 
by  Reginald  Peco^k,  Bishop  of 
•Chichester,  in  the  fifteenth  century. 
And  the  '  stolen  bush '  referred  to  by 
Caliban  in  the  Tempest  (Act  ii.,  So.  2), 
and  Bottom,  in  the  Midsummer 
NighVs  Dream  (Act  vi. ,  Sc.  1),  is  still 
here  called  the  '  nitch,'  or  bundle  of 
faMfots. 

Not  only  this,  but  the  barrows  on 
the  plains  are  named  after  the  fairies, 
and  the  peasant  imagines,  like  the 
treasure-seekers  of  the  Middle  Ages, 
that  they  contain  untold  wealth,  and 
that  the  forest  wells  are  full  of  gold." 

The  thoughtful  reader  will  see 
here  ideas  like  the  Platonic  doctrine 
of  tutelary  deities,  which  take  him 
back  to  Greece  ;  others  still  older, 
.as  the  faith  in  the  number  seven, 
remnants     of     Chaldean    mathe- 


matical    science,      and    Hebraic 
theology. 

But  confidence  in  dharms  is  not 
confined  to  the  New  Forest  swain ; 
many  a  hearty  country  squire, 
with  plenty  of  common  sense  and 
rational  enough  in  other  respects, 
nails  up  a  horseshoe  over  the  door 
of  his  "  den  "  in  full  faith  that  it 
will  keep  him  from  ill-luck.  Will 
a  sailor  be  found  bold  enough  to 
throw  a  cat  overboard,  brave 
enough  to  trust  in  God  and  good 
seamanship  rather  than  in  a  caul  ? 

The  g^atest  enemy  to  a  belief 
in  amulets  is  the  advance  of  scien- 
tific knowledge.  When  Harvey, 
in  1628,  demonstrated  that  the 
nutrition  of  the  body  was  sustained 
by  physical  means,  still  more  whent 
Bichat,  150  years  later,  carried 
physiologists  another  ereat  step 
forward,  shewing  that  me  tissues 
are  removed  and  replaced  in  obe- 
dience to  chemical  laws,  a  mighty 
blow  was  dealt  to  the  foundations 
of  extravagant  credulity. 

Many  superstitions,  however, 
have  a  sound  basis.  It  is  a  good 
thing  that  people  should  think  it 
unlucky  to  wash  in  water  used 
already  for  the  ablutions  of  another. 
It  is  a  good  thing  to  avoid  going 
under  a  ladder,  especially  if  a 
di*unken  labourer  be  staggering  up 
the  rungs  with  a  load  of  bricks,  or  a 
tipsy  painter  be  poising  a  perilous 
paint-pot  far  above  your  head ;  but 
when  a  glazier  declines  to  mend 
your  window  because  called  to  do 
so  on  a  Friday,  or  a  lady  rises  and 
leaves  the  table  (as  we  have  some- 
times seen),  because  the  four- 
teenth guest  sends  an  excuse,  then 
such  weaknesses  become  incon- 
venient and  unreasonable. 

In  the  East  the  disturbing  ele- 
ment of  the  study  of  science  has 
not  come  in,  hence  amulets  main- 
tain their  position.  A  favourite 
amulet  in  Arabia  at  this  day  is  apiece 
of  paper  endorsed  with  tiie  names 
of  "  The  Seven  Sleepers  and- their 
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Dog."  One  can  imagine  a  dog  to 
be  a  good  safeguard,  but  seren 
sleepers  can  scarcely  be  supposed 
to  be  much  on  the  qui  vive  to  protect 
the  wearer  of  this  special  charm. 

As  amulets  have  existed  from  the 
commencement  of  the  world,  they 
will  continue  to  its  destruction. 
They  are  called  by  difPerent  names : 
"  Perkins'  Tractors,"  "  Mesmeric 
Pads,"  and  the  thousand  and  one 
conmiercial  forms  of  applying 
so-called  electricity  and  galvanism, 
Pulvermacher's  Belts  and  Dar- 
low's  Skeuasma,  probably  owe 
most  of  their  curative  power  to 
some  such  mental  influence.  To 
deny  that  they  do  cure  would  be 
insane.  Have  we  not  all  seen 
warts  disappear  after  having  been 
touched  by  a  wedding-ring  r 

Perhaps  the  great  fault  of  phy- 
sicians in  this  most  literal  and 
material  age  is  to  undervalue  the 
enormous  curative  influence  of  the 
mind  over  special  forms  of  disease. 

Not  very  long  ago  grave  doctors 
ordered  what  were  called  **  anodyne 
necklaces;"  these  were  simply 
strings  of  beads  formed  from  the 
root  of  the  white  briony,  to  be 
hung  round  the  infant's  neck  to 
assist  the  process  of  teething ! 

The  error  was  not  in  ordering 
these  things,  but  in  believing  in 
them.  Similar  to  the  above  are 
the  practices  of  carrying  a  cramp- 


bone  for  the  cure  of  spasmodic 
contraction  of  the  muscles  of  the 
legs,  and  a  horse-chestnut  for 
the  results  of  abdominal  conges- 
tion [hromorrhoids]. 

Now  it  is  a  curious  fact  that  the 
New  School  of  medicine  has  un- 
consciously revived  some  of  the* 
old  simples,  thus  shewing  that 
they  were  based  upon  practical 
observation,  and  contained  a  cer* 
tain  measure  of  truth. 

That  the  modem  employment  is 
independent  ol»the  old  use,  and 
not  merely  a  revival,  is  jproved  by 
the  well-^own  principle  of  the* 
homoeopathic  school  not  to  employ 
a  drug  in  the  treatment  of  symp- 
toms until  it  has  been  repeatedly 
demonstrated  to  have  the  power  of 
producing  similar  symptoms  in  the 
nealthy  body.  Thus,  a  popular 
remedy  for  rheumatism  and  rheu- 
matic gout  is  mustard ;  given  for- 
merly, perhaps,  on  the  doctrine  of 
signatures,  according  to  which 
some  physical  quality  of  the  drug" 
indicates  its  use  in  disease:  e.g,y 
mustard,  a  hot  drug,  for  rheuma- 
tism, a  cold  complaint.  Our  silver 
spoons  tell  us  that  mustard  con- 
tains sulphur ;  the  sulphur  exists 
in  an  extremely  divided  form* 
Now  it  so  happens  that  sidphur 
is  one  of  the  chief  specifics  for 
rheimiatism  and  rheumatic  gout.* 
German  homoeopathy  revived  the 


*  Hahnemaon  proTed  his  medicines  by  first  taking  himself  whatever  drug  he 
wished  to  try,  and  then  administering  it  to  say  a  dozen  healthy  people.  If  identical 
symptoms  appeared  in  about  ten  ont  of  this  number  he  registered  them  as  tiie 
symptoms  produced,  and  considered  the  others  exceptional  and  abnormal.  He 
noted  the  moral  as  well  as  the  physical  results.  The  moral  symptoms  entered  in 
his  register  for  "  Elder"  (Samhictts)  were  "111- temper,"  "  Quarrelling,"  &c.  The 
widow  of  the  late  Professor  George  Boole,  of  Queen's  College,  Cork  (a  man  of  ex* 
ceptional  abilil^,  indeed  a  mathematic  pioneer),  has  many  notes  and  memories 
relating  to  Hahnemann,  for  the  publication  of  which  the  followers  of  the  great 
medical  reformer  ought  strenuously  to  call.  Some  years  after  Hahnemann's  death, 
Mrs.  Boole's  father,  Mr.  Everest,  had  an  elder-tree  cut  down  in  his  garden.  Ihe 
gardener  asked  what  was  to  be  done  with  it.  His  master  said  it  could  be  cut  up, 
and  burnt  in  the  house.  The  man  was  astonished,  and  said,  "  Don't  you  know  it's 
always  unlucky  to  bum  elder  ? "  ''  Why  so  7 "  asked  Mr.  Everest.  '*  It  sets  all 
the  folks  in  the  house  quarrelling  if  elder  is  burnt.  It  is  very  unlucky  to  bum 
elder."  There  had  been  no  connection  whatever,  it  may  be  named,  between  this> 
gaidener  and  Hahnemann.  The  inBtanoe  is  truly  one  of  medical  science  verifying 
popular  instdnot,  —[Ed.] 
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place  of  Euphrasia  in  the  treat- 
ment of  eye-disease,  as  observed 
by  that  most  pleasant  of  medical 
writers,  Dr.  Bichai*d  Hughes.  He 
says  in  his  Manual  of  Pharmaco- 
dynamics : 

''  Its  name  in  most  languages  refers 
to  its  healing  power  over  these  orgaus 
(as  English,  Eye-bright;  German 
Augen-trost;  French,  Casae-lunettes), 
and  you  know  how  the  Archangel 
in  Milton,  when  he  would  clear  tiie 
vision  of  our  first  parent, 

Purged  with  Euphraty  and  me 
The  visojQ  nerve,  for  he  had  much  to  see. 

This  is  one  of  the  many  instances  in 
which  homoeopathy  has  revived  and 
confirmed,  while  defining,  the  old 
traditions  about  herbs.'* 

In  health  Euphrasia  causes  in- 
flammation of  the  outer  membrane 
(conjunctiva)  of  the  eye,  and  it 
cures  that  condition  when  induced 
by  disease. 

The  credulous  country-folk  round 
(yhristchurch  credit  Chydioke's 
chippings,  to  which  we  have  already 
alluded,  with  the  cure  of  their 
cases  of  consumption.  CHiriously 
this  statue  is  of  alabaster,  which  is 
a  compound  of  sulphuric  acid  and 
lime,  both  enjoying  a  reputation  in 
the  present  day  for  relieving  the 
most  debilitating  symptom  of 
phthisis — its  night-sweats. 

Another  consimiptive  remedy  is 


the  calcined  jay;  the  mineral  ashes- 
woidd  consist  chiefly  of  phospho- 
rub,  calcium,  and  silica,' each  of 
them  homceopathic  remedies  for 
prominent  symptoms  of  **  decline." 

Hare's  brain  for  atrophied  child- 
ren would  supply  them  with  fat 
and  phosphorus,  two  of  the  most 
important  elements  of  infant  cell- 
growth. 

The  American  provers  have- 
found  that  the  lichen,  **«^iVto," 
will  induce  a  dry  and  concussive- 
cough  in  the  healthy,  and  that 
.^culus  (horse-chestnut),  will 
cause  haemorrhoids. 

Once,  no  doubt,  many  so-called 
magical  remedies  had  their  foun- 
dation in  actual  fact  or  in  true 
instinct;  as  this  real  knowledge* 
became  lost,  while  the  charuL 
retained  its  place  through  custom, 
superstition  came  in  to  fill  up  the- 

The  study  of  the  actual  basis  of 
ancient  superstitions  is  one  that 
might  be  pursued  with  advantage^ 
as  enabling  us  more  readily  to 
detect  falsities  and  counteract  f ear.^ 

As  an  excuse  for  the  many  im- 
perfections of  the  present  brief 
sketch,  I  must  plead  that  it  has> 
been  written  in  moments  stolen 
from  repose,,  and  amidst  the  pres- 
sure of  busy  professional  life. 

Edwakd  T.  Blake, 

M.D.,    M.B.O.S.E.,    F.B.II.S^ 
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'*  FEEAR-ANUCCAEISH : " 

The  Hungry  Grass. 

When  a  litfcle  one  pines  by  an  Irish  hearth, 

With  a  pinched  and  pale-faced  wasting, 
Like  a  starveling  thing  in  a  time  of  dearth, 

To  tho  grave  very  surely  hasting  ; 

Tet  craving  food  with  an  eager  greed, 

All  it  can  seize  on  swallowing. 
Unsatisfied  still  its  insatiate  need, 

With  the  wan  cheeks  daily  hollowing; 

The  wise  women  say,  with  mysterious  nod, 

As  a  truth  there  is  no  denying, 
The  lannuv  on  hungry  grass  has  trod, 

And  will  die  when  the  year  is  dying. 

Unless  a  flower  from  the  Shevra's  Rath 

Is  plucked  when  the  full  moon  is  shining, 

A  flower  that  but  one  hour's  blooming  hath  ; 
There's  no  other  cure  for  such  pining." 


I  think  there  are  souls  through  this  life  that  pass. 
With  a  hunger  there's  no  allaying. 

That  have  surely  trod  on  the  hungry  grass 
In  fields  otherwhere  when  straying. 

And  nowhere,  nowhere  doth  earth  contain 
Whai;  the  famine-gnawn  soul  desireth. 

Oh,  vain  is  the  seeking,  yea,  more  than  vain, 
For  the  food  that  its  need  requireth. 

And  there's  no  cure  on  this  earth  uf  ours 
For  the  empty  soul's  sick  longing  ; 

There's  a  charm,  'tis  said,  in  some  herbs  and  flowers, 
But  they're  not  to  this  world  belonging. 

But  the  starving  soul  with  the  year  won't  die. 
Nor  for  many  a  year  long  and  dreary  ; 

In  famishing  need  it  will  pine  and  sigh, 
Till  of  life  and  of  pain  'tis  weary. 

0  soul,  that  on  hungry  grass  hast  trod, 

And  in  slow  starvation  pinest. 

There's  a  certain  cure  in  the  sweet  grave-sod. 

Of  all  cures  the  surest,  finest  ! 

Kathlbsn. 

JBallyvoyle,  Dungarvan. 
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Histoire  des  Croisades ;  par 
liichaud,  de  I'Academie  Fran^aise; 
illustree  de  100  grandes  composi- 
iions,  par  Gustave  Dore.  Paris: 
Pume  Jouvet  et  Cie.     1877. 

The  English  language  contains 
no  epic  to  illustrate  that  great 
series  of  warlike  expeditions  which 
became,  to  mediseval  Christendom, 
what  the  Trojan  War  was  to 
Oreece.  The  first  Crusade,  indeed, 
has  been  nobly  illustrated  by  the 
* '  Gerusalemme  liberata  "  of  Tasso. 
But  it  requires  a  cultivated  know- 
ledge of  the  Italian  language  to 
appreciate  that  exquisite  poem ; 
and  not  only  so,  but,  still  further,  a 
•confidence  of  criticcd  verdict  which 
is  not  that  of  the  majority,  to 
Assign  to  it  its  true  rank,  at  the 
head  of  the  epics  of  the  Latin  and 
Italian  tongues.  Translated  into 
English,  or  into  any  other  lan- 
guage, the  spiidt  and  perfume  of 
the  original  evaporate.  The  large 
thefts  from  Tasso  which  Milton, 
helping  himself  with  both  hands, 
transplanted  into  his  '*  Paradise 
Lost,"  have  suffered  grievously  in 
.  the  adaptation.  For  there  is  pre- 
sent in  the  poetry  of  Tasso  some- 
thing which  is  absent  in  most  of 
that  of  Milton,  of  Virgil,  and  we 
venture  to  add,  of  I)ante — ^the 
-element  of  poetic  belief.  Tasso 
•did,  indeed,  execute  a  shorn  and 
cropped  edition  of  his  glorious 
poem,  in  which  the  supernatural 
•element  was  excised.  The  fate 
•of  the  work  was  such  as  might 
have  been  predicted.  Not  that  it 
is  necessary  that  ihe  poet  should 


believe,  ix  ant'mo  and  with  undoubt- 
ing  faith,  every  incident  of  the 
supernatural  machinery  by  means 
of  which  he  idealises  the  action  of 
his  poem.  But  it  is,  at  least, 
necessary  that  he  should  hold  it 
to  be  possible,  if  not  proven  to  be 
true.  The  sort  of  shadowy  border 
land  in  which  the  romantic  genius 
of  Scott  so  often  lost  itself  when 
he  approached  the  superstitions  of 
his  country,  is  the  nearest  approach 
to  the  state  of  scientific  doubt 
which  is  tolerable  in  the  i)oet.  He 
may  echo  tales  of  the  wildest  magic 
xmder  the  half -protest  of  a  '*  they 
say."  But  if  he  once  admit  to  his 
own  mind  that  he  is  talking  of  the 
impossible,  it  is  hard  to  save  his 
language  from  bearing  marks  of 
the  absurd. 

No  portion  of  European  history 
appeals  with  such  force  to  the 
imagination — especially  to  that  of 
the  young — as  the  epoch  of  the 
Crusades.  And  it  is  to  the  imagi- 
nation that  these  legends  shomd 
be  addressed.  If  the  dry  light  of 
geographical,  historical,  and  eth- 
nological science  is  turned  on  these 
dark  centuries  and  stormy  scenes, 
the  disillusion  becomes  too  cruel. 
The  grandest  names  of  mediaeval 
history — or  all  but  those  of  GK)d- 
f  rey  of  Bouillon  and  of  King  Saint 
Louis — ^lose  their  lustre  in  the 
painful  and  sordid  pages  of  William 
of  Tyre.  Gibbon  has  said  almost 
as  much  in  his  famous  chapter  on 
the  Crusades  as  the  subject  will 
bear,  when,  diseowi^k^d.  otl  Ssv  ^^^ol^- 
liali  prose.    TVie  \>wre«i^  \^^^^  *^^ 
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pestilential  ruins,  and  the  poisoned 
waters  of  Palestine ;  the  yaponrous 
heat  of  the  ^eat  Jordan  valley, 
lyinff  at  a  level  of  from  600  to  1 200 
f eet  oelow  the  surface  of  the  Medi- 
terranean, in   parts  of  which,    at 
certain  seasons  of  the  year,  it  is 
death  to  a  European  to  sleep  ;  the 
bitter,  semi-fluid  darkness  of  the 
waters  of  the  Dead  Sea ;  the  path- 
less   wilds,     blinding    with     the 
reflection  of  the  white  soil;   the 
sullen,    savage   Fellaheen,    lineal 
descendants  and  flt  re2)re8entatives 
of    the    Pagan    Ganaanites;    the 
Ashkenazim    Jews — almost    more 
repulsive  than  the  Fellaheen ;   the 
naked,  prowling,  lurking,  robbing 
Arab;  the  brutal  Turk,  who  yet 
seems  a  sort  of  man  among  bipeds 
of    a    lower     order; — all      these 
(except  the  last)   have  but  little 
changed  since    the  time  when  a 
residence    in  Palestine    for  three 
or  four  generations  was  enough  to 
turn  the  blood  of  Norman  knight- 
hood into  that  of  a  stricken  leper. 
Holding  as  fair  a  balance  between 
the  poetic  faith  of  Tasso  and  the 
miserable,     petty      chronicle      of 
William  of  Tyre  as  it  is  competent 
to  literature   to  strike,  the  great 
work    of     Michaud    is     at     once 
charming  and  instructive.      It  is 
written  in  the  graceful  and  some- 
what   stately   diction    which    the 
French  language    has    now  lost. 
Divided  into  22  books,  it  gives  the 
history  of  the  Crusades  &om  the 
preaching  of  Peter  the  Hermitin  a.d. 
1096  (with  a  preliminary  retrospect 
of  the  state  of  Palestine  from  the 
time  of  Constantine),  down  to  the 
last  Crusade  against  the  Turks,  in 
1390   A.D. ;   concluding    with    the 
chapter  on  the  spirit,  thd  influence, 
and  the  result   of  the  Crusades. 
This  standard  and  valuable  French 
work  is  now    reproduced    in    an 
idiiion  de  luxe,  illustrated  by  100 
compositions  from  the  fertile  and 

masterly  pencil  of  Ghistave  Dor6. 

No  critic  can  lay  at  the  door  oi 


this  artist  the  reproach  of  failing 
to  identify  his  conceptions  with  the 
spirit  of  his  author.  We  only 
wonder  why  it  is  not  Tasso  rather 
than  Michaud  whose  pages  M. 
Dore  has  selected  for  his  theme. 
Familiar  as  all  the  admirers  of  the- 
great  French  artist  are  with  the^ 
shifting  lights,  now  dreamy,  now 
lurid,  whicn  his  imagination  casts- 
upon  the  humblest  scenes,  there  is 
yet  much  in  the  illustrations  to 
''Les  Croisades"  that  denotes 
an  inexhaustible  play  of  fancy. 
The  famous  chapter,  ''Des 
Femmes  dans  les  Croisades,"  is 
illustrated  by  a  graceful  drawings 
of  captive  European  ladies,  iiL 
attire  to  which  that  of  the  present 
day  has  somewhat  closely  returned. 
Anxious-eyed  women,  in  tall 
Norman  caps,  look  down  from  the 
canopied  perron  of  some  Gothic 
French  town  on  the  host  of 
children  bound  on  that  most 
frantic  of  all  these  wild  expeditions 
— ^the  Child's  Crusade.  The  plate 
in  which  the  ladies  and  chil- 
dren of  the  chateau  hang  on 
the  winding  stone  staircase,  to 
listen  to  the  recitals  of  '*  Le 
vStdran,^^  seated  in  the  porch,  is  a 
charming  scene,  transplanted  from 
the  12th  to  the  19th  century.  The 
plate  called  *  ^  Troubadours  ohantant 
les  gloires  de  la  Croisade,"  might 
illustrate  the  "  Decamerone." 
**  Saint  Louis  prisonnier"  is  per- 
haps the  most  highly  imaginative 
design  in  the  whole  series,  con- 
trasting with  the  purely  human 
interest  of  the  next  plate,  **ArriF6e 
au  Cairo  des  Prisonniers  de 
Minieh,"  where  the  downcast  but 
undespairing  veterans,  and  the 
shouting  and  tossing  crowd  of 
spectators  are  set  in  a  rich  frame- 
work of  Mauresque  architecture. 

Nothing  can  more  shew  men  how 
thoroughly  the  France  of  to-day 
has  broken  with  the  historic  past, 
than  the  modem  neglect  of  that 
\i.QT^^<(^  Vyt^   oi   ^hich    ancient 
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France  was  so  full.  The  "Armoires 
<de  la  Salle  desCroisades"  (published 
at  Paris  in  1842)  contains  some 
^delineations   which  are  perfectly 
•detestable,  from  an  heraldic  point 
-of  view;    besides  repeated  attri- 
butions   of    the    same    arms    to 
different  families.     It  must  have 
been  owing  to  some  misguidance 
of  this  kind  that  M.   I)or6  has 
-^ven    to     Saint    Louis,    in    the 
plate  '*  Saint  Louis  arrive  devant 
Damietta,"  a  shield  which  would 
have  belonged  to  the  Sire  d' Albret ; 
and  that  in  the  spirited  scene  of 
the  battle  of  Arsar,  Richard  Coeur 
•de  Lion  should  be  made  to  bear, 
instead  of  the  two  lions  borne  by 
the  Dukes  of  Normandy  and  Kings 
-of  England  down  to  the  time  of 
Henry  II.,  a  reversed  lion,  which 
is  the    badge  of    the   Duchy    of 
Juliers.    A  single  lion  also  appears 
•on  the  binding,  as  apparently  in- 
tended to  represent   the  arms  of 
England.     These  are  small  mat- 
ters to  most  people ;  but  they  aire 
not  unimportant  in  a  work  that 
treats  of,  if  not  the  cradle,  yet  one 
•of  the  earliest  recorded  schools,  of 
the     hieroglyphic     language     of 
heraldry. 

The  plates  called  the  **  Hospi- 
tality of  the  Barbarians  towards 
the  Pi^ims,"  and  the  **  Arming 
of  the  Himgarians,"  are  instances 
of  the  charm  which  waits  on  the 
pencil  of  M.  Dor6  when  he  chooses 
to  use  it  with  a  touch  as  minute 
and  delicate  as  that  of  George 
Cruikshank,  although  at  the  same 
time  with  a  depth  of  colour  which 
our  veteran  artist  has  not  attained. 
'The  desolation  in  the  scene  called 
*  *  Les  De  vanciers, ' '  and  the  circum- 
stantial horrors  of  the  funerals  after 
the  battle  of  Dorylee,  give  very 
graphic  pictures  of  what  may  be 
looked  for  in  many  a  Bulgarian 
valley  some  short  time  hence — ^the 
terror  of  artillery  having  been 
added  to  all  the  deathly  enginery 
of  the  Crusaders.     The  splendid 


volumes  have  an  unusual  interest 
at  the  present  moment. 


SeriouB  Letters  to  Serious  Friends, 
By  the  Countess  of  Caithness. 
London:  Triibner  and  Co.   1877. 

Although  this  volume  contains 
many  ideas  which  would    startle 
orthodox  readers,  yet  there  is  also 
so  much  that  is   eminently  sug- 
gestive in  the  broad  and  hopeful 
views   of    life    that   it  advances, 
that  even  those   who    would  not 
agree  with  its  more  distinct  dogmas 
might    reap   some    pleasTire    and 
benefit  from  its  spirit.  The  author 
has  thought  earnestly  for  herself 
upon  the  grandest  problems  which 
our  intelligence  can  reach.      The 
anomalies  of  this  present  existence 
have  led  her  to  look  for  a  wider 
light  by  which  to  interpret  them ; 
and  instead  of  keeping  her  inquir- 
ing vision  within    the    limits  of 
every-day  life,  she  has  turned  it 
upon    the    dun    depths    of    the 
universe  in  the  endeavour  to  detect 
therein    something    of    the    long 
sweep  of  the  Divine  laws.     There 
must  always  be  minds  that   will 
find  delight  in  inquiries  such  as 
these,  notwithstanding  that  they 
will  be  regarded  by   their  more 
easily     satisfied     neighbours     as 
rash  and  over-curious.     In  their 
essays  to  discover  the  lands  that 
lie  beyond  the  waters  of    time, 
they  are  ever  supported,  as  was 
Columbus    in     his     search     for 
America,     by    an   unconquerable 
conviction  of  their  reality.     Those 
who  have  not  time  or  inclination 
for  this  species  of  research  and 
speculation,  may  do  well  to  expand 
their     minds      by    consideration 
of  the  conclusions  of  those  who 
have  ventured  to  cross  these  most 
difficult  waters.       And  although 
most    will    be    inclined    to    cry 
'*  Breakers  ahead"  when  they  face 
some  of  the  theories  propounded 
by  the  Countess  oi  ^^Y\.\m&^i^  \!^ 
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elusions  with  regard  to  the  life 
which  most  immediately  concerns 
us,  that  of  this  planet,  are  so 
orderly,  and  her  spirit  is  so  deeply 
religious,  that  it  is  possible  to 
follow  and  only  differ  from  her 
in  a  measure. 

Although  it  is  impracticable 
within  the  narrow  limits  of  a 
literary  notice  to  deal  with  the 
subjects  which  are  discoursed  upon 
in  these  letters,  yet  we  may  draw 
attention  to  one  or  two  points  of 
interest.  For  instance,  Laay  Caith- 
ness thus  refers  to  the  word 
"  at-one-ment,"  which  is  so  gene- 
rally, though  not  always,  narrowed 
in  its  meaning : — 

"The  great  thing  after  which  we 
should  strive  is  this  oiienes^  with  the 
Father,  and  when  we  have  attained  to 
it,  then  are  we  truly  the  sons  of  God 
and  in  heaven,  even  while  outwardly 
dwelling  on  this  discordant  earth; 
indeed  it  is  only  discordant  and  in- 
harmonious because  it  is  not  at  one 
with  God.  Although  Jesus  came  nearly 
two  thousand  years  ago  to  reconcile  it 
to  €rod  and  to  make  the  revelation  of 
this  AT-ONE-MENT,  yet  it  is  still  in 
opposition,  so  true  it  is  that  the 
natural  man  is  at  enmity  with  God." 

In  speaking  of  the  doctrine  of 
the  FaU,  she  says  : — 

**I  would  rather  then  believe  that 
we  were  originally  destined  to  have 
lived  as  pure  Fluidic  spirits,  in  a  far 
happier  sphere  than  this  purgatorial 
earth,  having  been  created  '  a  little 
lower  than  the  angels,'  to  whose 
degree,  and  still  higher  degrees,  we 
should  have  attained,  by  patient  and 
contiding  perseverance  in  well  doing 
in  the  heavenly  path  set  before  us, 
and  that  we  never  need  to  have  come 
to  a  material  earth,  or  to  have  been 
clothed  in  the  skins  of  beasts,  i.e.,  in 
these  material  bodies  of  fleshy  which 
so  limit  our  innate  soaring  capacities 
and  aspirations.  I  believe  that  our 
ouTii  rebellion,  in  the  spiritual  state, 
caused  us  to  fall  away  *  From  the 
heaven  that  teas  about  ils  in  our  in- 
Jancy,^  and  that  we  have  each  indi- 
viduaMy  fallen  exactly  into  our  o^on 


pUtce — not  any  one  else's  place — ^but 
our  own  particular  place,  the  one* 
exactly  adapted  to  our  particular 
state,  or  quality.  And  that  we  have- 
been  bom  on  to  a  material  earth,  not 
as  a  punishment  due  to  our  dis- 
obedience, but  as  a  natural  magnetic 
consequence  of  our  own  material  pro- 
pensities, which  have  caused  us  to 
turn  away  from  our  higher,  and  seek 
to  satisfy  our  lower  nature,  on  a 
material  plane — a  literal  feeding  oa 
the  husks  left  by  the  swine  or  lower 
animals — for  whom  the  material  food 
was  provided. 

We  thus  believe  that  we  of  the- 
human  race  on  this  earth  are  falleiv 
creatures,   not  because   we  have  in- 
herited the  curse  pronounced  upon  ar 
distant  progenitor,    called   'the  first 
Adam,'  but  because  we  are  each  the 
fathers    of    our    own    faults,    conse- 
quently each    our   own  Adam,   and 
may  therefore  have  to  expiate  them 
until  *  the  third  and  fourth  generation,*' 
or  over  and  over  again,  and  until  we 
are  able  to  perceive  that  they  alone 
separate  us  from  our  heavenly  Father^ 
and  we  feel  impelled  by  the  earnest 
desire  to  arise  and  go  to  our  Father- 
and    say,    *  Father ,    we    have    sinned 
against  heaven  ai\d  before  thee,  and  art 
no    longer    worthy    to    be    called    thy- 
children ; '  when  we  shall  be  received 
back   again   into   the  heavenly  habi- 
tations,   and    shall     again    be    '  th» 
children  of  God,  being  the  children 
of  the  resurrection.'     For  we  are  told 
that  our  '  Father  runneth  to  meet  us, 
even  when  he  seeth  us  a  great  way 
off.' 

But  in  the  meantime,  and  until  we 
truly  repent  and  seek  His  forgiveness, 
we  are  no  longer  worthy  to  be  called 
His  children,  on  account  of  our  dis*^ 
obedience  and  voluntaty  'journey  into 
a  far  co^mtry,*  and  'until  we  come  to 
ourselves,'  and  are  able  to  see  the  folly 
of  our  ways,  we  are  but  seeking  to 
feed  ourselves  on  the  food  provided 
for  the  lower  animals  (a  degree  of 
spirit  element  at  a  less  advanced  stage 
of  development),  and  which  although 
sufficient  for  their  necessities  and  sus- 
tenance, can  furnish  us  but  with 
'husks/  as  compared  to  the  more 
spiritual  nutriment  we  were  destined 
to  have  partaken  of  in  our  Father's 
Yloxja^  \  ^^  s.te  literally  indulging  ixu 
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swinish   tastes    and    feeding    upon 
swinish  food." 

This  will  perhaps  be  sufficient 
to  shew  our  author's  style  and 
quality  of  thought. 

A  story  is  tola  by  Lady  Caithness 
of  a  little  boy  of  hers  who  passed 
away  many  years  ago  before  the 
age  of  five ;  a  story  of  so  mar- 
vellous a  nature  that  we  cannot 
but  reproduce  it.  A  child  enjoying 
good  health,  he  was  wont  to  make 
rhymes ;  and  this  mystic  prophetic 
morsel  is  one  of  them  : — 

Early  in  spring  I  got  a  new  wing, 
Covered  with  silver  and  gold, 

It  helped  me  to  fly,  up  to  the  sky. 
And  thus  is  my  history  told. 

Verily  the  strangest  autobiography 
we  have  met  with. 


Recollections  of  the  Irish  Church. 
By  Richard  Sinclair  Brooke,  D.D. 
Ijondon :  Macmillan  &  Co.    1877. 

This  is  an  interesting  volume, 
neither  composed  of  ecclesiastical 
statistics,  nor  disguised   sermons, 
but  given  rather  to  pleasant  classic 
gossip  about  eminent  divines,  seen 
mostly  not  as  priests,  but  as  men. 
The  recollections  are  rather  of  the 
shining  lights  of  the  Irish  Church 
than  of  the  Church  itself,  and  are, 
perhaps,   the    more    readable    on 
that  account.     Dr.  Brooke  is  one 
of    those     septuagenarians    who, 
having  fought  their    fight,    pass 
into  a  serene  atmosphere  of  lov- 
able  old   age,    full   of    sparkling 
memories,  and  not  untouched  with 
humour.     He  was  for  msAiy  years 
incumbent  of  the  Mariners'  Church 
at  Kingstown,  and  afterwards  the 
holder  of   a  rectory  in   England. 
Near  five-and-twenty  years  ago  he 
was   publishing  poems,   and    the 
brightness  of  a  genial  style  is   in 
his   writing  still.     We  will  deny 
ourselves  the  pleasure   of    repro- 
ducing any  of  Dr.  Brooke's  wide 
experiences  or  lively  and  pertinent 
anecdotes;    for  what    is   learned 


and  witty  will  make  its  way  with- 
out help  of  ours.  We  will,  how- 
ever, make  an  extract  from  his 
book  which  may  perhaps  interest 
some  of  the  old  friends  of  this 
magazine  : — 

'^In  Curry's  shop  was  also  born, 
cradled,    and    nursed,    The    Dublin 
University  Magaziiw,      Its  first  editor- 
was  Antliony  Poplar,  alias  the  Rev. 
Charles  Stuart  Stanford.      Some  of 
its  succeeding  managers — for  it  had 
many  nurses — were,  I  am  told,  Isaac 
Butt,  succeeded    by  Charles   Lever 
the   novelist ;    Percy    Boyd ;  James 
McGiashan,  the  publisher,  who  edited 
it  for  some  time  with  much  judgment ;. 
Cheyne  Brady,   a  nephew  of    Lord 
Chancellor     Brady;      then     Joseph 
Sheridan  Lefanu,  the  novelist ;  after 
which,  on  my  going  to  live  in  England, 
I  lost  sight  of  the  good  vessel  itself, 
and  of  course  of  the  skippers  who- 
held  its  helm.  Yet  I  hear  on  all  sides 
it  is  doing  admirably,  and  selling  well. 
Some  of  the  original  contributors 
were  as  follows: — Digby  Pilot  Starkey^ 
who     wrote     under    the    name    of 
*  Advena ' ;    John     Francis    Waller, 
facile   2>^^^^P^  in  prose    or  poetry ; 
Joseph  Sheridan  Lefanu,  now  curd- 
ling our  blood  with  the  horrors   of 
*The   Watcher,'  and  now  delighting 
us  with  the  fun  and  humour  of  '  Jamea 
Sullivan   in  the    Great    Snow,'    the 
most  inimitable  Irish  tale  in  the  wide 
world.     Then  there  was  Lover,  song- 
ster, raconteur  and    humorist;    Dr. 
Anster,   the  translator    of    Goethe's 
Faust ;  Rev.  James  Wills ;  Professor 
Hamilton,   the  astronomer;  William 
Carleton,  autlior  of  Traits  and  Stories 
of  Irisli  Life  ;  Dr.  Maginn  of  Cork,  a 
sparkling  gem  of  talent,  some  time 
editor    of    Fraser's     Magazine ;     Dr- 
William      Stokes,     Dublin's      great 
physician  ;  Rev.   William  Alexander, 
now  Bishop  of  Derry,  and  his  gifted 
lady ;    Frederick  Mant,   R.  N.  ;   Mr. 
Percy  Fitzgerald,  Mr.  Horace  Towns- 
liend,    Miss    Nina    Cole,    Mortimer 
Collins,  Dr.    Henry  Maunsell,   Miss 
Brought  on.  Mr.  Stopford  Brooke  (my 
eldest     son),     contributed     reviews, 
essays,   and  a  few  Ijrrics ;   and    Sir 
Emerson  Tennant  'Ceylon  and  the 
Cingalese  ;  *  the  Rev.   William   Weat^. 
late    Redox    ol  Dc^^n^ ,  ^  C^rv^'D^:^ 
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Travels ; '  the  Rev.  George  Brittaine, 
■*  Tales  of  Irish  Life ; '  Percy  Boyd, 
sundry  papers  on  the  'German 
Burschen;'  Mr.  G.  P.  James,  the 
prolific  English  novelist,  Tales; 
Clarence  Mangan,  poet  and  ling^iist, 
iiras  the  author  of  the '  Anthologia  Ger- 
manica  and  Hibemica,'  a  protracted 
•diain  of  masterly  translations.  Some 
wild,  opium-eating  genius,  from  the 
'NortheCountrie,'  and  Belfast,  sent  in 
papers  peppered  all  through  with  mad 
eccentric  talent,  under  the  name  of 
"^  Goul  Gk>ppagh ' ;  Mr.  Calcraft  gave 
us  interesting  and  exhaustive  memoirs 
of  the  '  Theatre  and  its  Children  ; ' 
then  Charles  Lever  published  novel 
«fter  novel  in  extenso  in  the  magazine  ; 
Mr.  Jukes  many  scientific  papers  ;  the 
Rev.  John  Heard,  of  London,  con- 
tributed some  admirable  essays.  The 
late  Sir  William  Wilde  was  a  writer 
for  The  University,  along  with  two 
.great  Irishmen,  Dr.  Petrie,  whose 
•  Round  Towers  *  are  widely  known  ; 
and  Dr.  Samuel  Ferguson,  the  author 
of  *The  Forging  of  the  Anchor,*  a 
rare  poem  for  merit,  beauty,  and 
power,  and  likewise  the  narrator  in 
{he  paffes  of  the  magazine  of  'The 
Hibernian  Nights*  Entertainments,' 
in  which  Mr.  Ferguson  himself,  an 
Irish  scholar,  exhibits  all  through  the 
l^nuine  spirit  and  favour  of  Celticism 
•in  a  peculiar  degree. 

A  large  number  of  the  fullebt  and 
aoberest  articles — ^religious  and  poli- 
tical— were  written  from  time  to 
time  for  the  magazine  by  the 
O'SuUivan  brothers,  both  converts 
from  Romanism.  Sam,  as  a  writer, 
was  a  little  prosy,  but  accurate  and 


emphatic.  Murtagh,  or  Mortimer,  the 
younger  brother,  was  a  brilliant 
creature,  and  a  great  orator  on  plat- 
form or  in  pulpit,  besides  an  accom- 
plished littirateur.  When  a  young 
man  he  contributed  to  the  magazine 
rather  a  striking  novel,  The  JNeviUes 
of  GarreUtovm,  in  which  he  describes 
with  poller,  how  society  in  Ireland 
in  every  rank,  was  crippled  and  de- 
pressed before  the  alolition  of  the 
infamous  Penal  Laws.  Professor  Butt 
also  is  said  to  have  been  guilty  of  a 
like  enormity  in  his  juvenile  days, 
namely,  writing  a  novel ! — ^it  was 
entitled  The  Gap  of  Bamesmore,* 
but  in  this  I  may  possibly  be  in  error. 
At  that  time  Mr.  Butt  was  a  Con- 
servative, and  so  eloquent  in  the  cause, 
that  0*Connell,  who  dreaded  the  shodc 
of  his  encounter  in  the  oratorical  lists, 
spoke  of  him  with  a  coarse  pun  upon 
his  name  as  '  that  ferocious  Bell- 
wether Butt.' 

I  think  I  have  given  an  accurate  list 
of  the  contributors  to  the  DtMin 
University  Magazine,  as  far  as  I  know 
of  them.  Doubtless  many  eminent 
names  have  been  omitted,  simply 
through  ignorance,  and  not  from  any 
want  of  attention  or  respect  on  my 
part ;  and  one  more  humble  name  I 
may  append  to  the  catalogue  of  con- 
tributors— it  is  that  of  him  who  writes 
these  lines." 

It  would  be  pleasant  to  hear 
again  the  voices  of  some  of  these 
old  contributors  ;  but  most  of 
them,  with  the  Irish  Church,  are 
now  of  the  ^'  disestablished  "  past 


*  Barnesmore  if  a  wild  defile  ihioagh  the  Donegal  mountains,  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  parish^  held  by  Mr.  Batt*s  father.  In  this  defile  Mens.  Bapin  is  said  to  have 
written  moet  of  his  HiUory  of  England. 
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THE    LOGIC    OF    THE    METHODS    OF    WAR. 


In  the  old  barbarous  days,  some 
four  or  five  centuries  ago,  there 
was  not  a  standing  army  in  Europe. 
With  the  advance  of  civilisation 
war  has  become  one  of  the  learned 
professions,  and  as  over-crowded 
as  the  rest. 

A  new  and  deadlier  engine  of 
destruction  is  produced  every  year. 
Simultaneously,  what  remained  of 
chivalry  gives  place  to  science,  per- 
sonal prowess  fails  before  discipline 
and  a  calculator  in  spectacles.  The 
soldier  that  was  the  ready  follower 
in  the  fortunes  of  an  elective  duke, 
or  a  proud  member  of  a  local  clan, 
is  now  a  simple  unit  of  a  mass  of 
obedient  human  machines.  The 
poetry  of  war  is  on  the  wane ;  but 
what  makes  its  **  painful  prose" — 
the  roar  of  the  rifled  cannon,  the 
scream  of  the  shell,  the  rapid  ping 
of  the  breech-loader,  the  thunder- 
ous sound  of  the  torpedo,  the  com- 
pound noise  of  grape,  canister, 
mitrailleuse — is  more  prevalent 
than  ever. 


The  beauty  of  war,  if  there  be 
any  beauty  in  war,  lies  in  the 
heroic  qualities,  the  virtues  that 
it  evokes.  As  the  method  of  war 
is  subject  now  as  ever  to  wide 
fluctuations  and  developments,  any 
nascent  military  inventions,  in 
order  to  be  hailed  with  any  good 
favour,  ought  to  belong  to  one  of 
three  categories.  They  should  be 
such  as  wUl  foster  personal  virtue 
as  an  element  of  war ;  such  as  will 
reward  a  well-meaning  and  indus- 
trious race  with  power  above  that 
of  a  depraved  or  disturbing  people; 
or  such  as  tend  to  cancel  war 
altogether.  If  the  first  of  these 
alternatives  cannot  be  realised, 
and  the  prosecution  of  the  second 
becomes  too  heavy  a  burden  to  be 
borne,  the  last  shoidd  be  striven 
for  by  all  praotical  measures 
possible,  as  well  as  by  the  gentle 
educative  influences  of  the  Uto- 
pianists. 

Officialism,  which  ixviotTssvi^T  ^a:^^ 
meant  genliSity)  ot  \!i[ii^  ^Tis^A^'c«^Q^ 
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element,  daims  to  regulate  the 
methods  of  war,  and  there  is  even 
a  sort  of  international  agreement 
to  such  methods,  which  is  reason- 
ably adhered  to  until  it  suits  some 
race  or  other  to  be  iconoclastic  and 
outrage  conventionality.  The 
noble  French  knights  of  the 
fourteenth  and  fifteenth  centuries 
settled  on  gentlemanly  principles 
that  the  weU-bom  were  the 
warriors,  and  the  common  herd 
best  relegated  to  vulgar  pursuits  ; 
and  if  there  could  have  been 
maintained  an  international  univer- 
sity of  chivalry,  war  no  doubt 
would  have  been  a  combat  of 
aristocratic  champions  making  use 
of  exquisite  and  strictly  regulated 
weapons.  But  the  English 
yeomen  disdained  not  to  string  the 
yew  tree  bow,  no  seemly  weapon 
for  knightly  hands,  at  least  so  said 
the  knightly  oracles;  and  the 
result  was  that  tens  of  thousands 
of  the  keepers  of  the  lofty  military 
traditions  were  slain  by  inferior 
forces  for  their  orthodoxy. 

When  the  knightly  lance,  the 
plaything  of  the  courtly  tourna- 
ment, as  well  as  the  arm  of  serious 
war,  gave  way  to  the  plebeian 
arrow,  which  then  in  its  turn  was 
beginning  to  be  accompanied  by 
the  still  more  indiscriminate 
weapon,  the  rude  cannon,  there 
was  marked  the  beginning  of  a 
mighty  revolution.  For  a  long 
time  the  bellowing  tube  did  not 
reveal  its  coming  importance, 
owing  to  the  rudeness  of  the  arm 
and  Ignorance  and  awkwardness 
in  its  use.  But  it  was  a  develop- 
ment further  removed  from  the 
knightly  ideal  than  even  the 
charging  of  arrows  for  the  long 
bow  with  a  phial  of  quicklime  or 
an  ounce  of  wildfire.  Those  were 
small  breaches  upon  the  aristo- 
cratic methods  of  war,  this  was  a 
baby  giant  coming  to  break  them 
down.  When  artillery,  in  the 
sense  that  we  now  know  the  word, 


first  came  to  outdo  the  old  and 
general  **  artillery,"  or  craft  of 
archery,  the  picture  presented 
reminds  us  of  times  still  more 
remote,  when  the  barbaric  elephant 
made  panic  among  the  mounted 
horsemen,  brave  enough  so  long 
as  they  might  fight  in  wonted 
orthodox  fashion. 

The  chivalrous  and  aristocratic 
idea  of  war  is  not  of  mediaeval 
birth:  the  Spartans  committed  the 
cares  of  trade  to  the  servile  class,, 
as  unworthy  of  generous  and  free- 
bom  souls,  and  by  a  fierce  asceti- 
cism prepared  themselves  for  all 
the  vicissitudes  and  hardships  of 
the  position  of  men  of  valour  and 
honour.  None  were  admitted  to  the 
roll  of  the  cavaliers  amons:  the 
Athemans  that  were  not  both  in 
good  plight  of  body,  and  possessed 
of  considerable  property. 

There  is  a  possible  philosophic 
theory  of  war  very  different  m)m 
those  already  named,  and  a  rather 
miserable  one,  namely,  that  war  is 
an  escape-valve  for  the  turbulent 
element  of  the  community,  a  resort 
for  exuberant  physical  arrogance, 
a  bitter  medicine  for  hot  blood. 
An  old  philosopher  avers  that  the 
natural  state  of  man  is  a  state  of 
warfare.  This  is  an  over-state- 
ment; the  enthusiasm  of  war, 
except  in  the  case  of  a  few  braves, 
savage  or  civilised,  or  when  a 
strong  excitement  is  swaying  a 
people,  is  for  the  most  part  a 
somewhat  fictitious  and  unreal 
thing.  Quarrellings,  which  some- 
times spread  to  large  oppositions ; 
nationtd  antagonisms,  selfish  im- 
pulses, private  or  dynastic  fanati- 
cisms and  rivalries,  certainly 
actuate  mankind,  and  lead  up  to 
war.  But  war  is  their  outcome  only, 
and  not  to  be  called  the  natural 
state  of  man. 

Physical  pride,  among  races  in 
a  state  of  comparative  animalism, 
is  no  doubt  in  some  cases  so  strong 
as  to  give  a  limited  cotintenance 
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to  the  maxim  that  the  natural 
state  of  man  is  a  condition  of  war- 
fare. To  allow  to  the  maxim  a 
general  truth  is  to  reduce  man 
to  the  level  of  rival  ^ame  birds 
in  a  farmyard.  The  ancient  theory 
of  war  is,  indeed,  not  very  un- 
like a  picture  of  a  fighting-cock 
state : — 

Hands,  nails,  and  teeth,  these  were 
archaic  arms — 
Stones,  riven  fagots  from  the  woods, 
rough  boughs, 
I>lerce  flaming  brands ; — succeed  these 
rude  alarms, 
The  force  of  steel,  and  brass,  which 
mightier  mischief  rouse. 

But  there  are  even  aborigines 
of  gentle  and  peaceful  kind,  and 
in  our  more  civilised  communities 
the  pride  of  the  bravo  element  of 
society  is  not  so  pronounced  as  to 
drag  the  peaceful  many  into  any 
war  of  magnitude.  We  may 
dismiss  this  physical  view  of 
war  as  of  lessening  moment.  No 
modem  statesman  would  argue 
that  war  is  made  to  absorb 
a  superfluity  of  physical  energy 
that  would  otherwise  make  tne 
country  an  ungovernable  revel  of 
outrage.  Political  objects,  gradu- 
ally popularised,  and  by  conse- 
quence gradually  productive  of 
excitement  and  sympathy  among 
the  masses,  now  create  wars,  and 
the  army  performs  its  part  not  from 
an  initiatory  enthusiasm,  but 
from  obedience  to  habit  and  com- 
mand. It  cannot  be  said  in  the 
generality  of  cases  that  the  men 
Are  imwilling  to  obey,  but  rarely 
are  the  ranks  primarily  eager  for 
the  fray,  for  warfare's  sake.  To 
repress  the  military  ardour  of  an 
army,  provided  no  strong  passion 
held  its  natural  leaders,  or  their 
communicative  fire  could  be  kept 
from  exerting  its  influence,  it 
would  in  the  majority  of  cases  be 
.evffioient  to  disband  the  host. 

"The  end  of  war,"  according 
-io  orthodox  notions,  **  is  either  to 


redress  past  injury,  or  to  prevent 
future  injury,  and  the  mode  where- 
by Belligerent  Force  operates  to 
accomplish  one  or  other^of  these 
objects,  is  by  taking  security  from 
the  wrong-doer;  in  other  words, 
by  the  seizure  of  his  property. 
Hence  war  implies  necessarily  a 
direct  operation  of  Force  against 
Property,  while  it  entails  only  acci- 
dentally the  employment  of  Force 
against  the  persons  of  individuals, 
by  reason  of  the  resistance  which 
they  may  offer  to  the  process  of 
takine  security  from  the  wrong- 
doer." 

This  view  is  perhaps  no  more 
circuitous  than  that  of  the  legal 
eye  in  general  in  its  theory  of 
things.  But  it  is  too  limited  for  a 
generalisation,  in  that  it  includes 
only  certain  kinds  of  war;  it 
would  not,  for  instance,  apply  to 
a  battle  of  fanaticisms,  where  the 
employment  of  force  is  primarily 
against  individuals,  and  the  ques- 
tion of  proprietary  security  comes 
on  only  after  the  personal  passions 
are  exhausted. 

It  may  serve,  however,  as  a 
modern  representative  opinion 
upon  war,  and  wiU  shew  how 
completely  the  ancient  notion  of 
personal  distinction  or  chivalry 
has  disappeared  from  it. 

The  ennobling  possibilities 
having  well  nigh  vanished  from 
the  field  of  battle  by  the  substitu- 
tion of  mechanical  agencies  for  the 
personal  energy  and  daring  that 
met  the  foe  hand  to  hand,  war  has 
become  a  scientific  problem.  Its 
object  being  to  cripple  or  derange 
human  machinery  by  the  most 
elaborate  enginery  of  slaughter, 
to  profess  to  avoid  cruelty  in  the 
actual  conflict,  or  to  conduct  war 
according  to  principles  of  humanity 
and  civilisation  (in  alternative 
phrase,  brotherly  feeling  and 
politeness),  would  seem  to  oe  not 
Yerj  unlike  trying  to  teU  lies  truth- 
fully.   The  maimer  of  fight  now 
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is  to  wound  from  a  distance ;  first 
with  the  ordnance  of  long  range, 
Ihen  the  mortar,  afterwards  come 
into  play  the  rifle,  the  lighter 
cannon,  the  mitraillense,  and  at 
the  nearest  approach  to  dose 
quarters,  the  revolver  j^istol ;  rarely 
now,  comparatively,  is  there  use 
for  sword  or  bayonet,  or  the 
grapple  of  one  with  another. 
The  rapidity  of  the  breech-loader 
keeps  an  interval  of  death 
between  actual  contact  of  man 
and  man. 

Whether  it  is  a  wise,  nay,  a 
justifiable  step,  politically,  to  maim 
tens  of  thousands  of  the  indivi- 
duals of  a  community,  to  roughly 
repair  their  injuries,  and  then  to 
return  them  to  society  to  bring  a 
tidal  infusion  of  physical  imperfec- 
tion into  its  very  bosom — ^incapacity, 
disease,  burden — is  a  grave  ques- 
tion on  which  it  is  scarcely  com- 
petent for  any  single  indiTidual  to 
give  dogmatic  judgment. 

But  tnat  it  is  cleaner  work,  and 
not  less  humane,  to  make  a  ''happy 
dispatch"  by  the  most  certain  im- 
plements of  death,  than  to  half 
kill  by  a  less  deadly  wound,  some 
will  be  disposed  to  believe  from 
the  study  of  the  accounts  of  the 
day  after  the  battle.  Here  is  a 
recital  of  the  sequela  of  a  modem 
action.  The  observer  (Daily  Tele- 
graphy  September  8th,  1877)  is  a 
sur^on  of  some  position  in  the 
United  States,  on  a  professional 
tour  through  districts  imder  war. 
The  observations  are  of  the  prac- 
tice of  one  of  the  Great  Powers  of 
Europe,  one  not  only  regarded  as 
civUised,  but  posing  itself  as  civilis- 
ing; a  so-called  Christian  nation 
at  whose  capital  was  declared,  in 
1868,  a  great  international  contract 
concerning  humanitarian  methods 
of  war. 


it 


The  men  are,  as  a  rule,  put  into 
bullock  carts,  close  to  tbe  field  of 
action,  not  even  a  first  bandage  having 
been  applied  to  their  hurts,  and  are 


jolted  off  for  ten  or  twelve  miles  to 
some  village  where  there  is  a  field 
hospital,  generally  already  crowded. 
There  they  are  allowed  to  lie,  just  as 
they  first  fell,  in  their  uniforms,  stiff 
and  stained  with  blood,  wallowing  in 
their  own  excrements ;  nobody  attends- 
to  them,  brings  them  food  or  water, 
or  does  the  least  thins  for  them  ;  th^ 
groan  their  wretched  lives  out  in 
agony  of  body  and  despair  of  soul.  I 
was  at  Radonicza,  the  head-quarters- 
of  the  Czar,  on  the  second  evening 
after  the  great  battle.  About  ten 
p.m.  a  train  of  about  2000  wounded 
came  in  in  bullock  carts.  There  was 
no  one  to  receive  them.  Nobody 
brought  them  a  cup  of  bouillon  or  a 
drop  of  brandy.  They  had  had  no 
food  save  a  small  ration  of  black 
bread,  since  they  were  carried  off  the 
field.  None  of  their  wounds  were 
dressed.  Their  condition  was  simply 
indescribable.  There  they  were,  in 
the  carts  ranged  along  tlie  side  of  the 
road,  filling  the  air  with  their  cries 
and  groans  ;  and  there  they  remained 
all  night,  exposed  to  the  bitter  cold, 
within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  the 
Emperor's  sleeping-place.  I  left 
Radonicza  between  ten  and  eleven 
a.m.  of  the  following  day  ;  and  then 
not  one  of  these  unfortunates  had 
been  taken  out  of  a  cart,  had  his 
wounds  dressed,  or  received  the 
least  nourishment  or  attention. 
Whatever  assistance  I  proffered  was 
uniformly  refused  on  the  plea 
that  none  but  a  graduate  of  a 
Russian  surgical  college  could  be^ 
allowed  to  touch  Russian  wounded.. 
Over  fifty  hours  certainly  elapsed 
between  the  time  at  which  these  poor 
wretches  received  their  wounds  and 
that  in  which  they  had  any  treatment 
whatsoever Utterly  inex- 
cusable is  the  barbarous  roughness  of 
the  Russian  army  surgeons,  especially 
in  cases  where  the  utmost  gentleness 
is  needed  as  a  psychological  means  of 
soothing  and  encouragement  to  the 
patient.  I  have  repeatedly  been  a 
distressed  and  indignant  witness  of 
brutidities,  and  even  sheer  cruelties,, 
practised  by  the  medical  officers 
towards  wounded  soldiers,  such  as  I 
could  not  have  conceived  it  possible 
that  any  civilised  human  being  would 
have  been  guilty  of Jnat 
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before  an  operation,  bound  to  be 
attended  with  hideous  paiu  to  the 
patient,  I  asked  the  surgeon  in  charge 
why  he  did  not  administer  chloroform 
or  ether,  to  alleviate  the  suffering  of 
the  soldier,  at  least  during  the  opera- 
tion. He  replied,  scornfully,  'Do 
you  think  I  have  time  to  waste  upon 
Hfiving  anesthetics?  He  must  make 
die  best  of  it!'  .  •  •  .  On  my  road 
from  Plevna  to  the  Danube  I  passed 
over  600  wagons  laden  with  wounded 
of  all  ranks.  They  had  been  for  forty- 
eight  hours  on  the  road,  with  no 
provision  whatsoever  for  food  or 
medical  attendance,  under  a  burning 
sun  by  day,  and  a  cold  heavy  dew 
by  night,  guarded  by  a  few  Cossacks. 
No  nurses,  no  commissary,  no  stimu- 
lant to  cheer,  no  kind  word  to  en- 
courage ;  they  were  wounded,  and 
therefore  no  longer  useful  as  slaying- 
machines — the  sooner  they  died  the 
less  trouble  they  would  give.  At 
€k>rny-Studen  I  saw  the  first  hospital 
worthy  of  the  name  ;  it  was  arranged 
by  Drs.^'  Prisselkoff  and  Wyrodsoff, 
accommodates  about  1200  men,  and 
may  be  made  to  receive  2000  at  a 
pinch .  Well  situated  and  excellently 
organised,  it  is  provided  with  comforts 
as  well  as  mere  necessaries,  and  an 
excellent  staff  of  able  surgeons.  In 
this  hospital,  and  in  this  one  ovdy^ 
can  I  conscientiously  testify  that  the 
wounded  received  the  attention  they 
merit.  But  what  is  an  arrangement 
applicable  at  the  outside  to  2000, 
when  the  fighting  of  one  week  alone 
has  yielded  between  14,000  and  15,000 
wounded?  If  these  appalling  short- 
comings are  sought  to  be  excused 
upon  the  pretext  that  money  has  been 
lacking  to  complete  the  hospital 
organisation  of  the  army,  I  can  only 
say  that  a  country  has  no  right  to  go 
io  war  if  it  cannot  afford  to  ensure 
proper  treatment  to  its  wounded ;  and 
that  the  money  spent  in  champagne 
and  luxuries  in  the  Russian  head- 
quarters would  be  better  applied  to 
the  alleviation  of  the  agony  endured 
by  the  Czar's  '  children '  at  his  behest. 
His  Majesty  should  put  a  stop  to  the 
splendid  living,  rioting,  and  drunken- 
ness of  his  high  officers,  and  insist 
that  the  poor  wretches  whom  he  has 
iorced  into  the  fight  shall  be  properly 
taken  care  of." 


If  the  conditions  of  warfare  are 
such  that  one  of  theleading  nations 
of  the  world,  entering  upon  a  strug- 
gle at  an  hour  chosen  by  itself,  and 
after  months  if  not  years  of  pre- 
paration, can  only  produce  results 
uke  the  above  described  to  vouch 
for  its  vaunted  humanity,  then  in- 
deed it  is  idle  to  profess  civilisation 
in  war;  and  the  logical  mind  turns 
to  the  more  frequently  fatal  result 
of  the  explosive  Dullet,  or  the  most 
deadly  arm  that  can  be  devised,  aa 
to  a  merciful  alternative.  What  sol- 
dier himself  would  not  choose  to 
die  like  a  man  in  his  place  rather 
than  like  a  dog  in  the  ditch,  or  than 
to  be  one  of  those  who  **  prayed  to 
be  killed  outright  rather  than  con- 
tinue to  suffer  the  tortures  inflicted 
upon  them  by  ignorance,  neglect, 
and  want  of  foresight ; "  which 
very  natural  cries  the  American 
surgeon  avers  that  he  heard  issuing 
from  the  lips  of  men  who  had  lain 
forty  and  even  fifty  hours  with  un- 
tended  woimds. 

With  accounts  like  these  in 
mind,  and  they  do  not  strike  us  as 
particularly  novel,  it  seems  the 
effort  of  a  somewhat  pitiful  civili- 
sation for  diplomacy  to  cry  out  in 
injured  tones  about  the  explosive 
bullet.  If  warfare  is  to  be  made 
comfortable,  or  what  is  ccdled  civil- 
ised, it  seems  strangely  illogical 
to  complain  of  the  most  violent 
death  whilst  tolerating  a  lingering 
agony  endin^in  death  or  in  muti- 
lated life.  Here  is  the  voice  of 
authority  relative  to  events  in  the 
great  European  war  preceding  the 
present  conflict : — 

''  There  have  been  committed  on 
the  part  of  the  French,  acts  not  less 
contrary  to  treaties  than  to  the  right 
of  nations,  and  the  usages  of  war 
among  civilised  peoples.  In  the 
battle  of  Woerth  it  was  remarked 
that  musket-balls  buried  themselves 
in  the  soil,  and  afterwards  with  the 
most  distinct  report  of  explosion  made 
the  soil  fly  around  them.  Imme- 
diately after  this  observation.  Q^\ssm8l 
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Beckedoff  was  seriouBly  wounded  by 

an  explosiFO  bal) Researches 

prosecuted  on  this  matter,  and  not 
yet  concluded,  have  led  to  the  dis- 
covery among  the  munitions  taken  in 
Strasbourg  of  explosive  balls  for  the 
tabati^re  gun.'' 

This  complaint  bears  the  si^a- 
tore  of  no  less  a  personage  than 
Prince  Bismarck,  whose  text  is 
the  violations  by  the  French  in 
1870-1  of  the  Convention  of 
Geneva. 

We  are  told  that  ''  the  measures 
to  be  adopted  for  overcoming  re- 
sistance are  susceptible  of  infinite 
modifications  ;  and  it  is  in  respect 
of  such  modifications  that  the 
civilisation  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury is  far  in  advance  of  that  of 
the  seventeenth  and  eighteenth 
centuries,  and  may  be  expected 
in  its  turn  to  be  left  behmd  by 
the  civilisation  of  future  ages." 

This  observation  from  Sir 
Travers  Twiss  may  lead  us  to  the 
question,  What  is  the  accepted 
creed  with  regard  to  the  conduct 
of  war  ?  If  not  known  to  chemists 
already,  any  day  may  disclose  the 
secret  of  the  chemical  or  electrical 
process  by  which  a  battalion  can 
be  annihilated  at  a  distance  of 
ttdles  from  its  enemy.  The  torpedo 
represents,  probably,  the  infantile 
stage  of  a  still  more  terrible 
maturity  of  deadly  power,  just  as 
the  awkward  early  cannon  steadily 
developed  into  the  Armstrong,  the 
Gatling,  or  the  Krupp. 

Does  the  theory  of  civilisation 
incline  to  the  doctrine  of  the  old 
military  nobilities,  that  war  is  to 
be  conducted  by  persons  of  birth 
and  position,  and  that  plebeian 
weapons  are  to  be  excluded  from 
it ;  or  to  the  conviction  that  the 
enlargement  of  the  mechanical 
powers  of  slaughter  must  be  pur- 
sued to  its  bitter  end?  We  see 
no  logical  alternative,  and  in  the 
belief  that  science  to  the  uttermost 
is  the  only  path  that  can  be  fol- 


lowed, we  see  the  best  opportunity 
of  the  party  of  peace. 

That  the  terrible  progress  of  the 
science  of  slaughter  is  the  only 
possible  road  to  pursue  is  evident 
on  general  or  historical  principles, 
but  the  fact  may  be  argued 
partially  in  detail.  If  a  nation 
from  the  gentle  promptings  of 
himianity  consents  to  eliminate 
from  its  warlike  methods  the  more 
wholesale  or  fatal  engines  of  de- 
struction, it  suffers  paralysis  if  it 
stands  alone.  The  strongest  nation 
morally  becomes  the  weakest 
physically;  and  the  higher  law 
wMoh  that  nation  might  be  the 
means  of  introducing  to  the  world 
loses  its  sanction  on  the  ultimate- 
plane.  Nay,  further,  if  a  group  of 
the  more  advanced  of  nations  with- 
hold from  use  amongst  themselves 
chemical  powers  that  shock 
chivalry,  what  will  be  the  fate  of 
one  of  them  if  engaged  with  a 
nation  outside  the  civilised  ring, 
or  one  degree  less  compunctious  ? 
In  these  days  a  deadly  secret 
cannot  long  remain  hidden ;  the 
civilised  man  may  take  years  to 
develope  a  destructive  process  of 
which  a  barbarian  mi^ht  learn  to 
avail  himself  in  a  single  month. 

There  are  possible  exceptions  to 
the  fact  just  stated.  A  ra«e  in  a 
low  state  of  mechanical  develop- 
ment might  become  possessors  of 
a  line  of  armour-plated  vessels 
and  a  battery  of  rifled  ordnance 
with  its  complicated  machinery  and 
delicate  adjustments ;  and  these 
mighty  engines,  so  formidable  in 
capable  hands,  might  be  to  them 
nothing  more  practicable  than  a 
Chinese  puzzle.  Imagine  a  savage 
trying  to  ** sight"  a  Krupp,  or  even 
to  load  it ! 

But  this  comfortable  doctrine 
must  not  be  pressed  too  far ;  the 
inventions  of  the  future  may  take 
a  form  not  less  deadly  while  more 
simple.  Trade  is  so  very  free  that 
a  barbaric  monarch  may  invest  his 
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surplus  funds  in  the  most  advanced 
productions  of  the  most  renowned 
manufactories,  and  may  obtain  the 
most  skilful  engineers  of  the  most, 
civilised  countries,  if  he  will  bid  a 
high  enough  price  for  them. 

The  hopes  of  peace  for  the  world 
lie  apparently  rather  in  science 
than  in  civilisation.  Civilisation 
compromises  and  says,  Fight,  but 
with  weapons  not  quite  the  most 
cruel.  Science  says,  Give  me  my 
full  tether,  and  I  will  shew  you 
how  to  make  war  impossible  by 
evolving  powers  of  annihilation 
that  no  hostile  band  can  face. 
Thus  as  between  a  peace-loving 
race  and  wanton  and  less  highly 
developed  aggressors.  On  the 
other  hand,  between  nations  on  an 
equality,  or  between  whom  there 
is  a  possibility  of  compact,  as  at 
present  with  regard  to  explosive 
bullets  among  the  chief  European 
powers,  chivalry  may  have  a  word 
to  say  even  as  to  modem  war. 
Slay  not  these  poor  wretches  by 
their  ten  thousands ;  let  our  select 
band  represent  the  nation.  Gentle- 
men of  the  enemy,  we  give  you 
choice  of  weapons,  our  own  pre- 
ference is  for  the  rapier.  This 
sounds  old-fashioned,  but  if  nations, 
on  the  plea  of  humanity,  can  agree 
upon  one  restriction,  why  not  upon 
others?  Present  civilisation  wavers 
between  opinions.  It  is  too  moral 
to  tolerate  the  chivalrous  theory  ; 
it  is  too  short  of  faith  to  be  able 
to  retire  from  war  altogether;  it 
is  afraid  to  let  loose  the  powers  of 
destruction  quite  to  their  extreme 
limit.  So  standing  armies  are 
maintained  at  burdensome  cost,  and 
we  gradually  get  accustomed  to 
the  details  provided  by  the  special 
correspondent  on  the  battle  field. 

The  text  of  an  international  con- 
vention may  help  us  to  realise  the 
present  position  of  civilisation. 
The  following  provisions  are  ex- 
tracted from  the  Declaration  of 
St.  Petersburgh  of  1868  :— 


'^  Considering  that  the  progress  of 
civilisation  should  have  the  effect  of 
alleviating  as  much  as  possible  the 
calamities  of  war ; 

That  the  only  legitimate  object, 
which  States  shoula  endeavour  to 
accomplish  daring  war,  is  to  weaken 
the  mihtary  forces  of  the  enemy ; 

That  for  this  purpose  it  is  sufficient 
to  disable  the  greatest  possible  num- 
ber of  men  ; 

That  this  object  would  be  exceeded 
by  the  employment  of  arms  which 
uselessly  aggravate  the  sufferings  of 
disabled  men,  or  render  their  death 
inevitable ; 

That  the  employment  of  such  arms 
would,  therefore,  be  contrary  to  the 
laws  of  humanity  ; 

The  Contracting  Parties  engage 
mutually  to  renounce,  in  case  of  war 
among  themselves,  the  employment 
by  their  military  or  naval  troops  of 
any  projectile  of  a  weight  below  400 
grammes  which  is  either  explosive  or 
charged  with  fulminating  or  inflam- 
mable substances." 

To  this  Declaration,  Austria  and 
Hungary,  Bavaria,  Belgium,  Den- 
mark, France,  Great  Britain, 
Greece,  Italy,  The  Netherlands, 
Persia,  Portugal,  Prussia  and  the 
North  German  Confederation, 
Bussia,  Sweden  and  Norway, 
Switzerland,  Turkey,  and  Wurtem- 
berg  signed  adherence.  Parturiunt 
mantes  y  nasciturridicultunsus.  A  score 
of  great  nations  meetprof  essedly  on 
the  common  ground  of  humanity 
to  alleviate  the  calamity  of  war ; 
the  total  upshot  of  their  august 
deliberation  and  resolve  is  that 
men  must  not  be  pelted  with  an 
explosive  sphere  weighing  a  pound 
troy,  but  may  rightfully  be  shot 
with  a  similar  missile  of  the  weight 
of  a  pound  avoirdupois. 

A  child  of  two  once  asked  his 
mother,  4  propos  of  the  ritual  of 
the  Church:  **You  say,  *We  have 
done  those  things  that  we  ou^ht 
not  to  have  done  ....  miserable 
sinners,'  every  Sunday :  why 
have  not  you  been  better?"  It 
might  sinularly  be  asked  of  the 


520 


The  Logic  of  the  Methods  of  War.         [November 


Ghreat  Mothers  of  Nations,  '*  Why 
do  you  profess  so  much  humanity, 
and  end  in  placid  agreement  to 
forget  it  in  thetithingof  the  'mint 
and  cummin'  of  destruction,  in  the 
accurate  assessment  of  a  round 
pound  of  scattering  death  ?" 

What  wonder  that  three  years 
after  such  a  piece  of  civilisation's 
shadowy  show,  one  of  the  high  con- 
tracting parties  should  be  making 
politic^Q  capital  out  of  blame  of 
another  for  nonf ulfilment  of  the 
bond,  or  that  in  less  than  ten  years 
the  Government  at  whose  capital 
the  Declaration  was  signed  should 
be  letting  its  soldiers  die  of  the 
fester  of  imtended  wounds,  a  fate 
infinitely  more  aggravated  than 
the  ** inevitable  death"  of  an  explo- 
sive ball  weighing  one  pound  troy. 

But  the  importance  of  the  De- 
claration of  ot.  Petersbuigh,  or 
any  similar  convention,  is  that  it 
is  an  evidence  of  a  new  or  revived 
principle  in  war;  that  of  inter- 
national restriction  of  its  method. 
If  the  principle  is  sound  there  is 
no  reason  why  it  should  end  in  a 
paltry  question  of  a  bullet;  if 
international  agreements  can  be 
trusted  to  hold  good  in  time  of 
trial,  they  can  be  indefinitely 
extended,  even  imtil  war  becomes 
attenuated  to  a  contest  between 
selected  champions.  If  such  agree- 
ments cannot  be  trusted  to  be 
maintained,  the  time  spent  in 
making  them  is  time  wasted. 

On  the  other  hand,  if  Science  be 
left  to  accomplish  her  bitter  work 
on  the  path  of  apparent  cruelty, 
there  is  a  gleam  of  hope  that  war 
may  eventually  be  made  too  de- 
structive to  be  waged. 

But  to  follow  neither  alternative 
honestly,  and  instead  thereof  to 
compromise  with  much  show  of 
tender  humanity,  and  taboo  one 
miserable  weapon  while  not  ceas- 
ing to  manufacture  or  invent  others 
equally  deadly,  or  even  more  de- 
structive still,  this  is  to  palter  with 


the  question,  to  do  a  petty  thin^ 
in  presence  of  large  events,  ana 
to  help  to  perpetuate  a  kind  of 
war  that  makes  wretched  cripples 
of  tens  of  thousands  of  men. 

When  we  pass  from  the  actual 
enactments  of  governments  to  the 
general  question  of  custom  in  war 
as  carried  on  between  civilised 
nations,  the  effect  of  feeling  upon 
its  methods  is  shewn  with  much 
more  fulness.  The  following  is 
from  Dana's  edition  of  Wheaton's 
"  International  Law  "  : — 

''Nations  seem  to  concur  in  de- 
nouncing the  use  of  poisoned  weapons, 
the  poisoning  of  springs  or  food,  and 
the  introduction  of  infectious  or  con- 
tagious diseases.     As  to  the  nature  of 
weapons  not  poisoned,  there  is,  and 
perhaps  can  be,  no  rule.     ConcMBaled 
modes  of  extensive  destruction  are 
allowed,  as  torpedoes  to  blow  up  ships, 
or  strewed  over  the  ground  before  an 
advancing  foe,  and  mines  ;  nor  is  the 
destructiveness  of  a  weapon  any  ob- 
jection to  its  use.     Hot  shot  is  per- 
mitted, and  bombshells  to  set  fire  to 
a  vessel  or  camps  or  forts ;  but  it  is 
not  thought  justifiable  to  use  chemical 
compounda  which  may  maim  or  tor- 
ture  the    enemy.     It    seems    to    be 
thought  that  a  steam  vessel  on  the 
defensive  may  throw   her  steam  or 
boiling  water  upon  boarders.  Assassi- 
nation is  prohibited.      As  war  will 
avail  itself  of  science  in  all  depart- 
ments for  offence  and  defence,  perhaps 
the  only  test,  in  case  of  open  contests 
between  acknowledged  combatants,  is 
that  the  material  shall  not  owe  its 
efficacy,  or  the  fear  it  may  inspire, 
to  a  distinct  quality  of  producing  pain 
or  of  causing  or  increasing  the  chances 
of  death  to  individuals,  or  spreading 
death  or  disability,  if  this  quality  is 
something  else  than  the  application  of 
direct  force,  and  of  a  kind  that  can- 
not be  met  by  countervailing  force,  or 
remedied  by  the  usual  medical  and 
surgical  applications  for  forcible  in- 
juries, or  averted  by  retreat  or  sur- 
render.    Starving  a  belligerent  force 
by  cutting  off  food  and  water  is  also 
lawful,  for  that  may  be  so  averted." 

There    are    of    course    difficult 
minor  questions,  such  as  the  em- 
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ployment  of  savage  allies  by 
nations  boimd  to  international 
methods  of  battle,  which  need  not 
be  here  considered.  The  above 
may  be  taken  as  a  reasonable 
general  presentment  of  the  modem 
custom  of  warfare. 

It  would  no  doubt  be  fair  to 
give  to  the  governments  of  the  so- 
called  civilised  nations  some  credit 
for  their  efforts,  however  tentative, 
in  the  direction  of  the  alleviation 
-of  the  horrors  of  war.  That  the 
showy  Declaration  which  ended  in 
a  poimd  fire-ball  was  not  cast  out 
by  the  ridicule  of  Europe,  implies 
that  public  opinion  is  not  so  fully 
•alive  on  the  question  of  the  con- 
duct of  war  as  on  many  others 
that  seem  of  less  importance.  It 
is  a  strange  thing  tnat  so  little 
•discussion  should  be  awakened 
amongst  ourselves  by  the  present 
methods  and  possible  future  of 
war.  Do  we  bow  effortless  heads 
to  the  inevitable?  Do  we  fear 
to  criticise  in  the  rude  popular 
manner  the  dictates  of  military 
specialists  ?  Or  do  we  imagine 
that  everything  is  going  on  in  as 
progressive  a  manner  as  possible, 
if  we  let  it  alone  ?  It  should  not 
he  forgotten  that  where  popular 
feeling  is  dormant  on  such  matters, 
there  will  always  arise  a  sort  of 
class  conservatism.  There  is  no 
reason  to  doubt  its  existence  in 
methods  military. 

With  the  following  paragraphs, 
drawn  from  the  work  of  a  legal 
authority  already  quoted  (Sir 
Travers  Twiss),  no  doubt  most 
will  agree  within  certain  limits : — 

<'  'War  presupposes  always  a  certain 
sacrifice  of  life,  but  the  civilisation  of 
the  present  century  is  steadily  striving 
to  mitigate  that  sacrifice,  and  the 
/Conduct  of  the  wars  of  the  last  ten 
years  [dated  October,  1875]  has  shewn 
that  it  has  been  in  roany  respects 
successful." 

This  is  no  doubt  true  in  theory  ; 
in   practice  the  sacrifice  will  be 


proportional  to  the  murderous 
power  of  the  weapons  employed; 
and  no  one  can  question  that  pre- 
sent engines  are  more  deadly  man 
those  of  the  omcivilised  past. 

''  The  modem  theory  [is]  that  war 
should  be  regarded  as  a  state  of  rela- 
tions between  governments  only^  and 
not  between  nations." 

<<  The  European  Governments  are 
steadily  acting  in  concert  with  a 
view  to  mitigate  the  practice  of 
warfare." 

On  the  question  of  the  protection 
of  neutrality  being  afforded  to 
buildings,  ambulances,  or  vessels 
containing  sick  or  wounded,  and 
their  attendants,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  whatever. 

But  on  the  question  of  the  logic 
of  the  methods  of  war,  the  current 
theory  as  we  find  it  is  most  con- 
fused and  confusing.  If  nations 
can  ag^ee  upon  the  engines  of  war 
upon  grounds  of  humanity  and 
civilisation,  how  do  they  fijc  their 
point  of  judgment  with  regard  to 
such  en^nes  or  methods  ?  What 
mystic  virtue  is  there  in  a  measure 
for  an  explosive  ball  between  a 
pound  troy  and  a  poimd  avoir- 
dupois ?  Moreover,  as  the  powers 
of  destruction  develope,  what  is 
being  done  to  decide  upon  the 
still  deadlier  means  of  offence  of 
the  future? 

The  brave  of  old  liked  to  die  by 
the  hand  of  a  brave ;  he  deemed  it 
inglorious  to  fall  at  the  storming 
of  a  fort  by  a  stone  dropped  by 
some  abject  creature  from  the 
battlement,  by  a  missile  from  the 
hand  of  a  woman  or  a  boy.  Never- 
theless, there  were  fire-balls  em- 
ployed and  showers  of  burning 
sand,  weapons  that  it  needed  no 
trained  or  strictly  military  strength 
to  direct. 

Similarly  our  authorities  protest 
against  explosive  bullets  and  yet 
make  use  of  the  torpedo,  with  its 
blind,  impersonal,  but  fatal  blow. 
Civilised  governments  would  feel 
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horror  at  the  general  use  of  the 
poisoned  arrow  of  the  savage,  or 
at  resort  to  the  poisoning  of  wells, 
but  it  may  be  doubted  whether  if 
a  little  band  defending  its  coiintry 
and  reduced  to  the  last  gasp  by  an 
imperious  and  superior  foe,  were 
to  have  recourse  to  the  most  imcon- 
ventional  and  imcivilised  expedient 
that  could  be  devised  to  get  free 
of  its  antagonist,  it  would  not  meet 
with  sympathy  rather  than  con- 
demnation. Again,  the  modem 
theory  that  war  is  a  state  of 
relation  between  governments 
solely,  and  not  between  nations, 
can  only  be  sustained  in  regard 
to  countries  where  the  popu- 
lace is  unenergetic.  Were  it 
possible  for  England's  shires  to  be 
touched  by  the  foot  of  an  invading 
host,  there  would  soon  be  a  state 
of  relations  rather  more  extended 
than  that  between  government  and 
government,  or  the  temper  of  our 
people  is  greatly  changed. 

We  have  the  story  of  the 
American  War,  concerning  old  John 
Bums,  of  Gettysburg,  who,  when 
battle  neared  his  native  place, 
put  on  his  ancient  best  clothes,  took 
nis  rifle,  and  by  the  side  of  the 
men  in  uniform 

Unmindful  of  jeer  and  scoff. 
Stood  there  picking  the  rebels  off, — 
With  his  long  brown  rifle,  and  bell- 
crown  hat, 
And    the    swallow-tails     they     were 
laughing  at. 

Then  at  the  end  of  the  day,  the 
rebels,  pressed  backward, 

Broke  at  the  final  charge,  and  ran : 
At  which  John  Burns — a  practical  man, 
Shouldered  his  rifle,  unbent  liis  brows, 
And  then  went  back  to  his  bees  and 
cows. 

Here  was  a  bit  of  chivalry  rare 
in  modern  war,  entirely  unconnect- 
ed with  governments,  and  as  real 
as  any  exploit  of  the  most  puncti- 
lious knight  of  earlier  times. 

What  may  be  termed  senti- 
mentality in  the  conduct  of  war 


would  no  doubt  g^ain  popular  sup- 
port, but  it  may  be  questioned 
whether  to  make  war  just  tolerable 
is  the  best  course  to  strive  towards. 
That  is  evidently  the  object  of 
modem  governments  in  their  very 
mitigated  mitigations  of  the  more 
horrible  methods  of  battle.  Either 
such  attempted  mitigation  is  a 
mistake,  or  once  begun  as  an  inter- 
national arrangement  it  should  be 
pursued  much  more  broadly  and 
earnestly  than  is  at  present  the 
case. 

We  have  seen  such  vast  changes 
in  the  methods  of  war  that  there 
is  no  antecedent  improbability 
against  the  advent  of  changes  stiU 
more  vast.  The  road  towards 
these,  whether  banefid  or  benefi- 
cent, is  certainly  not  to  be  found 
in  the  maintenance  of  a  condition 
of  war  just  not  too  horrible  to  be 
borne. 

Without  being  at  all  Utopian  or 
over-enthusiastic  in  view,  we  may 
turn  for  a  moment  to  an  imaginary 
state,  as  depicted  by  a  not  un- 
statesmanlike  man,  the  late  Lord 
Lytton,  who  in  his  most  ideal  pic- 
tures is  rarely  without  some  rela- 
tiveness  to  possibilities  in  actual 
life,  and  never  without  a  large 
store  of  that  practical  experience 
that  makes  a  man  sane,  and  saves 
him  from  theory-ridden  vagaries. 
In  **  The  Coming  Eace  "  he  points 
to  an  electric  agency  discovered 
and  developed  by  an  imaginary 
community,  a  power  invigorative, 
and  variously  useful,  but  also,  what 
is  more  to  our  present  purpose,  a 
power  destructive  to  an  enormous 
extent.  *'  The  effects,"  says  Lord 
Lytton,  **of  the  alleged  discovery 
of  the  means  to  direct  the  more 
terrible  force  of  *  vril  *  were  chiefly 
remarkable  in  their  influence  upon 
social  polity.  As  these  eflPects 
became  familiarly  known  and  skil- 
fully administered,  war  between 
the  vril-discoverers  ceased,  for 
they  brought  the  art  of  destruction 
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to  such  perfection  as  to  annul  all 
superiority  in  numbers,  discipline, 
or  military  skill.  The  fire  lodged 
in  the  hollow  of  a  rod  directed  by 
the  hand  of  a  child  could  shatter 
the  strongest  fortress,  or  cleave 
its  burning  way  from  the  van  to 
the  rear  of  an  embattled  host.  If 
army  met  army,  and  both  had 
command  of  the  agency,  it  could 
be  but  to  the  annihilation  of  each. 
The  age  of  war  was  therefore 
gone."  In  "the  great  public 
museum  ....  are  hoarded,  as 
curious  specimens  of  the  ignorant 
and  blundering  experiments  of 
ancient  times,  many  contrivances 
on  which  we  pride  ourselves  as 
recent  achievements.  In  one  de- 
partment, carelessly  thrown  aside 
as  obsolete  lumber,  are  tubes  for 
destroying  life  by  metallic  balls 
and  an  inflammable  powder,  on 
the  principle  of  our  cannons  and 
catapults,  and  even  still  more 
murderous  than  our  latest  improve- 
ments. My  host  spoke  of  these 
with  a  smile  of  contempt,  such  as 
an  artillery  officer  might  bestow 
on  the  bows  and  arrows  of  the 
Chinese." 

Looking  back  upon  the  history 
of  this  old  world  of  ours,  we  may 
well  be  inclined  to  doubt  whether 
war  will  ever  come  to  an  end  upon 
it.  Nevertheless,  that  is  no  reason 
why  we  should  not  keep  ourselves 
open  to  the  general  question  of 
war,  even  regarded  in  the  large 
field  of  the  imagination.  That  we 
have  the  power  to  which  Ljrtton 
gives  the  name  of  vril  is  reason- 
able enough,  however  latent  it  be 
at  present.  The  electricity  which 
rends  an  oak  only  requires  control 
to  riddle  an  army.  At  present  we 
only  explode  our  torpedoes  with  it ; 
but  what  would  our  English  bow- 
man of  a  few  centuries  ago  have 
thought  of  that  ?  But  even  if  we 
leave,  as   quite  impracticable  for 


the  present,  the  question  of  the 
extinction  of  war,  we  may  still 
plead  that  to  avoid  sentimentality 
in  the  methods  of  action,  that  is, 
to  employ  the  most  destructive^ 
forces  at  our  command,  would  be 
beneficial.  It  would  reduce  war 
to  a  minimum.  Uncivilised  tribes 
would  increase  their  respect  for  the^ 
dominant  races,  which  a^ain, 
amongst  themselves,  would  bo 
chary  of  battle  did  they  know  that 
it  was  to  be  conducted  according 
to  the  fullest  powers  of  destruc- 
tion, untrammelled  by  well-mean- 
ing but  inefficient  and  temporising 
restrictive  reg^ations,  at  once  arbi- 
trary and  inconsisteiit. 

Personal  prowess  in  war,  though 
waning,  is  not  yet  whoUy  nullified. 
In  the  comparatively  rare  conflicts 
hand  to  hand,  weight  teUs,  and 
courage  is  power.  But  as  mechani- 
cal agencies  continually  expand 
themselves,  the  hand  to  hand 
struggle  becomes  less  and  less 
attainable.  As  this  change  con- 
tinues there  will  be  less  and  less 
reason  for  not  following  chemical 
might  to  its  utmost  extent  and 
destroying  at  once  armies  and  war 
by  explosive  gases.  It  is  no  more 
than  sentimentality  or  class-feeling 
which  allows  such  devilish  engines- 
as  torpedoes  and  then  arbitrarily 
draws  the  line,  So  far  and  no 
farther.  It  is  not  only  inconsis-^ 
tency  but  culpable  insanity  to  dis- 
allow fatal  engines,  and  yet  leave 
men  to  die  hardly  of  wounds  en- 
venomed by  neglect.  The  hoarse 
rumour  of  war  being  now  set 
regularly  ringing  in  our  ears  day 
by  day,  we  may  perhaps  be  led  to 
prove  ourselves  as  to  our  own  real 
creed  thereon,  and  to  strive  for  the 
truest  formation  of  our  principles, 
and  the  commimication  of  our  indi- 
vidual influence  with  regard  to 
war  and  its  methods. 

Keningale  Cook. 
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INDIAN    ANOMALIES. 

Continued  from  page  265. 


The  mode  in  which  what  may  be 
•called  higher  English  education  is 
being  forced  upon  India  is  perhaps 
the  greatest  anomaly  in  our  entire 
system  of  administration,  and  is 
certainly  imlike  anything  that  has 
been  carried  out,  or  even  attempted, 
in  any  country,  or  at  any  time  in 
the  history  of  the  world.  The 
mode  is  simply  what  may  be  called 
Inverted  Payment.  In  other  coun- 
tries the  scholar  pays  for  being 
taught.  In  India  the  scholar  is 
paid  for  learning,  or  rather  for 
allowing  himself  to  be  taught. 
The  people  of  India  know  perfectly 
well  that  an  English  education  will 
be  of  no  use  to  themselves  or  their 
children,  and  that,  on  the  contrary, 
it  will  probably  unfit  them  for  the 
position  in  which  they  are  bom, 
and  the  calling  for  which  they  are 
destined.  They  accordingly  object 
to  send  their  sons  to  the  English 
schools.  But  people  who  ride 
hobbies  in  a  coimtry  like  India, 
where  the  essence  of  power  is  that 
it  should  be  arbitrary — if  not 
despotic,  are  not  to  be  foiled  by 
such  considerations  as  these.  If 
the  people  will  not  come  to  school 
they  must  be  made  to  come.  Now 
the  only  power  strong  enough  to 
make  a  native  waste  his  time  in 
foreign  study  is  Money.  He  says 
very  fairly  :  If  I  were  to  work  at 
my  trade  I  could  make  eight 
rupees  a  month.  I  am  satisfied 
with  my  trade  and  with  my  earn- 
ings. I  have  no  wish  to  learn 
political  economy,  and  I  cannot 
afford  to  neglect  my  trade  to  do  so. 
I  am  content;  pray  leave  me  alone' 
The  Qt>vemment  replies :  We  will 


ffive  you  eight  rupees  a  month  as 
h)ng  as  you  will  neglect  your  trade 
and  allow  us  to  teadi  you  political 
economy.  And  when  we  have 
taught  you  for  some  years,  we  will 
make  you  a  clerk,  or  perhaps  a 
judge.  The  native  naturally  con- 
sents, and  his  poor  fellow-country- 
men are  taxed  to  pay  him  and 
his  fellow-scholars  eight  rupees 
a  month.  In  course  of  time  the 
scholar  comes  to  think  it  is  a 
much  finer  thing  to  get  his  living 
by  allowing  himself  to  be  ''  edu- 
cated "  than  by  weeding  com  or 
making  shoes  ;  and,  especially  if 
he  gets  a  clerkship  under  GK>vem- 
ment  at  the  end  of  eight  or  ten 
years'  study,  he  acquires  a  supreme 
contempt  for  his  old  companions, 
the  honest  workers  of  the  country. 
Indeed,  the  change  in  him  is 
very  remarkable.  The  ordinary 
native  is  naturally  extremely  polite, 
and  even  what  we  shoidd  call 
well-bred ;  he  is  humble-minded, 
respectful  to  his  parents  and 
superiors,  courteous  to  strangers, 
with  a  decided  veneration  for  his 
religion  and  for  all  authority, 
universally  sober  and  temperate, 
and  remarkably  long-sunering. 
All  these  good  qualities  combine 
to  form  a  character  which  is  not 
easily  understood  by  Englishmen, 
but  which  is  not  without  many 
attractive  features  for  those  who 
do  not  consider  a  white  skin  and 
the  profession  of  some  form  of 
Christianity  as  essential  conditions 
of  all  human  excellence.  The 
'*  educated  native,"  on  the  con- 
trary, is  a  being  who  fears  not  (Jod, 
neither  regards  man.     He  has  lost 
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the  grace  and  charm  of  the  ordi- 
nary native  bearing,  and  apes  the 
abrupt  manner  of  the  second-rate 
English  schoohnaster  by  whom  he 
has  been  brought  up;  and  he  culti- 
yates  an  insolent  demeanour  to  all 
but  his  immediate  superiors,  to 
whom  he  is  of  ten  servilely  attentive. 
He  has  learned  enough  to  see  the 
absurdity  or  falsity  of  his  own 
religion,  without  having  acquired 
respect  for  any  other.  He  has 
lost  all  veneration  for  his  parents  ; 
and  being  looked  upon  by  his  old 
companions  as  half  an  English- 
man, gives  them  an  agreeable 
and  flattering  idea  of  what  an 
Englishman  pur  sang  must  be. 

Now,  to  understand  fully  the  na- 
ture of  and  reason  for  this  wonder- 
ful change,  we  must  consider  how 
great  a  part  is  played  by  Beligion 
in  the  daily  life  and  development 
of  the  character  of  the  natives  of 
India.  And  this  is  the  case  to  a 
much  greater  extent  among  the 
Hindus  than  the  Mahomedans.  It 
is  difficult  to  realise,  and  as  far  as 
we  know,  impossible  to  explain  the 
fact  that  while  the  various  forms  of 
Christianity,  all  more  or  less  ra- 
tional, noble,  and  pure,  should 
have  so  very  little  influence  upon 
the  daily  life  of  the  masses  in 
any  country  in  the  world,  the 
degrading  superstition  of  Hindu- 
ism should  not  only  be  accepted 
without  question  by  hundreds  of 
millions  in  the  East,  but  accepted 
as  their  guide  infallible  as  well  as 
arbitrary  in  every  circumstance  of 
life.  Yet  so  it  is.  There  is  not  a 
Hindu  in  India  who  would  not 
suffer  the  extremity  of  torture 
rather  than  eat  beef,  drink  deflled 
water,  or  even  omit  the  prescribed 
ceremonies  at  a  marriage  feast. 
And  yet  shallow  Englishmen,  who 
know  that  the  same  man  would 
have  no  scruple  in  stealing,  or 
lying  to  his  own  advantage,  make 
naught  of  his  religion,  and  fail 
to  see  that  it  is  the  only  thing 


that  even  keeps  together  some 
two  hundred  and  fifty  millions  of 
people,  and  makes  them  the  most 
easily  governed  population  on  the- 
face  of  the  habitable  globe. 

It  cannot  be  too  often  repeated, 
that  Englishmen  not  only  do  not 
imderstand  the  natives,  but  seem 
absolutely  incapable  of  under- 
standing them:  so  great  is  the 
difference  in  the  mode  of  thought 
of  Englishmen  and  Indians.  A 
friend  of  ours  who  had  been  long  in 
India,  and  had  lived,  as  perhaps- 
hardly  any  other  Englishman  ever 
did,  certainly  as  few  do  now-a- 
days,  among  the  people  of  the 
country ;  who  spoke  their  familiar 
language  like  a  native,  and  knew 
all  their  customs  and  apparently 
all  their  feelings,  once  said  to- 
ns, "When  I  had  been  four  or 
five  years  in  the  coimtry  I 
really  thought  I  was  beginning  to 
understand  the  people,  but  now 
after  twelve  years  I  am  quite  sure 
that  I  do  not,  and,  more  thanthat^ 
I  feel  as  if  I  never  should." 

Now,  the  most  striking  result 
of  our  English  system  of  education 
in  India  is  to  destroy  all  respect 
for  the  religion  of  the  East  and 
for  the  customs  which  are  its  chief 
manifestation,  without  giving  any 
religious  education  in  the  religion 
of  the  West.  So  tender  are  we 
of  native  feeling  that  the  English 
Bible — which  is  not  only,  all  reli- 
gious considerations  apart,  one  of 
Qie  noblest  books  in  the  world,  but 
is  also  the  most  perfect  specimen 
of  pure,  vigorous  English — is  not 
even  p.llowed  to  be  used  as  a  text- 
book in  the  Government  schools. 
So  while  the  native  scholar  is,  a& 
it  were,  instructed  above  and  out 
of  his  own  religious  system,  he  is- 
not  permitted  to  learn  anything 
better.  Neither  he  nor  his  parents- 
thank  the  British  Government  for 
this ;  and,  as  far  as  those  who  are- 
best  qualified  to  give  an  opinion 
can  judge,  the  natives  would  rather 
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respect  us  the  more  for  attacliing 
greater  importance  than  we  do^  or 
appear  to  do,  to  the  religpion  we  pro- 
fess. The  religion  of  the  Hindu  and, 
to  a  lesser  degree,  that  of  the  Mus- 
sulman, is  to  him  everything.  In 
it  he  really  lives,  and  moves,  and 
has  his  being.  It  is  to  him  as  his 
life ;  both  grow  in  one  ;  and  he  is 
not  inclined  to  think  very  highly  of 
an  unknown  religpion  which  has  so 
little  effect  upon  the  people  who 
profess  it.  Nor  does  he  think 
much  of  the  higher  character  of 
the  people  who  are  as  wise  as 
serpents,  but  who  apparently  set 
so  little  store  by  the  religion 
they  profess. 

So  much  for  the  higher  and 
secondary  education  in  India,  and 
its  effect  upon  the  minds  of  the 
people. 

With  regard  to  primary  educa- 
tion, of  course  children  are  not 
directly  subsidised  by  Government 
to  allow  themselves  to  be  taught 
in  the  elementary  schools ;  but 
still  they  frequent  these  schools  in 
large  numbers,  partly  because  the 
age  at  which  they  are  called  upon  to 
attend  them  not  being  one  at  which 
they  could  in  any  way  earn  their 
livelihood,  their  parents  are  very 

flad  to  send  them.  For  it  must 
e  remembered  that  up  to  a  cer- 
tain point  the  natives  have  a  great 
respect  for  education,  and  long 
before  either  English  schools  or 
English  rule,  almost  every  child 
received  some  elementary  education 
from  the  village  schoolmaster  or 
the  village  priest.  Again,  the  edu- 
cation in  a  modem  elementary 
school  cannot  differ  much  from 
that  in  an  old-fashioned  Madrasa 
or  Maktab.  The  teacher  is,  of 
course,  himself  a  native,  and 
though  he  has  probably  been  edu- 
cated up  to  the  point  of  being  a 
Free-thinker,  he  is  not  likely  to  be 
able  to  undermine  the  principles  of 
his  scholars  in  teaching  them  their 
letters  and  figures.    A  good  deal 


of  the  elementary  education  of  the 
natives  in  some  places  is  in  the 
hands  of  the  missionaries,  of  whom 
we  shall  have  more  to  say  in  course 
of  time.  Suffice  it  now  to  remark 
that  the  elementary  education  now 
offered  to  the  natives  of  India  may 
be  considered  on  the  whole  satis- 
factory. It  is  not  expensive.  It 
is  fairly  efficient.  What  may  be 
called  the  English  or  foreign  cha- 
racter is  not  observable  to  any 
injurious  extent,  and  the  absence 
of  religious  training,  whether 
Hindu,  Mahomedan,  or  Christian, 
is  of  less  importance  than  when 
the  scholar  is  older  and  is  less  sub- 
ject to  home  influences.  In  the 
case  of  the  Mission  schools,  indeed, 
a  certain  amount  of  Christian  re- 
li^ous  instruction  is  given  to  evexy 
scholar,  and  the  fact  that  these 
schools  are,  as  a  general  rule,  even 
more  popular  with  parents  and 
children  than  the  Government 
schools,  is  a  standing,  and  in  some 
ways  almost  a  startling,  answer  to 
those  who  insist  upon  tne  exclusion 
of  all  religious  subjects  from 
Government  schools  on  the  grounds 
of  political  expediency ;  and  out  of 
deference  to  **  native  feeling." 

But  if  the  Government  thinks 
that  a  young  Hindu  or  Maho- 
medan has  a  right  to  be  brought 
up  in  his  own  faith  uncontaminated 
by  Christian  influences,  it  should, 
in  taking  charge  of  his  education, 
and  standing  thus  to  some  extent 
in  loco  parentis^  make  at  least  some 
provision  for  his  religious  instruc- 
tion by  some  respectable  Pundit 
or  Mouhi,  If,  on  the  contrary, 
Government  thinks  Brahmanism 
absurd,  and  Mahomedanism  de- 
grading, it  might  very  fairly  say, 
as  the  Mission  schoolmasters  say,  * 
**  We  consider  Christianity  an 
essential  part  of  an  English  educa- 
tion. No  one  need  come  to  our 
schools  to  receive  an  l^^nglii^h 
education  who  does  not  choose. 
But  those  who  do  come  will  receive 
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a  certain  amoimt  of  instruction  in 
the  Christian  religion,  of  which 
they  are  of  course  free  to  believe 
exactly  as  much  or  as  little  as 
they  like."  We  do  not  think  one 
boy  in  a  hundred  would  be  kept 
away  from^Govemment  schools  by 
the  introduction  of,  say,  the  Bible 
into  the  course  of  study,  and  of  the 
remaining  ninety-nine  many  would 
be  found  to  respect  us  more  for  thus 
acting  up  to  our  principles  and  pro- 
fession of  faith.  English  boys 
receive  careful  instruction  in  the 
religpions  of  ancient  Greece  and 
Rome,  but  Indian  boys  are  not 
allowed  to  learn  anything  of  the 
religions  of  modem  Rome,  or 
Oeneva,  or  St.  Petersburg,  or 
London. 

But  if  we  did  no  more  than  g^ve 
a  good  elementary  education  to 
such  natives  as  desired  it,  even 
without  any  religious  training,  no 
one  could  find  fault  with  the 
system.  It  is  only  when  we  go 
further  that  it  becomes  an  anomaly. 
The  head  boys  in  the  elementary 
schools  are  tempted  by  what  are 
called  scholarships — wa%ifajdt — to 
attend  the  higher  or  secondary 
schools.  These  scholarships,  which 
are  really  subsidies,  varying  from 
five  to  ten  rupees  a  month — the 
former  sum  being  the  wages  of  a 
labourer,  the  latter  those  of  an 
artisan — are  received  by  the 
scholars,  as  we  have  before  ex- 
plained, not  with  gratitude — as 
enabling  them  to  carry  on  their 
studies,  but  as  their  price  or  hire- 
as  raw  material  to  be  practised  upon 
— food  for  educational  powder — 
in  fact,  for  those  incomprehensible 
English  strangers,  whose  ways  are 
not  their  ways  and  whose  thoughts 
are  not  their  thoughts.  As  in  old 
-days  in  England  people  used  to 
sell  their  own  bodies  to  the  sur- 
geons, so  now-a-days  in  India 
people  sell  their  minds  to  the 
English  schoolmaster,  and  ''being 
taught"  becomes  in  fact  a  species  of 


Government  service!  Indeed,  ac- 
cording to  native  ideas  it  should 
be  wholly  so.  After  a  certain 
number  of  years  of  higher  educa- 
tion the  scholar  expects  a  clerk- 
ship or  some  other  Government 
situation ;  not  on  account  of  his 
superior  fitness  as  an  educated 
man,  but  rather  because  he  thinks 
that  Government,  having  taken  him 
in  hand,  is  bound  to  keep  him  and 
provide  for  his  future.  And  after 
all  the  poor  fellow  is  not  as  illogical 
as  he  may  appear. 

A  man  once  came  to  the  writer 
of  this  article  who  had  allowed 
himself  to  be  subsidised  year 
after  year  until  at  length  he 
attained  the  eminence  of  M.A. 
of  the  Calcutta  University.  His 
scholarship  at  that  time  amounted 
to  fourteen  rupees  a  month. 
He  had  been  an  exceptionally 
clever  youth ;  he  had  been 
petted  by  schoolmasters  and  pro- 
fessors; and  he  had  developed  into 
a  very  dull,  but  we  presume  very 
learned,  man.  He  certainly  spoke 
English  fluently,  wrote  it  like 
a  house  agent  who  had  formed  his 
style  upon  Dr.  Johnson,  was  quite 
at  home  in  the  Integral  and  Dif- 
ferential Calculus,  knew,  without 
in  the  remotest  degree  appreciating, 
the  history  of  Europe,  and  would 
have  puzzled  the  late  Mr.  Mill  in 
his  own '  'Political  Economy. ' '  But 
he  could  go  no  higher  in  acade- 
mic distinctions  than  the  degree 
of  M.A.  He  could  no  longer 
be  practised  upon.  He  had 
been  propelled  to  the  furthest 
possible  distance  by  the  edu- 
cational powder,  and  he  was 
as  it  were  a  spent  ball.  He  was 
not  even  worth  digg^ing  out  of  the 
mud.  He  was  used  up.  Why  so 
distinguished  a  man  did  not  im- 
mediately get  a  clerkship,  I  do 
not  know.  Perhaps  he  was 
thought  too  clever.  Perhaps  he 
had  been  cheeky  to  the  Commis- 
sioner.   Who  knows?    After  all 
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'<  77  n'y  a  pas  de  veuves  pour  tout  le 
monde,^*  as  Sardouhas  it,  and  every- 
body cannot  get  even  a  clerkship. 
However,  the  man  came  to  me.  It 
had  been  my  unfortunate  lot  to 
confer  upon  him  a  silver  medal 
while  he  was  still  as  it  were 
**in  the  air,"  and  in  default 
of  any  more  important  person- 
aee,  or,  more  probably,  in 
addition  to  many  other  persons 
more  or  less  important,  he  took  it 
into  his  head  to  importune  me  for 
employment.  Employment  I  had 
none  to  give.  Ten  rupees  a  month 
was  all  he  asked.  He  was  ready 
to  do  any  thing  for  it — and  he  was 
a  Master  of  Arts.  It  was  less  than 
I  gave  my  cook :  a  trifle  more 
than  I  gave  my  gardener.  I  was 
really  distressed,  but  I  could  do 
notlung.  But  in  the  course  of  the 
repeated  visits  I  underwent  before 
I  ffot  him  the  post  of  officiating 
sub-deputy  junior  copyist  in  a 
subordinate  Government  office,  I 
made  him  tell  me  his  history. 

He  was  a  painter  by  birth. 
In  the  East  it  is  not  only  poets 
and  rdtisseurs  that  are  bom  ;  caste 
is  but  a  system  of  hereditary 
guilds.  His  father  had  been  a 
tip-top  colourer.  The  son  had  been 
sent  to  a  Government  school,  dis- 
tinguished himself,  attended  a 
hi^er  school  and  college,  and 
passed  repeated  examinations  at 
the  University,  until  he  found 
himself  a  Master  of  Arts — and  a 
Beggar.     Sic  itur  ad  astra  ! 

The  strangest  part  of  all  to  an 
English  mind  was  that  the  man, 
when  he  found  himself  at  a  loose 
end,  never  for  one  moment  thought 
of  doing  anything  for  himself. 
After  all,  what  could  he  do  ?  He 
was  a  painter  who  could  not  paint. 
There  are  no  openings  in  the  East, 
as  in  Europe.  There  are  no  large 
shops  or  houses  of  business,  with 
numerous  employ68.  There  are 
no  companies  but  the  railways, 
and  they  are  virtually  Government 


institutions.  No  one  in  Europe 
could  ever  be  or  have  been  similany 
situated.  The  peculiarity  of  hi& 
position  was  essentially  Oriental. 
He  might  have  edited  or  assisted 
to  edit  a  seditious  newspaper; 
but  there  is,  fortunately,  a  limit 
even  to  them.  The  painter  in 
question  did  not,  as  far  as- 
I  know,  even  occupy  his  spare 
time  in  literature,  but  devoted 
his  leisure  to  what  has  ever  been 
well  understood  in  the  East — ^Im- 
portunity. The  story  of  the  Widow 
and  the  Unjust  Judge  is  true  to 
Oriental  nature.  I  was  not  even  a 
judge,  so  I  had  no  opportunities- 
for  being  unjust,  ana  I  had  no 
clerkships  to  give  away.  Yet,  in 
course  of  time,  I  got  one  for  my 
importunate  painter,  and  he  wrote 
me  a  letter  in  which  both  the  old 
and  the  new  man,  the  natural  and 
the  artificial,  were  apparent,  a 
combination  of  conceit  and  ser- 
vility, of  admiration  of  himself 
and  of  adulation  of  me.  Had  he 
been  a  pure  native  he  would  have 
said  that  I  was  his  father  and 
mother;  that  he  would  ever  be  my 
slave,  inasmuch  as  it  was  solely  by 
my  favour  he  enjoyed  not  only  his 
office  but  his  life ;  that  I  was  a 
great  king,  and  that  he  presumed 
to  pray  (which  was  quite  unneces- 
sary) that  I  might  some  day  be  a 
greater;  with  expressions  of  hope 
that  his  advancement  might  not  oe 
less  than  mine.  The  Master  of 
Arts  said  that  while  providing 
employment  for  so  distinguished  a 
scholar  I  had  shewn  myself  to  be 
worthy  of  extraordinary  praise, 
and  worthy  of  comparison  with 
Meecenas,  Bacon,  and  John  Stuart 
Mill ;  still  the  Government,  in  not 
at  once  bestowing  a  more  honour- 
able and  lucrative  post  upon  one 
whom  they  had  supported  and  vir- 
tually deceived  with  false  promises- 
for  so  many  years,  had  shewn 
themselves  at  least  blind,  if  not 
actually  incompetent ;  and  he  re- 
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quested  me  for  my  own  reputation, 
as  weU  as  that  of  the  English  rule, 
to  procure  his  immediate  and 
substantial  advancement.  What 
ultimately  became  of  this  dis- 
tinenished  scholar  I  do  not  know, 
as  ne  never  called  on  me  again. 

That  we  make  nimierous  mis- 
takes in  our  Government  of  India, 
no  one  can  reasonably  deny ;  but 
it  is  as  true  as  it  is  imf  ortunate 
that  the  greater  part  of  these  mis- 
takes are  of  modern  origin.    They 
arise,  as  we  endeavoured  to  point 
out  in  a  former  chapter,  chiefly 
from  a  combination  of  a  conscien- 
tious   desire    to    do  our  duty  as 
governors  to  the  governed  with  a 
wftnt  of  knowledge  or  apprehen- 
sion of  what  that  duty  is,  or  rather, 
perhaps,  of  how  it  may  best  be 
performed.      We    seem   to  think 
that  the  more  like  England  we 
treat  India,    and    the  more  like 
English  people  we  treat  the  natives, 
the  better  we  are  performing  our 
duty.     We  forget  that  what  is  one 
man's  meat  is  another  man's  poi- 
son, and  that  English  institutions 
are  no  more  adapted  to  a  native  of 
India  than  is  the  climate  of  London, 
or  any  other  of  our  national  ad- 
vantages. 

So  it  came  to  pass,  not  many 
years  ago,  when  the  importance  of 
railways  in  England  had  become 
apparent  and  incontrovertible,  it 
was  decided  that  railways  were 
necessary  to  India.  Now,  though 
it  may  shock  the  minds  of  those 
who  are  accustomed  to  regard 
everything  from  a  purely  Eng^sh, 
•or  even  European,  point  of  view, 
we  say  without  hesitation  that, 
having  regard  to  the  way  in  which 
Indian  railways  have  been  con- 
structed and  are  managed,  India 
would  now  be  just  as  prosperous, 
just  as  civilised,  and  very  much 
richer  than  she  is  to-day,  if  not  a 
single  line  of  rails  had  been  laid  in 
the  country.  It  is  true  that  in 
troubled  times  troops  might   be 


moved  more  rabidly  than  before 
the  days  of  trams — ^thouffh  even 
this    is    not    quite    certam,      as 
nothing  is  more  easily  destroyed 
than  a  railway.  It  is  true  that  dur- 
ing the  famine  prices  at  the  time 
of  the  American  War,  cotton  was 
sent  in  great  quantities  by  rail  from 
the  heart  of  India  to  Bombay ;  and 
it  is  above  all  things  true,  that  life 
in  India  is,  on  the  whole,  easier  for 
Europeans.     Journeys  are  accom- 
plished in  a  tithe  of  the  time  that 
was  formerly  necessary.     English 
letters  and    English   stores,  wine 
and  ice,  are  aLoiost  as  accessible 
**  up  country"  as  at  Calcutta  or 
Bombay,    and     English    officials 
stationed  in  districts  immense  dis- 
tances from  the  Presidency  Towns, 
can  take  a  run  home  witii  almost 
as  g^eat  facilities  as  their  more 
favoured  brethren.  But  the  railways 
have  had  a   greater    effect  upon 
Anglo-Indian  society   than  upon 
an^hing    Indian.       The    natives 
indeed  use  the  trains  to  a  great 
extent    as    passengers ;    but    the 
amount  of  goods  traffic,  compared 
with  the  resources  of  the  country, 
is  absurd.     The  reason  is  obvious. 
The  distances  are  so  gpreat  that  the 
rates    charged    for    carriage    are 
quite  out  of    proportion    to    the 
value  of  the  principal  Indian  pro- 
ducts, such   as  grain,  and    other 
bulky  commodities.     The  cost  of 
carriage   of    a  ton  of   wheat    to 
Bombay  alone  from  the  Nerbudda 
Valley — one  of  the  richest  grain 
districts  in  India,  and,  indeed,  in 
the  worlds — is  greater    than    the 
cost    of    carriage    of    the     same 
amount    from    Chicago    to     the 
London  Docks.      It  is  easy  to  say 
that  the  railways  should  reduce 
their  rates.     Perhaps  they  should. 
The  directors  are  principally  men 
who    know  and  care  very  little 
about    India.      They  hold    their 
meetings   in    London ;    and    the 
shareholders    are    quite    satisfied 
with  the  five  per  cent,  guaranteed 
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by  the  Indian  Gbvemment,  which 
they  receive  whether  the  lines  are 
weU  or  ill  managed.  No  doubt  if 
the  railways  lowered  their  through 
goods  rates,  ran  more  trains,  and, 
above  all  things,  if  their  officials 
were  more  courteous  to  the 
natives,  and  laid  themselves  out 
to  attract  and  not  to  repel  traffic, 
they  would  not  only  be  of  more 
service  to  the  country,  but  they 
would  pay  better  dividends.  But 
it  is  useless  saying  all  this.  It  is 
nobody's  business  to  reform 
Indian  abuses  but  those  who  are 
interested  in  maintaining  them. 
To  attack  them  is  like  tilting 
against  the  La  Manchan  wind- 
mills; the  knight-errant  may  be 
thrown,  but  the  great  sails  will  go 
on  turning  just  as  before;  and  the 
modem  Quixote  may  think  him- 
self fortimate  if  he  has  no  bones 
broken,  and  a  squire  at  hand  to 
help  him  up.  But  even  were  the 
railway  companies  of  India  to  be 
actuated  by  the  same  feelings  and 
motives  as  those  of  England,  it 
would  be  impossible  for  them  to 
reduce  their  rates  so  as  to  carry 
bulky  g^ods,  such  as  g^in,  the 
immense  distances  that  have  to  be 
traversed,  with  profit  both  to  them- 
selves and  to  the  grower. 

The  fact  is,  India  is  at  once  too 
large  and  too  poor  a  country  for 
railwavs.  If  they  could  have  been 
made  for  nothing,  they  would  no 
doubt  have  been  invaluable  as 
civilising  agents,  but  they  have  cost 
India  about  one  hundred  and 
sixty  millions  sterling,  or  nearly 
1,800,000,000  rupees.  The  ma- 
terial condition  of  the  coimtry 
did  not  require  it.  The  financial 
position  did  not  justify  it.  But  it 
satisfied  at  once  our  national  vanity, 
our  national  spirit  of  enterprise, 
and  our  national  and  ccmaoientious 
desire  to  do  something  for  India. 
Now-a-days,  we  are  rather  tired 
of  making  railways.  Even  the  few 
connecting  lines  which  would  make 


the  existing  roads  of  much  gpreater 
use  are  making  little  progress  or 
are  neglected  altogether.  It  only 
needs  ^out  three  himdred  miles  of 
railway  to  connect  Delhi  with 
Bombay,  and  bring  a  large  and 
fertile  extent  of  country  within 
comparatively  easy  reach  of  what 
is  almost  a  European  harbour. 
But  years  roll  on  and  the  line 
remains  immade.  The  Bombay 
Chamber  of  Commerce  have  made 
representations  and  presented  pe- 
titions, but  in  vain.  Le  n>i 
s^aviserait.  Now,  indeed,  we  be- 
lieve the  work  has  been  under- 
taken; but  who  knows  when  it 
will  be  completed?  When  will 
the  Punjab  be  connected  with  its 
nearest  seaport,  Kardchi?  Con- 
tractors' lines  were  said  to  be  too 
costly;  but  they  were  at  least 
speedily  constructed.  Now  the 
Government  makes  its  own  lines 
the  cost  is  no  less,  in  some  cases^ 
much  greater,  and  the  lines  remain 
unfinished.  Such  is  admimstrative^ 
reform  and  '*  economy."  But  Bail- 
WATS,  if  costly,  were  at  least  a 
more  profitable  and  satisfactory 
hobby  than  Education,  inasmuch, 
as  they  have  at  least  some^ 
effect  upon  the  material  prosperity 
of  the  people.  They  might  be 
more  rapidly  and  more  economi- 
cally constructed.  They  might  be- 
more  intelligently  administered. 
Some  day,  no  doubt,  they  will  be 
better  managed.  Meanwhile  they 
are  civilisers,  and  they  are  stand- 
ing monuments  of  Civilisation. 
They  give  employment  to  a  large 
number  of  people.  They  introduce 
more  or  less  vague  notions  of 
punctuality  into  the  Oriental  mind. 
Above  all,  they  impress  the  natives- 
with  respect  for  their  English 
rulers.  **  BLow  is  it,"  said  I  once  to- 
a  native  cultivator,  "  that  we 
English,  being  so  few,  rule  over 
you  natives,  who  are  so  many?'^ 
*''  It  is  because  you  English  have- 
so  much  akl  (intelligence,  mentaL 
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power),"  he  promptly  replied. 
"  Your  power  is  like  that  of  God. 
Your  power  is  not  seen,  but  it  is 
everjrwhere  felt."  But  for  our 
Urn  (our  learning)  and  especially 
for  our  education  or  instruction, 
the  natives  have  little  or  no 
reroect. 

Before  leaving  the  subject  of 
railways  it  may  be  as  well  to 
ffive  a  few  statistics,  although  we 
feel  somewhat  inclined  to  agree 
with  the  man  who  put  no  faith  in 
any  statistical  figures  above  seven. 
Experience  certainly  is  worth  all 
the  statistics  in  the  world ;  and  as  re- 

fards  India  in  particular,  they  must 
e  tolerably  elastic,  and  capable  of 
a  considerable  breadth  of  manipu- 
lation, when  Lord  Salisbury,  speak- 
ing in  Manchester  at  the  end  of 
the  year  1874,  deduced  that  not  one 
of  the  irrigation  works  of  India 
could  be  said  to  "pay"  or  have 
''  clean  balance-sheets  " ;  while 
Sir  Arthur  Cotton,  speaking  on  the 
same  subject  a  few  months  after- 
wards, conclusively  proved  from 
the  same  materials  that  while  the 
average  net  return  of  all  the 
Indian  irrigation  works  together 
was  14  per  cent.,  some  of  the  more 
successful  paid  from  50  to  60  per 
cent !  But  there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  the  Indian  railways  have  up 
to  the  present  time  cost  the  country 
about  £160,000,000  sterling,  and 
that  they  continue  to  cost  the 
country  about  between  £3,000,000 
and  £4,000,000  sterling  a  year  in 
the  shape  of  interest  guaranteed 
by  Government.  About  a  million 
and  three-quarters  a  year  of  this 
is  the  ditference  between  the 
amount  that  the  railways  do  pay, 
and  the  minimum  amount  they 
should  pay,  inasmuch  as  a  mini- 
mum rate  of  interest  is  guaranteed 
to  the  shareholders  by  the  Indian 
€K>vemment.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
nearly  all  the  shareholders  are 
Englishmen ;  so  this  g^eat  sum  of 
money,  in  addition  to  the  interest 


on  the  Funded  Debt,  has  to  be 
sent  every  year  out  of  India 
into  England — disturbing  the 
rate  of  exchange,  and  impoverish- 
ing the  poorer  country,  to  which, 
for  various  reasons,  it  never 
returns.  The  remaining  two  mil- 
lions odd  is  the  interest  calcu- 
lated on  the  amount  already  paid 
by  India  in  successive  years  to 
supply  the  annual  deficit.  This 
deficit  is  happily  decreasing  every 
year,  but  it  is  hardly  likely  that  it 
will  ever  completely  disappear, 
inasmuch  as  even  if  the  larger  and 
more  important  lines  should  pay 
over  5  per  cent.,  all  experience, 
both  in  England,  and  in  America, 
and  on  the  Continent  of  Europe, 
teaches  us  that  many  of  the  less 
important  lines  may  never  pay  so 
much.  In  common  fairness  it 
should  be  borne  in  mind  that  the 
railway  companies  are  by  no  means 
entirely  responsible  for  this  poor 
return.  In  no  country  are  railways 
so  completely  exotics,  and  have  to 
contend  against  so  many  ob- 
stacles. The  fact  is  that  all  the  plant 
has  to  be  obtained  from  England, 
many  thousand  miles  away — rails, 
engines,  machinery,  iron  of  all 
kinds ;  fuel  is  expensive,  the  dis- 
tances are  enormous ;  guards  and 
eugine-drivers  must  be  English- 
men, or  at  all  events  Europeans, 
demanding  high  wages,  and  very- 
much  g^ven  to  drink ;  the  native 
passengers  are  unmanageable,  and 
the  native  employes  tiresome. 

The  number  of  stories — true 
stories,  or  rather  the  mere  experi- 
ences of  every  one  who  has  been 
for  any  time  in  India — ^as  to  the 
slowness  of  railways,  the  incon- 
venience of  the  hours  of  starting ' 
passenger  trains,  the  innumerable 
obstacles  thrown  in  the  way  of 
despatching  or  receiving  the 
smallest  parcel,  would  alone  fill 
an  article ;  and  possiblv  when  treat* 
ing  more  lightly  of  Anglo -Ihdii 
life  we  may  mtioduce  a  few.    B 
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they  all  tend  to  shew  that  India 
as  a  country  and  the  natives  as  a 
race  are  entirely  unfit  for  an  ex- 
tended railway  system,  and  that 
even  English  management  seems  in 
some  way  to  be  affected  by  native 
influences,  in  connection  with 
Indian  railways.  Now,  we  scarcely 
expect  to  be  believed  when  we  say 
that  the  express  mail  train  from 
Delhi  to  Bombay  stops  eighteen 
hours  at  Allahabad,  arriving  at 
five  a.m.  and  departing  at  eleven 
p.m.,  so  that  a  minimum  part  of 
the  eighteen  hours  falls  within  the 
hours  usually  allotted  to  sleep. 
Engplishmen  are  accustomed  to  find 
fault  with  the  delays  on  Conti- 
nental lines,  but  the  sound  of  a 
porter  crying  out :  Dix-huit  heure» 
d'arritl  is,  happily,  unknown  in 
Europe.  If  the  cautious  reader 
looks  at  the  Indian  Kailway  Guide 
and  convinces  himself  of  the  truth 
of  this  startling  assertion  on  our 
part,  he  may  be  inclined  to  believe 
our  next  experience,  namely, 
that  the  mail  train  of  the  Punjab 
Northern  State  JRailway  used  to 
take  exactly  seven  hours  to  accom- 
pliish  the  distance  between  Lahore 
andWazirabad.a  distance  of  sixty- 
three  miles  of  perfectly  flat  country. 
We  believe  the  Government  drivers 
have  somewhat  mended  their 
pace  of  late,  but  a  reference  to  a 
Guide  two  or  three  years  old  wiU 
bear  us  out  in  this  assertion  also. 
And  possibly  by  this  time  a  suffi- 
cient amount  of  confidence  may  be 
awakened  on  the  part  of  our 
readers  to  enable  them  to  believe 
that  the  average  time  occupied  in 
the  transit  of  goods  from  Lahore 
to  Amritsar,  a  distance  of  thirty- 
two  miles  of  main  trunk  line,  is — 
or  was  a  year  ago — one  week ;  nor 
will  they  perhaps  *' be  surprised 
to  hear "  that  the  natives  under 
the  circumstances  preferred 
their  old-fashioned  mode  of  con- 
veyance, and  sent  their  goods  bv 
bullock  carts.    But  who  can  tell, 


or  who  in  this  country  would  be 
found  to  believe,  the  humours  of  the 
construction  of  the  Pun  j  ab  Northern 
State  Railway,  before  alluded 
to?  Who  would  credit  the  line 
laid  upon  the  trunk  road,  to  save 
expense,  by  which  both  the  road 
and  the  rail  were  spoiled,  and  a 
new  line  had  to  be  laid  over  the 
whole  distance,  a  few  yards  away 
from  the  road,  while  the  road 
had  to  be  remade?  Who  would 
believe  in  important  works  being 
brought  to  a  standstill  for  weeks 
and  months  while  the  requisite 
authority  was  being  obtained  from 
the  Central  Management  at  Cal- 
cutta to  repair  a  broken  driving 
wheel  ?  or  in  the  hundreds  of  miles 
of  economical  iron  rails  ordered 
from  Belgium  by  a  distinguished 
official  and  of  such  tender  consti- 
tution that  they  could  not  with- 
stand the  shocks  of  loading  and 
unloading,  rails  which  even  a 
Government  official  did  not  dare 
to  lay,  and  which  received  from 
the   subordinates    the    expressive 

appellation  of  S 's  porcelain  ? 

But  for  those  who  do  not  care  to 
believe  our  experiences  we  have 
statistics : — 


INDIAN  RAILWAY 

1876-7. 

Guaranteed  Railways  .. 

Add  for  land,  <&c.,  not 
included  in  this,  but 
in  a  former  statement, 
one-twelfth  of  this 

State  Railways 

Paid  by  Grovemment 
on  account  of  guaran- 

vw  W  •  •  •  •  • •  «  I 

But  this  is  exclusive  of 
interest  on  the  debts, 
which  at,  say,  5  per 
cent.,  or  half  this  for 
27  years,  is 

Interest  on  Govern- 
ment Railways... 


ACCOUNTS. 

£  Sterling 
.    94,000,000 


8,000.000 
.     13,000,000 


.    27,000,000 


..     19,000,000 
2,000,000 

£163,000,000 
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We  had  hoped  to  have  written 
entirely  from  ea^erience,  and  kept 
dear  of  statistics,  but  the  fore- 
going figures,  which  speak  for 
themselves,  and  are  taken  chiefly 
from  the  last  Blue  Book  on 
the  subject,  may  be  instructive, 
especially  when  we  come  to  con- 
sider to  what  better  use  this  money 
might  have  been  put. 

But  railways  are  a  luxury.  In 
a  country  where  time  is  of  import- 
ance, they  are  no  doubt  of  innnite 
value,  and  they  have  become  a 
necessity ;  but  in  India  time  is  of 
no  importance — except  occasion- 
ally in  the  movements  of  troops, 
of  which  we  shall  have  a  word  to 
say  presently.  Whether  Bam  Bux 
can  get  ^m  Jubbulpore  to 
Allahabad  in  a  night  or  in  a  week 
is  of  absolutely  no  importance  to 
Bam  Bux,  or  any  other  human 
being  on  the  face  of  the  earth ;  but 
that  Bam  Bux's  com  should  get 
from  Jubbulpore  to  Bombay,  even 
if  it  takes  six  months  on  the  jour- 
ney, is  not  only  of  the  ereatest  im- 
portance to  Bam  Bux,  but  to  some 
nfty  millions  of  his  coimtrymen, 
ana  to  the  €K>vemment,  whose 
revenue  depends  to  a  great  extent 


upon  his  agricultural  profits.  Bail«* 
ways  will  never  do  this  for  hinu 
Although  for  short  distances  roads 
and  buUocks  beat  the  railways,  yet 
roads  are  of  no  use  when  it  comes 
to  very  long  distances,  and  bullocks 
will  never  carry  enough  of  Bam 
Bux's  com  from  Jubbulpore  to 
Bombay  to  enrich  either  England 
or  the  Valley  of  the  Nerbudda. 
But  canals  may  do  it.  And  canals 
have  this  advantage  over  railways, 
that  they  will  not  only  carry  Bam 
Bux's  corn,  but  that  they  wUl  pro- 
vide him  with  water  to  gpx>w  it, 
which  the  iron  road  will  certaiuly 
never  do.  But  canals  are  not,  and 
never  have  been,  popular  with 
Indian  officials,  and  India  being, 
as  we  have  attempted  to  explain, 
autocratically  governed,  compara- 
tively few  caucus  have  been  made. 
Of  their  operation  in  places  where 
they  have  been  made,  we  shall 
speak  by-and-by ;  and  as  the  que&* 
tion  is  so  intimately  connected  with 
that  of  the  causes  and  prevention 
of  Indian  famines,  to  which  so 
much  public  attention  has  been  of 
late  directed,  we  propose  to  devote 
a  chapter  in  a  future  number  to 
the  whole  subject. 

Uliok  Balph  Bttbke. 
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THE    LOVERS'    BARGAIN. 

"  You  gave  me  last  week  a  young  linnet, 
Shut  up  in  a  fine  golden  ca>ge ; 
Yet  how  $ad  the  poor  thing  was  within  U, 
Oh,  how  did  it  flutter  and  rage  ! 
Then  he  moped  and  he  pined, 
Thai  his  wings  were  confined, 
TiU  1  opened  the  door  of  his  den; 
Then  so  merry  was  he, 
And  because  he  was  free. 
He  came  to  his  ca>ge  hack  again,** 

Old  Plat. 

I  pressed  the  maiden  to  be  mine  ; 

She  breathed  a  modest  answer  curt, — 

Scarce  strove  my  lips  from  hers  to  parry ; 
Then,  with  a  roguish  mien  divine  ; — 

''  One  bargain,  Sir,  before  I  marry.  «... 
I  must  have  perfect  leave  to  flirt ! " 

"  Granted,  with  all  my  heart,''  said  I ; 
''  The  lightsome  songster  that  by  day 

Through  the  blue  welkin's  freedom  wheeleth. 
So  soon  as  gloaming  tinges  sky. 

Homeward  unto  the  covert  stealeth, 
The  happy  livelong  night  to  stay. 

**  So  wander,  sweetheart,  at  your  will. 

Skim  like  the  goddess  o'er  the  foam, 

And  gather  store  of  sparkling  treasure  ; 
But  when  the  laughter  groweth  still. 

Fly  with  light  heart  aglow  with  pleasure, — 
My  bosom's  nestling — here  find  home !" 

K.  0. 
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SECOND   SERIES.— No.  46. 


JOHN    LINNELL,   Sen. 

The  tired  towneman  who  is  fortunate  enough  to  spend  a  day  in 
linnell-land  will  probably  emerge  thence  feeling  much  as  if  he  had 
escaped  awhile  out  of  this  tiresome  nineteenth  century,  and  had  taken 
a  refreshing  bath  in  the  atmosphere  of  a  simple  and  idyllic  life. 

John  Linnell,  who  is  known  as  one  of  our  great  and  most  distinctive 
landscape  painters,  is  there  to  be  found  leading  the  life  of  a  veritable 
patriarch.  He  is  the  soul  and  centre  of  the  little  colony  which  he  has 
formed  in  the  very  heart  of  some  of  fche  most  glorious  scenery  in 
England.  His  house  (a  fine  building,  the  erection  of  which  he 
superintended  entirely)  stands  upon  a  hill  which  is  dothed  up  to  the 
very  windows  with  beautiful  woodland,  save  where  a  clearing  here  and 
there  opens  a  g^and  prospect  of  the  distant  country.  Each  window 
frames  a  glorious  picture ;  and  the  lovers  of  Mr.  linnell's  landscape 
may  find  pleasure  in  imagining  the  veteran  artist  possessing  continually 
before  his  eyes  the  wonderful  new  phases  of  beauty  in  earth  and  sky 
which  every  hour  presents  in  that  lovely  spot,  and  never  growing 
sated  with  the  everlasting  feast.  Nature  is  Mr.  Linnell's  most  intimate 
friend ;  it  is  his  incessant  and  faithful  study  of  her  which  makes  his 
work  of  so  high  an  order ;  and  yet,  when  the  wild  spring  wind  comes 
rudely  tossing  through  his  woodland,  and  he  exclaims,  ''Look!  how 
the  trees  are  enjoying  themselves ! "  with  positive  sympathy  for  their 
delight  in  his  voice  and  face,  you  cannot  imagine  for  a  moment  but 
that  Nature  is  as  fresh  to  him  as  she  ever  was. 

Mr.  Linnell  is  not  a  child  of  the  nineteenth  century.     He  was  bom 
near  the  British  Museum,  on  the  16th  June,  1792;  and  consequently^*  ^v 
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though  he  is  still  an  active  man  and  indeed  can  run  up  and  down  stairs 
like  a  cat,  he  is  nearer  ninety  than  eighty.  His  father  (fathers  seem 
very  remote  individuals  when  the  sons  are  octogenarian !)  was  a  carver 
and  gilder.  That  this  fact  made  the  son  a  painter,  the  most  out-and- 
out  Darwinite  would  scarcely  dare  allege,  but  probably  it  helped  the 
boy  to  realise  that  his  gift  was  to  do  that  to  which  the  carving  and 
g^ding  is  an  appendage.  When  John  Linnell  was  ten  years  old  he 
drew  portraits  in  pencil  and  chalk,  and  what  is  more,  sold  them.  He 
first  received  instruction  from  Benjamin  West,  to  whom  he  went 
through  the  introduction  of  a  miniature  painter  named  Bobertson.  One 
of  the  Yarleys  happened  to  see  some  of  his  drawings  in  chalk,  and 
formed  so  high  an  opinion  of  them  as  a  boy's  work  that  he  urged  him 
to  visit  the  father  of  the  English  school  of  water-colours,  John  Varley^ 
who  was  then  the  best  known  teacher  of  the  time.  This  ended  in  the 
boy's  being  articled  to  Yarley.  Holman  Hunt  was  a  pupil  also  at  the 
time.  In  the  summer  the  two  lads  went  with  Yarley  to  his  house  at 
Twickenham.  One  of  Yarley's  pupils  had  a  greater  influence  upon 
Linnell  than  the  master  himself.  This  was  Mulready,  a  student  some 
seven  years  older  than  Linnell,  and  the  leader  of  the  school.  The  new 
Gomer  took  to  him  and  found  in  him  his  real  master.  The  pair  became 
friends,  and  the  intercourse  that  resulted  had  a  very  stimulating  effect 
upon  the  boy,  and  brought  him  on  in  a  very  rapid  development. 
Perhaps  the  lad  of  thirteen  was  somewhat  overtaxed  by  the  youth 
of  twenty,  who  took  him  long  walks  by  the  river,  then  even  at 
Milbank  of  margin  green,  taught  him  to  run,  to  jump,  to  spar,  and  to 
paint.  Mulready  was  a  man  of  a  fine  physical  activity,  with  a  perfect 
model  of  a  hand.  The  friendship  between  the  pair  became  so  marked 
that  they  were  caricatured  together,  the  elder  as  looking  over  the  boy's- 
shoulder  while  painting.  At  Yarley's,  in  addition  to  many  an  artist,- 
Linnell  met  Shelley,  Godwin,  and  others.  He  taught  the  future  Mrs. 
Shelley  to  draw,  and  Mulready  taught  the  future  Lady  Byron. 

Linnell  was  admitted  a  student  at  the  Boyal  Academy  in  1805,  and 
within  two  years  sent  there  two  small  landscapes,  and  also  obtained  the 
prize  of  a  silver  medal  for  a  drawing  in  the  Life  School,  being  then 
<Hily  fifteen.  Two  years  later,  again,  in  January,  1809,  he  gained  the 
fifty  guinea  prize  at  the  then  existing  British  Institution  for  the  best 
landscape  ('' Bemoving  Timber  "),  beating  a  matured  artist,  his  com- 
petitor; and  in  1810  he  received  another  medal  from  the  Boyal 
Academy,  this  one  for  his  success  in  modelling  in  the  Life  School^ 
aa  advanced  department  of  the  Academy  curriculum. 
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The  year  following  he  exhibited  a  little  picture  at  the  British 
Institution,  called  ''Quoit-playing,"  which  he  sold  for  75  guineas- 
Seyen-and-thirty  years  later  this  production  of  the  boy  of  nineteen  was- 
sold  at  Christie's  for  more  than  three  times  its  original  price. 

His  yersatility  was  most  remarkable.  In  addition  to  the  prizes^ 
named,  he  won  an  Academy  medal  for  sculpture.  He  painted  in 
water-colours  as  well  as  in  oil.  He  did  portraits  as  well  as  landscapes.. 
He  engraved  the  plate  of  Yarley's  master-picture,  in  which  several 
figures  were  his  own ;  also  the  plates  of  several  of  his  own  portraits. 

In  early  days  Linnell  used  to  go  with  Himt  to  the  house  of  aa 
idiosyncratic  doctor,  whose  specialism  was  insanity,  in  Adelphi  Terrace. 
This  gentleman  was  a  sort  of  patron  of  a  circle  of  young  artists,  who 
came  to  him  in  the  evening  and  spent  it  in  making  sketches  in  chalk, 
studies,  copies,  and  so  on,  and  from  him  linnell  received  half-a-crown 
for  such  an  evening's  work.  Whether  others  were  paid  is  not  known ; 
perhaps  LinneU  was  the  only  one  of  the  circle  whose  evening,  with 
its  artistic  leavings,  was  worth  half-a-crown. 

For  many  years  from  this  time  Linnell  was  a  regxdar  contributor  to* 
the  Boyal  Academy  and  the  British  Institution.  From  the  latter 
gallery  portraits  were  excluded,  so  that  they  were  sent  to  the  Academy^ 
while  what  were  exhibited  at  the  British  Institution  were  chiefly 
landscapes.  At  the  Academy  Exhibition  of  1821,  he  was  represented 
by  both  classes  of  work.  His  main  subsistence  at  this  time  was- 
derived  from  miniature  painting,  a  class  of  work  to  which  photography,, 
as  Linnell  himself  allows,  is  so  deadly  a  foe.  One  of  his  early 
miniatures,  shewn  by  Varley  to  an  old  lady-connoisseur  of  the  peerage,, 
evoked  the  opinion  that  he  was  the  only  painter  who  could  produce  a 
miniature  like  the  old  masters  in  this  branch  of  art.  The  daring  young 
painter  had  a  predilection  for  following  truth  in  his  work,  and  is  said 
to  have  asked  the  Princess  if,  supposing  he  were  commissioned 
to  take  the  portrait  of  King  George,  he  might  make  it  like  him». 
**  Shoidd  you  do  so,"  replied  she  earnestly,  ''  it  will  be  your  ruin." 

His  portraits  laid  the  foundation  of  his  fame.  Besides  several 
friendly  artists,  he  painted  Malthus,  Warren,  Whately,  Peel,  Lans- 
downe,  and  Carlyle.  Turner,  who  had  a  horror  of  being  counter*^ 
felted,  Linnell  brought  on  to  his  canvas  by  stealth. 

In  1812  Mr.  Linnell  became  a  member  of  the  Baptist  conmiumty, 
which  he  calls  the  only  sect  mentioned  in  the  Gbspels.  He  affinns  that 
the  Pope  is  little  aware  that  though  he  confidently  claims  all  baptised 
persons  as  his  subjects,  neither  he  nor  any  one  of  his  real  subjects  has^ 


538  Our  Portrait  Gallery.  [November 

^ver  been  properly  baptised  at  all,  and  bis  claim  to  rule  over  Obristiaxis 
generally  is  nullified  by  tbe  flaw  in  tbeir  baptism.  Another  strong 
view  be  holds  is  tbat  tbe  present  Anglican  Sacramental  ceremony  is 
a  mere  attenuation  of  tbe  Somisb  Mass,  and  not  tbe  original 
institution. 

In  1839  came  a  certain  amount  of  fame,  a  picture  exhibited  at  the 
British  Institution  with  tbe  title  ''  St.  John  Preaching,"  drawing  to 
itself  conspicuous  attention  by  its  conceptive  and  executive  power. 
That  same  year  he  exhibited  no  less  than  six  portraits  in  the  Boyal 
Academy.  In  1846  was  sent,  also  to  the  British  Institution,  a  little 
picture  entitled  ''A  Spring  Wood  Scene.''  This  was  engraved  in  the 
^rt  Journal  in  1851,  and  having  been  purchased  by  Mr.  Vernon,  is 
now  in  the  National  Gkillery,  where  it  is  almost,  if  not  altogether,  the 
•only  ijistance  of  a  work  by  a  living  master.  In  1847  **  The  Windmill" 
was  also  painted,  similarly  engraved,  purchased,  and  deposited  in  the 
National  Gkillery.  "The  Eve  of  the  Deluge,"  a  picture  7ft.  by  4ft. 5in., 
was  sold  in  1847  to  Mr.  Gillott  for  £1000  (his  own  offer)  and  exhibited 
in  the  Royal  Academy  for  1848,  where  it  quite  took  the  public  by 
surprise,  ''from  the  sublimity  and  daring  with  which  the  painter 
invested  his  subject."  "  The  Last  Oleam,"  4ft.  Sin.  by  3ft.,  was  also 
sold  to  Mr.  Gillott  for  £250,  and  twenty  years  afterwards  was  sold  at 
his  sale  at  Christie's  for  £2,500.  On  the  report  of  this  sale — ^which  did 
not  benefit  the  painter  a  penny — an  amusing  incident  is  said  to  have 
happened.  The  painter  had  his  income-tax  adjusted  to  a  critical 
idea  of  his  worth.     His  assessment  was  doubled. 

**  The  Timber  Waggon,"  painted  for  Mr.  Oxenham,  of  Oxford  Street, 
obtained  at  the  Paris  Exhibition  of  1855  the  gold  medal,  which  was 
the  chief  prize  for  landscape.  But  the  medal  itself  Mr.  Linnell  never 
eaw,  and  no  one  seems  to  know  who  has  it.  Perhaps  some  kind  friend 
undertook  to  be  the  bearer  of  it  and  lost  it. 

The  history  of  one  of  Linnell's  pictures  is  peculiarly  interesting,  as 
shewing  how  originality  cannot  help  being  original.  At  the  Man- 
chester Exhibition  of  Art  Treasures  his  sons  saw  and  afterwards 
described  to  him  a  picture  by  Bellini,  called  the  '*  Sleep  of  Sorrow." 
He  was  fixed  with  the  idea,  listened  to  their  minutest  accounts,  and 
forthwith  set  to  work  upon  a  picture  that  formed  itself  in  his  mind's 
eye.  This  picture  is  now  upon  his  wall,  and  possesses  a  marked  dignity 
of  treatment.  It  shews  recumbent  figures  on  a  dim  hill-side ;  the 
opening  horizon  begins  to  be  touched  with  the  cool,  hopeful  dawn, 
while  heavy  clouds  overhang  and  darken  the  scene.    Some  years  after 
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it  was  painted,  Liimell  saw  at  the  National  Gallery  the  original  that 
liad  suggested  his  own  ;  it  was  so  utterly  different  that  the  two  pictures 
no  one  would  suppose  had  been  evolyed  from  the  same  idea. 

Linnell's  territory  is  part  of  a  magnificently  wooded  hill,  that  must 
)>e  known  to  most  travellers  to  Brighton  by  rail.  It  consists  of  eighty 
acres,  some  part  of  which  is  now  apportioned  to  the  patriarch's  sons. 

In  1830  he  had  built  a  house  in  London,  No.  38,  Forchester  Terracei 
upon  ground  leased  from  the  Bishop  of  London.  Some  twenty  years 
later,  when  he  was  at  Bedhill  in  search  of  a  summer  lodging  he  noticed 
ihe  site  on  the  hill,  and  immediately  it  occurred  to  him  that  it  was  a 
place  where  he  would  like  a  house.  Within  a  fortnight  the  land  was 
bought,  and  various  adjoining  plots  were  added  at  intervals.  The 
wild  woody  slopes  are  a  charmed  refuge  for  birds,  for  no  shooting  is 
ever  permitted  there.  The  house  was  built  according  to  Linnell's  own 
ideas,  as  were  those  of  his  sons,  one  of  whom  has  his  habitation  at  the 
«outh  end  of  the  wood,  and  another  on  the  highest  point  of  the 
adjoining  fields.  Another  freehold  property  called  ''Chard  Lodge" 
belongs  also  to  Idnnell. 

Any  one  who  visited  Mr.  LinneU's  studio  at  the  midsummer  of  the 
present  year,  and  then  two  months  afterward,  might  have  noticed  that 
two  large  pictures  had  started  into  life  from  bare  canvas  in  that  small 
space  of  time.  Fortunately  for  himself  the  artist  can  find  his  trees  and 
landscape  in  his  own  gp^ounds,  and  in  the  sweep  of  lovely  country  that 
is  commanded  by  the  windows  of  his  house.  Fortunately  for 
him,  too,  his  artistic  memory  is  strong ;  his  very  skies  are  portraits ;  a 
grand  picture  of  the  clouded  blue  that  may  be  momentary,  a  glimpse 
that  may  perchance  be  observed  by  no  one  else  in  the  world,  falls  upon 
his  cultivated  perceptions  as  upon  a  photographic  plate.  To  his  studio 
it  is  brought  in  that  strange  receptacle,  the  memory,  and  there  it  may 
be  kept  hidden  for  days,  until  the  time  comes  for  it  to  become 
instinct  with  life  and  reality  upon  the  canvas. 

What  he  paints  he  regards  as  aspects  of  nature  and  not  topog^phy  ; 
this  is  a  spiritual  artistic  fact,  and  no  doubt  there  are  natures  to  which 
such  a  distinction  is  unintelligible.  In  the  one  instance  the  painter,  if 
unendowed  with  the  imaginative  gift,  seizes  upon  and  records  dry,  hard 
details ;  in  the  other  he  is  seized  upon  by  the  phenomena,  and  tells 
what  they  teU  him. 

Linnell  goes  to  his  easel  for  rest ;  in  his  commune  with  nature,  which 
he  there  translates,  he  escapes  out  of  the  oppression  of  the  liiinor 
wranglings  of  life,  and  is  an  enfranchised  being.     A  man  like  this,  who 
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can  feel  in  the  life  around  him  an  inner  depth  for  which  the  generality 
have  no  eyes,  may  well  observe  that  men  choose  to  live  in  a  dust-hole 
when  they  might  have  the  best  drawing-room  of  the  house.  With 
him,  as  indeed  with  every  true  seer,  artistic  or  otherwise,  **  everything," 
to  use  his  own  words,  ^*  is  duplicated,  and  full  of  more  meaning  than 
itself."  The  **  Open  thou  mine  eyes  that  I  may  see,"  with  him  refers 
not  only  to  prophetic  vision,  but  to  deep  sight  artistic. 

It  has  been  said  that  when  thought  may  have  exhausted  itself  in 
any  one  sphere  of  art,  a  mind  that  has  been  fostered  in  another  would, 
on  stretching  out  into  a  new  field,  produce  something  original,  as,  for 
instance,  if  a  man  endowed  with  the  highest  musical  faculty  should 
push  himself  into  the  culture  of  the  power  of  poetic  speech.  From 
him  poetry  might  gain  a  new  and  unknown  music.  In  Mr.  Linnell's- 
case,  artistic  insight  has  stepped  into  a  domain  where  dry  pedantry 
has  reigned  too  long,  that  of  ancient  Scripture.  What  sort  of  a 
result  may  we  expect  from  an  artist  wandering  into  the  regions  of 
criticism  ?    In  Psalm  crv.  we  find  the  words — 

0  Jehovah,  how  manifold  are  Thy  works  ! 

In  wiadom  hast  Thou  made  them  all ; 

The  earth  is  full  of  Thy  riches. 

So  is  this  sea,  ^eat  and  wide  in  its  shores, 

Wherein  are  things  creeping  without  number, 

Living  creatures  both  small  and  great. 

There  go  the  ships,  there  is  that  Leviathan, 

Whom  Thou  hast  made  to  take  his  pastime  therein. 

These  all  wait  upon  Thee  ; 

That  Thou  mayest  give  them  their  food  in  due  season. 

When  we  come  to  think  of  it,  it  is,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  singular 
that  ships  should  be  reckoned  among  the  works  of  the  wisdom  of 
God,  still  more  so  that  they  wait  to  have  their  meat  in  due  season. 
Mr.  linnell's  suggestion  thereon  is  a  most  happy  one,  and  brings  before 
us  a  rich  picture.  We  behold  the  teeming  earth  and  the  abundant  ocean ; 
therein  delight  the  huge  creatures  of  the  sea;  thereon  sailing  also  is  the 
tiny  ship  of  the  sea,  the  ship  that  GK>d  made,  the  delicate  Nautilus 
that  sails  along  in  its  mantling  shell.  The  picture  is  now  complete, 
and  the  suggestive  criticism  of  the  man  who  sees  with  the  imaginative 
eye  has  read  us  a  lesson. 

To  the  admirers  of  that  extraordinary  genius,  William  Blake,  Mr. 
Linnell's  dining-room  is  indeed  a  fascinating  place ;  for  its  walls  are 
hung  with  the  wonderful  series  of  illustrations  to  Job,  by  that 
'^  visionary  man."    These  drawings  were  purchased  by  Mr.  linnell 
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irhen  lie  could  ill  afford  to  be  a  patron  of  art,  for  lie  was  himself 
working  hard  at  portrait  painting  and  miniature  painting  for  a 
livelihood,  and  coidd  only  allow  himself  to  indulge  in  landscape  as  an 
occasional  luxury.  William  Blake  received  from  him  a  larger  sum 
than  he  ever  obtained  for  any  one  series  of  drawings — £150;  and  it 
was  paid  to  him  in  weekly  instalments  of  from  two  to  three  pounds 
A  week,  which  suited  Blake  admirably,  for  he  was  then  face  to  face 
with  actual  want.  This  modest  income  enabled  the  artist-seer  to  live 
ior  a  time  in,  what  was  to  him,  comfort ;  and  Blake's  pride,  which  led 
him  to  recklessly  quarrel  with  those  who,  as  he  considered,  underpaid  or 
undervalued  his  work,  led  him  also  to  do  his  utmost  to  work  well  for 
ihose  who  appreciated  it.  The  ** Inventions  to  the  Book  of  Job"  are 
among  the  most  remarkable  drawings  which  he  produced,  and  the 
engravings  that  he  executed  from  them  for  Mr.  Linnell  are  pronounced 
■to  be  the  best  ever  done  by  him. 

Mr.  Linnell,  whose  artistic  sense  perceived  Blake's  genius  fully, 
was  one  of  his  best  friends.  Not  only  did  he  "  discount,  as  it  were, 
Blake's  bill  on  posterity,  when  none  else  would,"  but  he  introduced 
liim  to  many  sympathisers,  at  a  time  when  Blake's  earlier  admirers  had 
mostly  dropped  off,  in  one  way  or  other.  In  fact,  he  was  the  ''kindest 
friend  and  stay  of  the  neglected  man's  declining  years."  It  is  evident 
i;hat  Mr.  Linnell  exhibited  that  genuine  sympathy  which  always  drew 
out  Blake's  best  and  sweetest  side  at  once ;  for  he  speaks  of  him  as 
being  **  with  the  gentle,  as  amiable  as  a  child." 

Among  the  many  friends  to  whom  Mr.  Linnell  introduced  Blake 
•was  Mr.  Aders,  one  of  those  rich  merchants  who  transform  the  selling 
iof  merchandise  into  one  of  the  liberal  professions.  For  neither  was  mere 
money  nor  mere  magnificence  the  end  and  aim  of  his  ambition.  He 
tformed  a  collection  of  pictures  which  has  left  a  mark  in  the  history  of 
picture  collecting.  And  his  house  in  Euston  Square  (of  which  not  only 
ihe  walls  of  all  the  rooms,  but  those  of  the  staircases  were  lined  with 
Tare  pictures)  was  open  to  the  literary  men  and  artists  of  the  day. 
Here  came  Coleridge  and  Lamb,  Lawrence,  Ward,  Stothard,  Linnell, 
iand  Blake.  Came  also  Crabbe  Bobinson,  whose  reading  of  Blake's 
"Tiger"  in  the  "Songs  of  Innocence,"  Linnell  says  was  one  of  the 
greatest  treats  he  ever  had  of  the  kind.  Crabbe  Bobinson  read  the 
"poem  at  the  dinner-table,  before  a  large  party  at  Mr.  Aders'.  The 
imunificent  merchant's  picture-lined  house  formed  a  fine  background  for 
the  gprouping  of  these  remarkable  men;  but  perhaps  an  even  more 
ichdmning  one  to  the  imagination  is  Linnell's  farm-house  home  at 
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Hampstead.  Here,  though  Blake  would  professedly  not  allow  himself 
to  like  the  cockney  Hampstead,  he  delighted  to  come,  and  was  always 
welcomed  delightedly,  as  soon  as  he  appeared  in  sight,  by  Mr.  linnell's- 
children.  Often  here  would  gather  Dr.  Thornton,  Eichmond,  now 
B.A.,  and  Collins,  E.A. 

In  this  pleasant  society  John  Linnell  was  a  prominent  fig^e,  witk 
his  brilliant,  strong  originality,  and  his  vigour  of  thought.  Naturally 
Blake's  visions,  which  were  so  entirely  real  to  him,  frequently  became- 
topics  of  discussion ;  Linnell,  who  always  held  a  filial  bearing  towards 
Blake  and  never  assumed  the  patron,  woidd  do  his  best  to  make  reason 
out  of  them,  while  Varley  would  explain  them  astrolog^cally. 

On  his  way  to  pay  these  visits  at  Hampstead,  Blake  would  sorne^ 
times  call  upon  one  of  his  most  enthusiastic  disciples,  Mr.  Samuel 
Palmer,  then  quite  a  youth.  He  has  since  become  a  well  known  wat^r- 
colour  artist,  a  painter  of  most  poetical  landscapes.  In  later  years  he 
married  Miss  Linnell,  and  has  now  settled  down  not  far  from  Bedstone 
Hill. 

John  Linnell,  senior,  has  taken  root,  as  it  were,  upon  this  charmed 
patch  of  gpround.  Here  he  is  always  to  be  found,  dwelling  in  the 
midst  of  his  children  and  gprandchildren,  for  two  of  his  married  sons 
have  houses  upon  the  estate.  He  never  leaves  his  domain,  except  for  a 
drive  in  the  neighbourhood  ;  and  very  often  is  not  to  be  tempted  over 
the  threshold  of  his  house  unless  there  is  a  cloud  which  must  be 
looked  at,  or  nature  holds  out  some  such  special  enticement  to  this  most 
loving  child  of  hers. 

**  Just  see  those  rooks,"  he  says,  when  you  follow  him  into  that  holy 
of  holies,  his  studio.  He  points  to  a  fresh  picture  now  upon  the  easeU 
**l8aw  that.  I  saw  those  rooks  come  boiling  up  over  a  cloud,  and  then, 
while  you  stood  looking,  came  another  posse,  rushing  past  you  like 
tigers." 

The  old  surtist,  suiting  his  action  to  his  speech,  and  looking  as  if  he 
would  like  to  revel  with  the  rooks,  evidently  thinks  more  of  them  than 
of  his  picture,  which  is  an  exceedingly  beautiful  one — a  broad  land- 
scape, with  a  peep  of  water  in  it,  and  some  figures  and  a  dog  in  the 
foreground.  But  the  rooks  certainly  are  its  greatest  interest,  for  they 
are  as  full  of  vigour  as  their  creator ;  whose  conversational  orig^ality 
and  fire  of  manner  have  lost  little  since  the  old  days  when  he  mixed 
with  Coleridge,  Lamb,  Blake,  and  Yarley,  and  was  a  prominent  figure 
in  their  society. 

Mr.  linnell's  studio,  like  that  of  most  great  artists,  is  lined  with. 
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interest.  All  around  the  wall  runs  a  narrow  ledge,  upon  which  stand 
all  manner  of  little  imframed  paintings.  Higher  up  hang  pictures^ 
which  are  always  there,  and  are  not  within  the  buyer's  market.  A 
group  of  miniatures  there  is  in  one  comer,  some  among  them  finished 
with  Dutch  fidelity  and  truth ;  one  or  two  charming  portraits  of  hia- 
children  ;  a  portrait  of  himself  ten  years  ago  ;  and  a  little  further  on  a 
portrait  of  Thomas  Carlyle  when  he  was  young  and  dark-haired.  Then 
as  you  turn,  your  eye  is  caught  by  a  delightful  little  picture  of  a  man 
cutting  at  a  fallen  tree,  standing  upon  it,  and  dealing  a  vigorous  blow, 
his  bright  figure  thrown  out  in  relief  ag^nst  a  glorious  mass  of  foliage; 
and  you  find  yourself  back  again  in  that  range  of  art  which  the  artist 
himself  delights  in.  See  to  the  right  there  that  lovely  little  painting, 
which  he  calls  **  The  Bush  In  " — sheep  being  admitted  to  the  sheepfold. 
What  a  wonderful  study  it  is.  There  is  Moses  also  on  the  waU^ 
descending  ^he  mount  with  the  Tablets  of  the  Law  in  his  hand — a 
mighty  figure.  Again  we  have  the  mystic  upholding  of  Aaron's  hands 
upon  the  hill  that  commanded  the  battle.  Approaching  closer  to  look 
at  another  picture,  you  find  against  the  wall  a  carpenter's  workshop, 
with  neatly  arrayed  nails  and  tools  of  all  description.  The  artist  must 
rest  sometimes,  and  John  linnell  is  one  of  those  vigorous  workers  who* 
find  their  rest  in  change  of  work.  Over  there  by  the  fire-place  stands- 
an  old  writing-desk  (a  pretty  new  one  presented  to  him  stands  near  by, 
and  looks  ornamental) ;  here  lie  his  Greek  and  Hebrew  books  open,  ready 
as  a  resource  when  he  turns  from  his  painting.  A  delightful,  queer, 
industrious  looking  corner  is  this ;  the  old  desk  is  covered  with  all  sorts- 
of  writing  materials,  and  a  fine  array  of  spectacle  cases — one  ancient 
red  one  with  the  name  Varley  written  across  it  in  ink  ;  for  Mr.  Linnell's 
most  precious  pair  of  spectacles  was  g^ven  him  between  forty  and  fifty 
years  ago  by  John  Yarley.  He  uses  glasses  of  graduated  powers,, 
choosing  whatever  he  finds  at  the  time  most  suitable  for  a  particular 
object.     This  he  deems  the  way  to  save  the  eye. 

Linnell's  paintings  are  generaUy  large  in  size,  and  of  broad  and 
vigorous  handling.  But,  not  many  years  ago,  he  painted  a  small  and 
most  exquisitely  finished  picture  in  order  to  shew  that  he  had  not  lost 
the  power  of  dealing  with  minute  matter,  a  kind  of  weakness,  indeed, 
that  could  scarcely  be  expected  from  an  old  painter  of  miniatures 
upon  ivory. 

It  is,  perhaps,  not  generally  known  that  Mr.  Linnell  is  not  only  a 
student  of,  but  a  writer  on,  Biblical  subjects.  Even  Matthew  Arnold,  in. 
respect  of  his  recent  books,  was  greeted  with  the  ory,  which  was  meant 
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to  be  derisive,  of  "  amateur  theology,"  but  bis  works  bave,  none  the 
less,  passed  through  a  succession  of  editions  that  many  a  professional 
theologian  would  give  much  to  see  for  his  own.  We  ought  to  be 
grateful  that  a  man  whose  vision  is  clear  for  beauties  of  the  natural 
landscape  should  turn  his  untired  eyes  into  other  fields,  where  they  may 
find  that  which  other  eyes  of  different  quality  have  passed  by.  An  artist 
whose  pictures  are  real  has  to  learn  many  things  for  himself.  Before  Mr. 
Linnell  can  paint  Abraham  passing  between  the  portions  of  the  halved 
sacrifice  he  has  to  learn  what  the  narrator  of  the  Scripture  meant,  and 
must  form  a  definite  and  clear  picture  in  his  mind's  eye  before  he  can  pro- 
duce it  in  glowing  form  on  the  canvas.  After  such  study  he  tells  us,  in  the 
title  of  a  pamphlet  published  in  1864,  that  burnt-offering  is  not  in  the 
Hebrew  Bible,  and  he  offers,  by  way  of  preface  and  apology  for  cor- 
recting the  commentators,  the  following  pregnant  words  from  the 
^*  Christian  Doctrine  "  of  the  poet  Milton : — *'  It  was  also  ^vident  to  me 
that  in  Beligion,  as  in  other  things,  the  offers  of  Gk>d  were  all  directed, 
not  to  an  indolent  credulity,  but  to  constant  diligence  and  to  an  im- 
wearied  search  after  truth ;  and  that  more  than  I  was  aware  of  still 
remained  which  required  to  be  more  rigidly  examined  by  the  rule  of 
Scripture,  and  reformed  after  a  more  accurate  model."  In  this  little 
work  a  revised  version  is  given  of  the  first  four  chapters  of  Leviticus. 
The  chief  point  argued  is  that  the  sacrifice  described  is  to  be  rendered, 
if  we  would  strictly  adhere  to  the  sense  of  the  words  of  the  original,  as 
an  "ascension-sacrifice,"  not  a  burnt  offering;  a  "fuming"  of  the 
offering  on  the  altar,  by  which  an  odour  of  fragrance  arose,  and  not  a 
mere  destruction  by  fire. 

Another  work,  published  by  Triibner  in  1856,  is  a  comprehensive 
argimient  against  the  misnaming  of  the  Scriptures,  the  Old  and  New 
Testament;  when  the  word  testament,  if  in  old  Latin  it  ever  signified 
pact  or  covenant,  signifies  it  not  now,  and  so  misleads.  Since  this  date 
a  new  version  of  the  Scriptures  has  been  made  by  Wellbeloved  and 
others  (Longmans,  1862),  which,  in  every  instance  where  the  word 
testament  occurs  in  other  translations,  substitutes  the  more  correct 
term,  covenant.  This  ancient  making  of  a  covenant,  or  literally 
**  cutting  a  breeth,"  is  gprandly  represented  in  a  picture  now  on  the  walls 
of  Mr.  Linnell' s  painting-room,  where  Abraham  passes  between  the 
smoking  offering,  the  victim  divided  in  twain,  while  a  majestic  form  is 
dimly  seen  by  a  white  flash  of  presence,  before  the  great  patriarchal 
figure.  The  artist,  without  any  ostensible  reference  to  this  picture, 
which  indeed  was  painted  years  afterwards,  evidently  shews  us  in  the 
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work  last  named  how  his  investigations  of  the  Bible  narrative  led  him 
into  his  subject.    He  quotes  as  follows  from  Oen.  xv. — "  Take  to  me  a 
heifer  of  three  years  old,  and  a  turtle  dove,  and  a  young  pigeon.    And 
he  took  to  him  all  these  and  divided  them  in  the  midst,  and  laid  each 
piece  one  over  ag^nst   another."    He  explains  that  this  is  literally 
"  gave  each  piece  to  meet  or  answer  to  its  fellow,  t.^.,  opposite — to 
correspond — leaving  a  space  between  the  corresponding  pieces,  for  the 
party  covenanting  to  walk  through,  as  described  in  Jer.  xzziv.  18. 
Then  follows  the  awfully  sublime  narrative  of  the  peculiar  deep  sleep, 
or  trance,  which  fell  upon  Abram,  in  which  he  learns  the  long  to  bo 
endured  affliction  of  his  posterity,  and  their  ultimate  possession  of  the 
land ;  also  his  own  peaceful  departure.    And  to  confirm  and  witnesp, 
or  ratify,  the  appointment  of  these  things,  Ood  gives  Abram  the  vision 
of  the  smoking  furnace  and  lamp  of  fire  passing  between  those  divisions 
of  the  animals."    All  this  is  in  the  picture   as  in  the  book,  and  a 
wonderfully  grB,n(\  piece  of  composition  it  is.     It  is  to  be  wished  there 
were  more  artists  able  to  penetrate  to  the  reality  of  dimly    known 
archaic  customs,  and  to  bring  them  into  life  and  interest  before  our 
eyes.     We  get  a  new  and  enlarged  idea  from  Mr.  linnell  as  to  the 
symbolic   "blood  of    the    covenant,"    "breeth"  being,  according  to 
(Jrotius,  the  actual  word  used  by  Jesus,  as  the  witness  of  the  sacrifico 
of  the  continued  covenant. 

Perhaps  the  most  striking  of  Mr.  Linnell's  works  in  tlie  field  of 
criticism    is  his   treatise,   published    in    1869,    entitled,  "The  Lord's 
Day  the  Day  of  the  Lord."    It  is  a  masterly  contribution  toward  the 
re-spiritualising  of  a  form  of  expression  that  has  been  obscured  by 
misconception.      The  words  of  Revelation  i.  10,  are  generally  trans- 
lated,   •'  I  was  in  the  spirit  on  the  Lord's  day."      This  is  shewn  to  be 
held  as  the  earliest  instance  of  the  use  of  such  a  phrase  as  Lord's  Day 
in  the  sense  in  which  it  is  now  employed ;  there  being  no  evidence  that 
any  day  was  kept  as  such  for  a  century  after  the  beginning  of  our  era ; 
while  it  is  known  that  the  Jewish  Sabbath  was  the  prevailing  custom, 
and  one  that,  until  the  new  Church  had  largely  expanded  and  grown 
powerful,  it  would  have  been  impossible  to  alter.     The  Scriptural  "  day 
of  the  Lord  "  is  shewn  to  be  that  day  which  has  not  to  do  with  time ; 
that  day  which  is  "  with  the  Lord  as  a  thousand  years,  and  a  thousand 
years  as  one  day ; "  and  John  was,  Mr.  Linnell  shews,  in  thai  dof  by 
being  under  spiritual  influence,  or,  as  he  describes  it,  in  the  ecstatic^ 
prophetic  atate.    He  would  accordingly  translate  the  verse,  "I  became 
in  spirit  in  the  Lord's  day,"  or,  "  I  became  by  the  spirit  in  the  day  of 
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the  Lord."  This  will  probably  be  startlingly  novel  to  many,  but  we 
may  refer  them  to  the  array  of  corroborative  quotation  in  Mr.  Linnell's 
book. 

We  have  gone  so  far  into  detail  of  these  treatises  because  they  are 
80  little  known,  and  may  add  a  new  and  surprised  feeling  of  admiration 
to  that  which  so  many  cultured  Englishmen  feel  for  an  art-master  in 
England,  who  also  proves  to  be,  in  a  sense,  a  master  in  Israel. 

A  reading  of  the  Hebrew  prophets  in  the  original  is  no  unworthy 
food  for  a  painter,  and  as  one  sphere  of  art  and  thought  is  more  or  less 
convertible  into  another,  they  may  well  be  carried  into  rich,  and  strong, 
and  reverent  painting  of  nature's  sunlit  shows.  The  Psalms  are 
amongst  Air.  Linnell's  especially  chosen  portions  ;  he  is  carefully  going 
over  the  translation  and  modifying  a  version  (Lord  Congleton's)  which 
•he  has  selected  as  the  one  that  suits  him  best  of  those  already  published. 
He  would  have  the  Psalms  take  the  place  of  the  Prayer-book. 

We  find  in  "Men  of  the  Time"  the  curt  notification,  '^Linnell  is 
not  a  member  of  the  Academy,  and  has  never,  it  is  said,  gone  out  of  his 
way  to  become  one."  We  cannot  give  the  true  history  of  this  neglect ; 
probably  Linnell's  independence  was  not  relished  when  he  was  in  his 
early  prime ;  and  since  he  reached  his  maturity  of  power  he  has  been 
able  to  afford  to  treat  lightly  overtures  that  to  be  appreciated  at  their 
highest  value  ought  to  have  been  made  much  earlier. 

We  quote  some  passages  from  a  correspondence  that  took  place 
between  a  representative  of  the  Academy  and  Mr.  Linnell  ten 
years  ago.     The  B.A.  wrote : — 

"  Ton  are  perhaps  aware  that  the  mode  of  obtaining  a  list  of  Candidates 
for  the  degree  of  '  Associate '  at  the  Royal  Academy  is  now  altered,  and  that 
it  is  no  longer  required  that  Artists  should  themselves  put  down  their  names 
— ^but  that  it  is  the  Members  of  the  Academy  who  are  called  upon  to  put  down 
the  names  of  those  vho  they  think  should  be  elected. 

In  the  list  just  sent  to  me  of  names  obtained  in  the  mode  I  have  described 
above,  there  is  one  of  a  man  who,  it  can  be  safely  asserted,  is  considered  by  all 
who  have  any  knowledge  or  love  for  art,  as  one  of  the  most  distinguished 
artists  this  Country  has  ever  produced,  and  whose  exclusion  from  the  Academy 
years  ago,  is  I  believe  the  one  great  blot  upon  their  election  annals. 

The  miserable  reasons  which  led  to  this  exclusion,  no  one  cares  to  know 
now  or  inquire  about ;  but  it  is  believed  that  there  would  be  the  most  hearty 
desire  upon  the  part  of  a  large  majority  (it  may  be  said  an  unanimous  desire) 
of  the  Institution,  to  rectify  this  wrong,  and  to  give  this  honoured  name  the 
/uU  honours  of  the  Academy  at  the  earliest  possible  day.  There  is  an  election 
for  associates  on  the  3Ist  of  this  month,  and  there  will  be  one  for  an  Academi- 
cian in  June  next  at  latest,  (a  vacancy  existing  now).  Need  I  say  that  the 
name  I  refer  to  is  that  of  '  John  Linnell,   Sen.' !    It  is  very  probable  that 
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your  name  has  been  put  down  without  your  knowledge  or  consent,  but  &etn^ 
down  I  trust  that  you  will  sanction  it  so  appearing. 

Nothing  (artistically  speaking)  would  give  me  more  satisfaction  than  to 
see  the  ranks  of  the  Academy  honoured  by  the  addition  of  your  name. 

I  repeat  (and  I  do  so  after  due  reflection),  that  I  believe  this  is  the  only 
omission  to  be  charged  against  the  Academy,  but  it  is  such  an  omission  that 
all  its  true  friends  will  rejoice  to  see  it  atoned  for.  I  am  of  course  aware  that 
you  declined  a  few  years  since  to  let  your  name  appear  in  the  list,  but  I  trust 
you  will  alter  that  resolve  now,  and  you  have  given  lately  such  an  unmis- 
takable proof  of  feeling  your  years  to  sit  lightly  upon  you  (let  me  sincerely 
congratulate  you  upon  the  event  to  which  I  allude  !)  that  I  hope  you  will 
exhibit  similar  juvenile  feelings  in  matters  Academic." 

Mr.  linnell's  reply  is  most  characteristic,  shewing  both  elements  of 
his  nature — the  fiery  independence  that  scorns  the  yoke,  the  deep 
unworldly  peace  that  reigns  in  his  nature  '' beyond  these  voices,"  and 
makes  him  what  he  is  : — 

''  I  thank  you  sincerely  for  your  letter,  containing  so  many  kind  expres- 
sions of  professional  approbation  and  asking  me  to  allow  my  name  to  stand, 
with  my  sanction,  in  the  list  of  candidates  for  the  degree  of  associate  of  the 
Royal  Academy.  I  am  gratified  also  by  your  saying  that  Mr.  W en- 
dorses your  request,  and  that  a  good  majority  might  be  expected  in  my 
favour.  I  am  thankful  for  all  this  kindness,  as  it  affords  me  an  opportunity, 
and  a  justification  for  stating  my  reasons  for  not  following  your 
adnce,  as  well  as  my  reasons  for  not  having  myself  put  down  my 
name  for  the  last  20  years,  though  I  had  done  so  previously  for  as  many  or 
more,  without  success.  I  agree  with  you  that  '  The  miserable  reasons  which 
led  to  this  exclusion  no  one  cares  to  know  or  inquire  about.'  Bat  though  I 
do  not  wish  at  present  to  examine  the  reasons  for  not  electing  me,  I  do  wish 
to  state  (as  you  kindly  afford  me  this  ground  for  so  doing)  what  my  reasons 
were  for  discontinuing  to  put  down  my  name.  First,  then,  the  jealousies 
and  falsehoods  that  my  endeavour  to  become  an  associate  gave  rise  to  ;  I  saw 
that  heart-burnings,  calumnies,  and  injurious  conduct  beset  every  one 
atruggling  in  that  direction,  and  affecting  some  to  the  extent  of  shortening 
their  lives.  I  felt  all  this  to  be  so  destructive  to  the  peace  necessary  to 
successful  study  and  work,  so  destructive  to  all  peace  and  especially  that 
peace  which  surpasseth  all  understanding,  that  I  determined  to  abandon  the 
contention  for  distinction  and  privilege,  and  to  take  the  result  of  only  en- 
deavouring to  deserve  them.  I  did  so  and  I  am  contented  with  the  result, 
and  thankful  exceedingly  that  I  did  not  succeed  in  my  effort  to  become  an 
associate,  as  I  am  convinced  that  if  I  had  succeeded  I  should  not  have  been 
found  in  the  happy  circumstances  I  now  enjoy.  One  great  cause  of  the 
heart-bnmings  and  jealousies  seen\  to  me  to  arise  from  the  uncertainty  of 
ever  arriving  at  the  full  membership  of  R  A.  ;  but  being  detained  and  fixed 
for  life  in  a  degraded  position  of  servility  alike  degrading  to  both  R  A.'s  and 
associates.  I  never  heard  that  any  of  the  Foreign  Academies  of  Art  required 
an  artist  to  solicit  for  full  or  half  membership,  but  I  have  heard  of  fall 
honours  being  conferred  upon  some  without  their  knowing  it  until  it  was  done. 
Honour  thus  conferred  without  seeking  for  it  honours  both  the  giver  and 
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reoeiyer.  Both  to  elect  a  num  to  a  position  of  seryility  and  inferiority  of 
priyilegOi  and  make  his  elevation  to  fall  honours  dependent  on  the  will  of 
those  who  have  already  degraded  him,  is  in  my  opinion  a  disgrace  to  all  con* 
cemed  in  the  act.  I  cannot  therefore,  it.is  plain,  sanction  my  name  b«aig 
placed  on  the  lists  as  Candidate  for  what  I  consider  a  degradation. 

I  am,  yours  faithfully, 

JoHir  LiKNSLL,  Ssir." 

This  artistic  Ishmaelite,  self-centred  in  a  patriarchal  Bohemia,  is  & 
grand  anachronism  and  anomaly.  In  spite  of  the  occasional  jolt  thej 
give  to  the  car  of  simpering  society  which  claims  to  represent  broad 
humanity,  would  there  were  more  such  idiosyncratic  men — individuals, 
''who  do  not  propose  to  themselves  to  be  as  others/'  but  to  be 
themselves. 

•  Two  characteristics  are  generally  supposed  to  mark  men  who  unite 
scholarly  faculties  and  the  artistic  temperament.  One  is  that  they  are 
of  the  g$n%u  irritaJnU;  the  other,  that  their  purse  is  more  frequently  than 
otherwise  plenui  aranearum,  Mr.  Linnell  may  claim  the  first  of  these 
distinctive  marks,  the  second  he  has  entirely  eliminated  from  himj»elf . 
He  is  thrifty  and  wealthy,  Hving  on  the  freehold  s6il  that  his  wealth 
has  earned,  pretty  stiff  with  a  tradesman,  and  electing  to  have  the  large 
simis  commanded  by  his  pictures  paid  in  gold. 

We  are  always  doubtful  of  the  comparison  of  one  real  master  of 
art  with  another :  the  followers  may  be  in  crowds,  but  the  position  of 
the  artist  of  power  lies  in  his  own  distinctive  faculty.  The  artists  to 
whom  Linnell  has  been  likened  are  Euysdael  and  Hobbema;  from 
Linnell's  description  of  a  work  from  the  latter's  brush  we  may  judg^  for 
ourselves  how  far  the  seventeenth  century  artist  and  the  modem  painter 
are  at  one.  What  he  particularly  sees  in  Hobbema  are  **  the 
excellencies  of  his  style, — pure  and  chaste  tinting  of  colour,  full  and 
flowing  richness  of  pencil,  and  the  most  consimmiate  knowledge  of 
chiaroscuro.'* 

In  a  paper  in  the  Art  Journal  it  is  said:  ''In  his  earlier  days 
Linnell  appeared  to  take  Qainsborough  as  his  model ;  his  later  s^yle  is 
entirely  his  own,  imitated  from  no  other  painter  ancient  and  modem. 
.  .  .  .  The  opinion  entertained  of  him  by  the  collector  is  easily 
seen  by  the  sums  given  for  his  pictures,  800  or  1000  guineas  being  no 
uncommon  price.  We  know  of  no  landscape  painter  in  the  Academy 
who  is  paid  such  sums." 

linnell' 8  landscapes  may  be  mostly  classified  as  scriptural  and  pas- 
toral, and  correspond  well  to  their  author  in  his  capacities  of  Biblical 
student  and  patriarch.     "  Joshua's  League  with  the  Gibeonites,"  who 
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<ioine  up  haggard,  with  the  scraps  of  mouldy  victuals  in  their  hands,  unites 
both  these  elements.  Purely  pastoral  is  the  picture,  now  doubtless 
approaching  completion,  to  be  called  ^'  The  Crossing  of  the  Bridge," 
where  a  closely  packed  flock  of  sheep  is  being  directed  by  the  shepherd 
along  the  narrow  path,  their  g^ey  timibling  masses  being,  with  the  blue 
hills  of  the  distance,  like  a  second  series  of  clouds  and  sky. 

More  of  linnell's  pictures,  we  think,  should  be  made  accessible  to 
the  public  as  nearly  as  is  allowed  by  photography.  One  of  them,  "  The 
Journey  to  Emmaus,"  may  be  found  in  the  ''Portfolio,"  for  Maichi 
1872. 

Our  photograph  of  the  old  painter  was  taken  several  years  ago  • 
several  new  photographs  were  taken,  but  none  satisfied  their  subject 
and  the  managers  of  the  Maga%ine  alike.  . 

Dressed  in  a  dose  grey  suit,  with  the  chosen  one  of  a  score  broad- 
brimmed  hats  shading  his  brows,  Linnell  sits  at  a  dear,  easy  distance 
from  his  easel ;  holds  his  brush  at  arm's  length,  and  takes  a  view  over  hifl 
left  hand  as  a  mariner  by  a  point  out  at  sea.  Then  with  a  short,  sharp, 
nervous,  incisive  movement  of  hand  and  brush  he  lays  down  his  living 
mark  of  colour.  Though  that  hand  may  not  be  as  strong  as  it  was 
sixty  or  seventy  years  ago,  it  shews  no  diminution  of  vital  energy,  or 
of  the  cunning  that  it  has  so  long  possessed. 


550 


A  Dap  in  the  House  of  Correction.        [NoTwmbev 


A  DAY  IN  THE   HOUSE  OF  CORRECTION. 


Fbw  out  of  the  hundreds  of  busy 
men  and  women  who  pass  and 
repass  the  gloomy  walls  of  the 
great  Clerkenwell  prison  probably 
give  more  than  a  transient  thought 
to  the  life  smouldering  within, 
though  one  or  two  softer  hearts 
may  heave  a  si^h  of  piiy  at  the 
sight  of  the  dead  surface  of  hard 
bricky  presenting  such  a  hopeless 
prospect  to  felony  in  limbo  medi- 
tating freedom.  ^But  pass  through 
the  archway,  let  the  heavy  door 
clang  behind  you,  and  larceny 
wears  a  less  dismal  countenance. 
Follow  us  for  a  day  through  this 
busy  House,  contrast  it  with  the 
hovel  tenanted  by  many  a  pick- 
pocket in  unshackled  freedom,  or 
even  by  many  a  forlorn  and  mode- 
rately honest  member  of  the  squalid 
"  residuum  "  of  humanity,  and  you 
will  be  no  more  surprised  than  I 
was  at  the  chief  warder's  remark, 
"Bless  you,  sir,  there's  some  of 
them  we  don't  know  how  to  keep 
out  of  here." 

First,  be  it  remembered  this  is 
not  a  convict  prison.  No  man  is 
sent  to  the  House  of  Correction 
for  a  period  exceeding  two  years, 
twenty-four  calendar  months  con- 
stituting the  limit  of  what  is  known 
as  itnpriionment  (that  is  to  say, 
confinement  under  lock  and  key), 
anything  beyond  this  coming  under 
the  denomination  of  p&nal  servitude. 
The  great  difference  is  that  all  the 
men  here  work  indoors,  whilst  at 
such  an  establishment  as  Dartmoor, 
or  at  any  of  the  large  penal  insti- 
tutions, where  men  are  confined 


for  a  long  series  of  years,  the 
occupations  are,  as  far  as  possible, 
of  a  nealthy,  vigorous  nature,  and 
such  as  may  be  carried  on  in  the 
open  air.  It  very  frequently  hap- 
pens that  a  long-term  felon  is  sent 
to  the  House  of  Correction  to  work 
out  the  first  two  years  of  his 
sentence  in  solitary  confinement, 
and  heartily  glad  he  is  to  exchange 
the  terrible  silence  of  his  litue 
chamber,  where  the  sunshine  never 
pierces,  even  for  the  nlanlriTig 
chains  and  rougher  fare  of  the 
convict,  who  toils  at  least  beneath 
the  lieht  of  Heaven. 

Half -past  five  a.m.  by  the  prison 
clock. 

Through  the  long,  smooth  corri- 
dors, lined  on  either  side  with  tiny 
Eadlocked  cells,  there  is  no  sound 
ut  that  of  the  warder-sentinel 
pacing  the  silent  passages,  musket 
on  shoulder,  cutlass  on  hip. 

Lift  the  little  iron  flap  on  this 
door,  marked  **  1.  Laundry,"  to 
signifv  that  the  occupant  is  on 
first-class  diet  and  employed  in  the 
prison  laundry,  and  peer  in  the 
dim,  struggling  light  through  the 
round  eyelet-hole  mto  the  narrow 
chamber.  About  fourteen  feet  by 
seven ;  the  floor  paved  with  red 
and  black  diamond-shaped  bricks; 
the  walls  cleanly  whitewashed ;  a 
small  grating  in  the  wall  facing 
the  door,  admitting  warm  air  from 
a  furnace  benealj^  the  corridor* 
Stretched  on  a  hammock-bed  slung 
from  wall  to  waU,  or,  in  cases  <n 
short  sentence,  on  a  plank  bed 
with  wooden  bolster,  is  the  sleep- 
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ing  inmate.  In  one  comer  stand 
a  small  unvamished  table  and 
bench  of  deal ;  opposite  that,  a  tin 
basin  and  ewer  for  washing ;  three 
wooden  shelves  let  into  me  wall 
hold,  the  first  a  wooden  spoon  and 
platter  with  tin  cup,  the  second  a 
Bible  and  Prayer-book ;  the  third 
is  empty  as  yet.  A  g^s  jet  is 
over  the  table,  and  close  to  the 
door  a  black  bell  handle,  which, 
pulled  in  the  night  by  a  prisoner 
in  distress,  starts  an  indicator  in 
the  outer  wall  on  which  his  number 
is  painted  in  white  figures,  so  that 
help  may  be  instantly  rendered  by 
the  officer  on  duty.  On  the  inside 
of  the  door  are  pasted  the  rides 
and  regulations  of  the  prison  and 
the  various  penalties  for  their 
transgpression ;  the  daily  diet  to 
which  each  man,  according  to  his 
term  of  imprisonment,  is  entitled ; 
the  nature  of  his  offence,  with  the 
length  of  his  sentence ;  the  day  of 
entering  and  leaving  gaol ;  his 
number,  ward,  and  name  in  full. 
Thus  Ebenezer  Cutpurse  may 
clearly  see  that  for  the  offence  of 
larceny  he  has  incurred  a  sentence 
of  thi'ee  months'  hard  labour ;  that 
his  punishment  is  the  treadmill 
and  oakum-picking;  the  ward  of 
his  confinement  H,  and  his  diet 
"  second-class." 

But  suddenly  with  shrill  tocsin 
sound  the  prison  bell  swings  out, 
startling,  the  silent  corridors  into 
quick  responsive  echo.  Through 
every  ward  it  booms  loud  and  long. 
Prisoners  start  sharply  into  wake- 
fulness ;  every  man  rises  quickly, 
for  there  is  no  loitering  here, 
washes  and  dresses  in  the  grey 
lifl^ht,  and  sets  about  the  cleaning 
01  his  cell.  Beds  are  rolled  neatly 
up  and  laid  on  the  vacant  shelf, 
and  all  is  soon  in  utmost  order. 
Warders  now  visit  every  cell  to 
count  the  prisoners,  and  each  man 
is  scanned  to  see  that  he  has  in- 
jured himself  in  no  way  during 
the  night.    Breakfast  is  after  this 


handed    in    through    the    doors; 

food  hot  cocoa  and  bread  for  the 
rst-class  men, jmiel  or  "skilly" 
for  the  rest.  By  half -past  seven 
breakfast  is  over,  and  down  the 
length  of  the  corridors  every  cell 
is  unlocked ;  the  prisoners  march 
out,  stand  in  sdent  row  with 
warders  at  stated  intervals  along 
the  Hne,  till  the  whole  ward  is 
marshalled.  In  Indian  file  the 
men  then  march  to  chapel,  take 
their  seats  on  long  benches,  seven 
in  a  row,  the  warders  on  raised 
seats  above,  while  the  Orderly 
reads  the  morning  service.  A 
fine  or&^an  leads  the  music,  in 
which  the  men  are  allowed  to  join. 
Twice  a-day  on  Sundays  and  once 
on  week-days  each  man  attends 
service,  but  no  one  against  his 
faith.  For  the  Bomcm  Catholic 
prisoners  there  is  a  separate  chapel, 
while  the  Je^rs  may  either  attend 
the  Christian  worship  or  be  visited 
by  a  rabbi  in  their  own  cells.  Pray- 
ers finished,  the  silent,  automatic 
rows  file  out  again :  the  prison 
world  is  astir  throughout ;  its  day 
of  toil  commences. 

This  huge  depository  of  misde- 
meanour and  crime  is  divided  into 
wards,  consisting  of  terraces  and 
corridors,  varying  from  about  fifty 
to  sixty  or  seventy  feet  long,  rising 
from  the  basement,  where,  as  being 
less  healthy,  the  short-term  men 
are  confined,  up  to  a  second  and  a 
third  tier,  which  latter  are  as- 
cended by  means  of  winding  iron 
staircases.  The  wards,  which 
may  contain  one  or  more  corridors, 
are  eight  in  number,  and  run  from 
the  letters  of  the  alphabet  A  to  H. 
Wherever  it  is  possible,  prisoners 
of  one  trade  are  confined  together ; 
those  under  long  sentence  are  also 
divided  from  the  short-term  men; 
and  again,  especial  care  is  talcen 
through  the  various  wards  to 
separate,  in  every  possible  way, 
the  '*  old  hands  "  from  the  young 
men  and    lads.    This    last    is    a 
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wise  and  ealutarj  precaution,  for 
amonfftt  the    fifteen  hundred  or 
two  uiousand  men  generally    in 
limbo  here  are  to  be  found  crimi- 
nals of  every  hue  and  shade.     Old 
grey-beards  and  bald-heads,    an- 
cient scarecrows  of  vice,  who  can 
number  up  their  lifty,  sixty,  nay, 
some  of  them  their  hundred  convic- 
tions; beetle-browed  wife-beaters 
and  sneaking  cut-purses  fill  many 
a  hundred  cells ;  scattered  about, 
too,  in  the  several  departments  are 
men,  youths,  and  lads  of  deHcate 
and  even  of  ^ntle  blood ;  and  if 
we  may  take  it  that  the  end  and 
aim  of  all  punishment  is  not  only 
to  deter  from  future  offence,  but 
to  cleanse  and  purify  by  salutary 
treatment  the  vicious  passions  and 
inclinations  of  criminals,  we  may 
see  at  a  glance    how  completely 
abortive  such  an  efPort  would  be 
likely  to  prove  with  the  indiscrimi- 
nate hudoling  together  of  hardened 
malefactors  and  helpless  imf ortu- 
nates.     For  there  is  many  a  man 
here  undergoing  sentence  in  whose 
crime  or  error  long  premeditated 
or  wilful  sin  has  had  small  parti- 
cipation.    Bank  clerks,  driven  in 
swift  moment  of  sore  need  to  forge 
an  employer's  signature,  are  daSy 
expiating  from  morning  till  night, 
on  the  tread-mill,  in  the  prison 
workshop,  or  in    the  silent  cell, 
that  one  biief  act  of  sin  against 
the  great  law  of  the  nation. 

Close  to  the  sleeping  wards  are 
the  visiting  cells,  curiously  exas- 
perating contrivances,  after  the 
fashion  of  cages,  wherein  prisoner 
and  friend  stand  opposite  each 
other,  divided  by  a  narrow  pas- 
sage in  which  a  warder  is  pacing 
throughout  the  interview.  Once 
in  three  calendar  months  a  felon 
is  allowed  such  unsatisfactory  con- 
ference with  wife,  friend,  or  sweet- 
heart; wherein  neither  can  pass 
aught  to,  or  even  touch  the  other, 
nor  is  boon  of  kiss  or  hand- 
squeeze  allowed. 


Hard  by  these  is  the  ''Tablet 
Boom,"  named  of  a  great  renster 
fixed  into  the  wall,  on  which  is 
marked  the    number  and  corre- 
sponding ward  of  every  man  in  the 
prison.      Thus    when    a  man  or 
woman  from  the  outer  world  visits 
a  friend  in  limbo,  the  **  tablet "  is 
referred  to  for  his  number,  which 
being  found,  the  ward  is  at  once 
known,  when  a  prisoner  can  be 
instantly    brought   up    from   the 
farthest  comer  of  the  gaol.    Scat- 
tered in  different  directions  over 
the  building  lie  the  various  work- 
shops, of  which  we  shall  say  more 
presently ;  the  exercising  g^unds, 
infirmary,  whipping-room,  school- 
room, chapel,  dining-hallB,  tread- 
mill room,  weu-ders    apartments, 
and  out-houses ;  while  in  the  ex- 
treme comer  of  the    gprounds  is 
situated  a    fever-ward.      In    the 
basement  of  the  g^ol  are  placed, 
at    wide    intervals,  two     "peg" 
clocks    for  the    detection    of    an 
officer  careless  or  drowsy  on  night 
patrol.    As  soon  as  the  prisoners 
are  locked  in  for  the  night,  warders 
are  told  off  on  sentry  duty  through 
the  corridors  and  outer  g^undiB, 
and  at  every  half-hour  before  ten 
and  every  hour  after  ten  the  sen- 
tinel must  **peg"  the  clocks  by 
pushing  down  a  small  iron  spike, 
which  is  so  arranged  as    at  the 
hour  and  half-hour    to  come  ex- 
actly   opposite    the    small    hand. 
Should  the  sentinel,  overcome  by 
the  drowsy  monotony  of  his  beat, 
fall  asleep,  the  tell-tale  peg  is  left 
standing  out,  to  be  discovered  by 
the  head  warder  in  the  morning, 
when  the  neglectful  officer  is  finea. 
We  left   the    dumb    automata 
filing  out  of  morning  chapel.     In 
wards,  batches,  or  sections   they 
are  now  told  off  to  their  day's  toil; 
some  to  the  workshop  or  the  forge ; 
some  to  clean  the  cells  and  corri- 
dors ;  and  some  to  work  in  their  own 
cells,  in  the  kitchen,  in  the  grounds; 
and  a  huge  batch  of  five  or  six 
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hundred  to  tread  the  gigantic  Mill. 
Every  man  under  sentence  of  hard 
labour  works  out  the  first  three 
months  of  his  term  on  the  tread- 
mill, and  is  then  put  to  a  trade. 
Only  the  doctor's  certificate  of  phy- 
sical unfitness  for  the  labour  can 
exempt  a  man  from  this,  the  most 
irksome  and  dreaded  of  his  tasks. 
Seven  hours  a  day    six  hundred 
unhappy  creatures,  each   for  ten 
minutes  at  a  time,  are  turning  this 
ceaseless  mill,   which    stands    on 
either  side  of  an  immense  room 
«ome  hundred  feet  long  by  about 
sixty  broad.     Built  in  two  tiers, 
one  directly  above  the  other,  with 
a  frame-work  of  wood  and  iron, 
the  whole  is  partitioned  out  into 
tiny  boxes,  in  each  of  which  stands 
a  prisoner  (who   cannot  see  his 
neifi^hbour  except  by  craning  his 
neck  backwards)  turning  the  mill, 
while  on  a  small  seat  exactly  below 
him  sita  another,  awaiting  his  own 
turn.     The  mill,  of  course,  turns 
downwards.    As  the  step  reaches 
a  man  he  places  his  foot  on  it,  the 
penalty  for  missing  being  a  sharp 
blow    on  the  leg.      When  their 
ten    minutes    are  up    the    three 
hundred    descend    as    by    clock- 
work,  take    the    plsices    of    the 
sitters,   who  instantly  mount  into 
the  boxes,    and     thus     the   mill 
is  never  motionless  throughout  the 
•day.    In  this  manner  all  the  water 
used  in  the  gaol  is  pumped  up, 
the  com  for  consumption  ground, 
and,  as  may  be  supposed,  the  toil 
is  a  heavy  one.     Within  an  hour 
or  so  the  legs  become  intensely 


weary,  perspiration  flows  freely, 
and  a  yoxmg  hand  will  sometimes 
descend  from  his  box  hardly  able 
to  stand.* 

From  this  monotonous  sight  let 
us  turn  into  one  of  the  numerous 
workshops  lying  aroxmd.  Almost 
every  known  trade  is  represented 
within  the  walls  of  the  prison, 
and  you  may  walk  for  a  g^od  hour 
through  long  rooms  filled  with 
swift,  silent  workers,  plying  adze 
of  carpenter,  or  awl  of  shoemaker, 
blacksmith's  hammer,  or  weav- 
er's loom.  Basket-makers,  book- 
binders, tailors,  brush  and  carpet- 
makers,  fancy  workers,  artisans 
and  mechanics  of  every  grade 
find  ready  employment  in  this  vast 
Correction  House.  In  a  great 
steaming  laimdry  are  busy  washers 
scrubbing  and  boiling  me  prison 
shirts,  to  each  man  being  allotted 
a  specific  number  of  articled  to 
wash  in  a  day  The  huge  kitchen 
range  is  manned  by  active  cooks, 
chopping  up  carrots  and  onions 
for  soup,  boiling  great  cans  of 
cocoa  and  sweetening  it  with  thick 
molasses,  stirring  with  whirling 
stick  vast  tubs  of  oatmeal  gruel, 
or  baking  little  loaves  of  solid 
brown  bread. 

To  each  man  on  entering  the 
prison,  is  put  the  question,  **  Have 
you  a  trade?"  If  in  his  natural 
life  the  prisoner  has  followed  a 
useful  occupation  he  is  first  sent 
to  complete  his  three  months  on 
the  tread-mill,  and  then,  with  the 
implements  and  materials  neces- 
sary to  his  trade,   he   is    locked 


"*  The  tread-mill  at  the  prison  we  are  describing  is  at  the  present  time  not  in 
nse.  Burned  to  the  iproond  some  few  monthn  ago,  the  iron  frame  alone  is  witness 
of  this  onoe  gigantic  machine.  How  the  fire  broke  oat  was  never  known,  bat 
aboat  ten  o*clock  at  night  an  alarm  was  given  by  the  sentinel  on  daty,  and  fire 
•engines  at  once  sent  for.  The  whole  force  of  warders  was  placed  ander  arirs,  and 
it  speaks  much  for  the  marvellous  system  of  order  in  the  gaol  that  a  number  of 
fyrisoners  Bleeping  in  close  proximity  to  the  wheel-room  were  removed  in  the 
middle  of  the  night  without  a  single  attempt  at  revolt.  The  fire  brigade  was  soon 
on  the  spot,  and  in  a  few  hours  the  flames  were  extinguished.  The  excitement 
and  joy  of  the  felons  on  discovering  that  the  tread-mill  was  no  more  may  be 
imagined. 
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into  a  cell  to  work  out  the  re- 
mainder of  liis  sentence  in  solitary 
confinement.  Traversing  the  laby- 
rinthine corridors  you  may  peep 
through  the  eyelet  in  the  doors  on 
either  side,  and  note  the  inmate  of 
a  cell  in  sullen  silence,  or  still 
content,  threading  his  needle,  or 
fixing  the  threads  of  his  loom, 
talking  to  himself  perhaps,  whist- 
ling, or  singing  softly,  the  while. 
If,  on  the  omer  hand,  a  man 
knows  no  useful  trade  he  is  at 
once,  after  tread-mill  experience, 
put  to  the  learners*  room  to 
receive  instruction  in  the  rudi- 
ments of  some  useful  calling. 
Over  each  workshop  is  placed  a 
warder  thoroughly  skilled  in  the 
trade  at  which  his  men  are  working. 
This  officer  chooses  from  among 
the  prisoners  in  his  charge  one 
or  two  clever  workmen,  who  act 
as  his  subordinates  in  the  instruc- 
tion of  novices,  and  as  soon  as  a 
man  knows  a  trade  he  is  instantly 
sent  with  it  to  his  cell. 

The  mat-making  and  the  oakum- 
picking  are  done  entirely  by  con- 
tract. Thus,  a  large  London  firm 
wanting  a  thousand  mats,  sends 
an  order  to  the  prison  authorities, 
accompanied  by  the  necessary 
material,  so  much  being  paid  for 
the  prisoners*  labour.  So  with  the 
oakum,  which  is  largely  used  in 
the  caulking  of  ships.  A  quantity 
of  old  rope  being  forwarded  to  the 
gaol,  is  distributed  amongst  the 
hard-labour  men  to  be  painfully 
picked  to  the  necessary  de^ee  of 
fineness.  An  old  hand  has  to 
unravel  four  pounds  a-day,  a 
yo\mg  one  will  pick  about  three.  In 
his  cell  at  night  each  man  has 
a  pound  of  rope  to  reduce  to 
oakum  \\dthin  some  three  and 
a-half  hours. 

The  characteristic  features  of  the 
workshops,  the  exercising  grounds, 
the  sleeping  wards,  in  a  word,  of 
the  whole  establishment,  are 
sihnce  and  regularity.  Locked  with- 


in the  walls  of  this  vast  stronc^- 
hold,  it-  is  as  if  one  were  suddenly 
transported  from  the  babbling  world 
of  the  Metropolis  and  set  down  in 
some  enchanted  city  where  the  lips 
of  each  inhabitant  are  fast  locked 
in  a  spell  of  perpetual  silence. 
Never  from  morning  till  night  is> 
a  prisoner  allowed  to  open  his 
mouth  in  unnecessary  speech. 
Silently  he  swallows  his  gruel  at 
breakfast,  his  soup  at  dinner ;  in 
silence  he  treads  the  mill,  and 
plies  his  loom ;  without  word  or 
syllable  he  takes  monotonous 
exercise  in  the  walking-yaid. 
But  lest  a  man  forget  utterly  the 
use  of  lang^uage,  he  may  join  in 
the  chapel  service,  and  hold  con* 
verse  in  his  cell  with  the  prison' 
orderly.  In  the  workshop,  too,  he 
is  allowed  to  ask  any  question  he 
likes  on  the  subject  of  his  work, 
either  of  the  warder  in  oharffe  or 
of  his  neighbour,  but  in  this  latter 
case  he  must  speak  out  audibly 
that  the  officer  may  know  what  it 
is  he  wants,  and  silence  him  if  his 
question  is  frivolous.  No  less 
marvellous  is  the  system  by  which 
each  several  command  is  carried 
out,  as  soon  as  uttered,  by  hands, 
skilf id,  rapid,  clock-like ;  from  end 
to  end,  tiie  prison  r^ime  is  a 
triumph  of  automatic  obedience 
and  order.  Here  is  a  mass  of 
crime  and  misdemeanour  of  every 
hue  and  complexion,  weltering 
and  simmering  from  day  to  day, 
from  month  to  month,  from  year 
to  year,  held  down  and  reduced  to 
a  condition  of  utmost  obedience  by 
the  mere  force  of  moral  terrorism. 
Rarely  is  force  of  any  kind  used 
towards  a  prisoner,  and  yet  a  man 
as  rarely  thinks  of  escape  as  of 
refusing  instant  compliance  with 
word  or  nod  of  the  warder  in 
charge. 

Amongst  the  felons,  as  we  have 
said,  are  creatures  of  brawn  and 
muscle,  well  trained  rufftans,  ox* 
perts  in  every  kind  of  vice  and 
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brutaHty,  some  twenty  or  thirty  in 
a  room  ;  and  locked  in  with  these 
refined  essences  of  devilry,  or  what 
you  will,  is  one  solitary  warder. 

This  officer,  seated  on  a  raised 
perch,  spies  in  a  distant  comer 
some  prisoner  shirking  work,  or 
trying  to  talk  with  his  neighbour. 
''Number  23!  stand  out;  at  it 
again,  eh  ?  Very  well,  down  you 
ffo!''  and  ''23,"  seeing  his  num- 
jber  chalked  on  the  warder's  slate 
for  report  and  punishment,  slinks, 
cowed,  without  word  or  look,  into 
quick,  submissive  silence.  What 
greater  perfection  of  obedient  order 
would  you  have  than  this  ?  for  even 
if  one  desperado  should,  in  a  mo- 
ment of  rage,  fall  upon  and  maltreat 
a  warder,  no  one  of  his  companions 
lifts    a    finger    to    support    him. 

Having  learned  a  trade,  the  priso- 
ner retires  with  it  into  the  privacy 
of  his  tiny  cell,  leaving  it,  however, 
fcMT  a  certain  time  every  day,  if 
under  twenty-one,  and  imable  to 
read  and  write,  to  spell  out  sylla- 
bles and  trace  pothooks  in  the 
general  school-room.  The  prison 
school,  neat,  well-ordered,  and 
hung  with  maps,  black  board,  ftc, 
differs  only  from  the  generality 
of  book-rooms  in  its  remarkable 
cleanliness.  The  master,  who 
shewed  us  with  pardonable  pride 
some  very  neat  specimens  of  hand- 
writing, fully  agreed  'c^ith  Mr. 
Home  Secretary  Cross  that  igno- 
rance, and  consequent  brutality, 
was  the  root  of  almost  all  that 
may  be  termed  lower  class  crime, 
and  that  in  the  ^adual  dis- 
semination of  sound  elementary 
knowledge  would  be  found  the 
best  method  for  its  effectual  pre- 
vention. 

It  is  now  a  quarter  past  twelve ; 
for  four  hours  and  three-quarters 
the  tread-mill  has  ^ound  flour, 
inmates  of  the  workshops  have 
cdlently  toiled,  fashioned,  and  spun. 
In  mute  rows  each  warder  marshals 
his  prisoners ;  the  blue  and  g^ey 


squadrons  file,  defile,  and  march 
for  fifteen  minutes  in  the  exercise 
grounds,  and  then  take  their  allotted 
seats  in  the  several  dining-rooms 
while  dinner  is  served  out.  A. 
prisoner's  diet  is  regulated  accord- 
ing to  the  length  of  his  sentence. 
Thus,  a  man  sentenced  to  one 
year's  hard  labour  is  at  once 
placed  on  "first-class  diet,"  that 
IS  to  say,  he  receives  meat  foui* 
times  a  week,  onion  and  carrot 
soup  strengthened  with  good  Aus-^ 
traHan  beef,  three  times,  potatoes 
five  times,  and  pudding  twice. 
Second-class  men,  those  in  confine- 
ment for  a  few  months,  receive 
exactly  the  same  solid  food,  with- 
out the  delicacies  of  potatoes  and 
pudding.  Third-class  men  are 
still  further  reduced ;  whilst  pri-^ 
soners  of  the  fourth  or  lowest  class, 
sentenced  to  ten  or  fourteen  days, 
are  fed  entirely  on  bread  and 
gruel. 

The  food  is  excellent.  I  drank 
the  cocoa,  tasted  the  gruel,  eat  the 
bread,  and  then  shook  hands  with 
the  cook.  Everything  is  prepared 
in  a  clean,  healthy  manner,  welL 
cooked  and  neatiy  served.  Each 
man's  portion  is  carefully  weighed^ 
out,  and  in  a  case  of  supposed^ 
short  weight  any  prisoner  is 
allowed  to  challenge  the  cook. 
As  we  went  i*o\md  the  tables, 
a  cunning-looking  fellow,  with 
crooked  eyes  and  a  red  nose, 
started  up,  and  declared  that  his 
meat  was  under  weight.  The 
Gk)vemor  stopjjed,  sent  for  the 
cook,  and  ordered  him  to  weigh 
the  doubtful  portion.  Placed  in 
the  balance,  it  was  found  to  be 
some  half-an-ounce  light,  and  the 
full  weight  being  made  up,  the 
officer  received  a  sharp  reprimand. 

Dinner  over,  there  is  more  march- 
ing, and  back  we  go  again  to 
work. 

As  the  afternoon  wears  on,  and 
the  magistrates  get  through  their 
work    m    court,   the   police    v^sl. 
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•**  Black  Maria,"  begins  to  ply 
between  prison  and  court-house, 
laden  with  passengers  of  sin. 
Stand  in  the  little  waiting-room 
just  by  the  prison  door,  and 
watch  the  black  omnibus  dis- 
gorge its  dismal  load.  Backed 
close  up  to  the  door,  war- 
ders standing  all  round,  the 
policeman  on  the  step  behind 
imlocks  each  tiny  compartment  in 
it,  and  lets  out  the  occupants,  who 
walk  up  the  bteps,  and  are  placed 
in  single  file  just  inside  the  first 
corridor  of  the  prison.  Much 
matter  for  the  physiognomist  is 
here;  many  strange  moulds  of 
feature,  variety  of  marvellous 
expression.  Men  of  beetle  brows, 
arched  brows,  no  brows  at  all ; 
creatures  crooked-eyed,  wall-eyed, 
black-eyed,  green-eyed,  one-eyed, 
no-eyea ;  mouths  of  every  shape 
and  twist,  from  the  full  lip 
of  sensuality  and  the  hare-lip 
of  deformity  to  the  thin-drawn 
lip  of  meanness  and  avarice. 
Countenances  there  are,  open  and 
handsome,  narrow  and  hideous ; 
heads  of  bullet  shape,  pin  shape, 
walnut  shape,  monkey  shape,  and 
shape  that  it  were  diMcult  to  de- 
scribe at  all.  Bed-haired,  small- 
eyed  Scotchman,  full-faced  Irish- 
man, wool-pated,  brown-skinned 
mulatto :  truly  it  is  no  respecter 
of  person  or  nation,  this  thing  we 
call  Zau^. 

When  the  van  is  emptied,  and 
prisoners  all  inside  the  corridor, 
the  gpreat  iron-studded  doors  are 
once  more  locked  and  double- 
locked.  In  a  line  of  ten  or  a 
dozen  stand  the  new-comers — an 
unpleasant  row. 

Many  classes  of  crime  are  repre- 
sented in  that  little  string  of 
Raol-birds.  There  is  the  habitual 
drunkard,  blear-eyed,  sodden, 
blotchy,  who  spends,  in  short  sen- 
tences of  a  week  or  ten  days,  some 
iihree  months  of  the  year  in  limbo, 
dividing     the      remaining     nme 


between  the  gin-palace  and  the 
workhouse  ward.  There  is  the 
savage,  big- jawed  wife-beater, 
convicted  already  of  half-a-dozen 
brutal  assaults  upon  his  wretched 
helpmate.  There  is  the  grey- 
haired  thief  of  sixty  years,  a 
miserable  old  bungler,  who  filches 
apples  and  cabbages  from  Covent 
Garden,  stray  sausages  from  pork 
shops,  or  a  roll  of  cloth  from  the 
pawnbroker's  counter;  prowling 
aroimd  Seven  Dials  and  Drury 
Lane  in  the  daytime ;  slinking  by 
night  to  a  hot  supper  in  some 
thieves'  kitchen  in  St.  Giles,  and 
thence  to  his  home  in  a  neigh- 
bouring brothel. 

A  strange,  mysterious  existence 
is  that  of  a  low-class  professional 
thief,  a  life  that  clin^  close  to  the 
wall,  and  shuffles  along  with  its 
eyes  on  the  ground,  its  hand  ever 
in  some  one's  else  pocket.  Shiver- 
ing and  crawling  through  the 
streets  by  day,  shnking  past  the 
constable,  looking  no  one  in  the 
face,  a  veritable  pariah  amonpst 
men.  Not  until  night  has  fallen 
on  the  city,  and  honest  citizens  are 
gently  snoring  in  bed,  does  his 
natural  life  commence.  See  him 
then  in  a  steaming  den,  surrounded 
by  his  foot-pad  comrades,  recount- 
ing in  cut-purse  j  argon  his  day's  ad- 
ventures, displaying  to  villainous 
eyes  his  pilfered  spoils,  waking  the 
filthy  slums  around  with  the  echoes 
of  his  foul  carousal.  He  loves 
this  crooked  life,  your  sneaking 
pick-pocket;  you  could  not  wean 
him  from  it ;  he  is  the  most  irre- 
claimable vagabond  under  the  sun. 
The  prison  chaplain  reasons  with 
him,  prays  with  him,  preaches 
from  the  pulpit  at  him  in  vain; 
he  will  not  hear  the  voice  of  the 
charmer,  charm  he  never  so  wisely. 
Tou  would  as  easily  persuade  a 
Hindu  or  a  Persian  that  it  is 
wrong  to  lie  as  convince  a  thief 
of  the  sacredness   of    his  neigh- 
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These  three  specimens  are  well 
known  to  the  gaolers  ;  the  inspect- 
ing oflicer  declares  their  names  and 
onences  almost  without  reference 
to  the  charge-sheet  in  his  hand. 

Amongst  the  row  may  stand, 
perhaps,  a  well-bred  youth  of  woe- 
begone countenance,  sentenced  to 
three  weeks'  hard  labour  for  his 
share  in  a  music-hall  brawl; 
behind  him,  possibly,  a  trained 
house-breaker  surprised  in  **  lift- 
ing" a  valuable  warehouse; 
swindlers  of  various  types,  from 
the  himible  till-clearer  to  the  ut- 
terer  of  forged  cheques ;  damagers 
of  property  ;  window  smashers ; 
knocker-wrenchers,  and  rowdies 
of  every  description  ;  defaulters  of 
fine  ;  dock  thieves ;  hawkers ; 
cadgers;  costers;  miscellaneous. 

The  list  is  now  called  over  by  a 
warder,  and  from  henceforth,  until 
he  leaves  the  gaol,  no  one  of  these 
newly-sentenced  victims  can  say 
that  he  possesses  a  name.  The 
appellation  conferred  on  him  by  his 
godfathers  and  godmothers  is  left 
behind  in  the  police-court,  dead  to 
him  for  the  term  of  his  sentence. 
Henceforth  he  is  known  to  none 
but  as  '*  Number  64,  Ward  F,*' 
or  whatever  may  be  the  vacant 
number  given  him.  When  the 
list  is  caUed,  the  nature  of  each 
man's  offence  known,  with  the 
length  of  his  sentence,  and  the 
labour  he  must  undergo,  the 
column  is  taken  in  charge  by  the 
officer  on  duty,  and  marched  to  a 
room  in  the  basement  of  the 
prison.  Here  the  twelve  criminals 
are  placed  on  a  wooden  bench; 
each  man's  property  is  taken  from 
him,  tied  up  in  a  bundle,  ticketed, 
entered  in  a  ledger,  and  placed 
away  in  a  little  locker  amongst 
hundreds  of  similar  parcels,  to  be 
kept  till  the  owner's  discharge. 

Next,  the  prisoners  are  indi- 
vidually photographed,  by  com- 
pulsion if  they  will  not  remain 
still,  and    shorn.      Each  man  is 


then  shewn  into  a  little  cell' behind 
him,  where  is  a  hot-water  bath, 
into  which,  when  stripped,  he 
must  plunge,  scrub  off  every  par- 
ticle of  the  crust  of  the  world, 
and  come  forth  a  cleanly,  shaven 
felon.  His  own  clothes  are  rolled 
up  in  a  bundle  and  taken  from 
hun,  to  be  stowed  away  with  any 
odd  property  about  his  person.  A 
prison  suit  is  then  given  him  vary- 
ing in  character  according  to  th& 
degree  of  his  crime.  A  man 
enters  the  House  of  Correction  in 
one  of  two  capacities;  either  he 
is  a  '^  misdemeanour  man,"  con- 
victed of  drunkenness,  petty 
assault,  or  disturbance,  in  which 
case  he  wears  dark  blue  ;  or  he  ia 
a  **  felon,"  convicted  of  petty  lar- 
ceny, large  robbery,  or  forgery, 
and  dressed  accordingly  in  a  suit 
of  dark  grey.  A  small  square  cap 
of  drab-coloured  calico  complete 
the  costume.  Leaving  the  bath- 
room, the  prisoners  are  again  seated 
on  the  bench  and  every  particular 
concerning  them  is  entered  in  a 
ponderous  ledger.  A  yellow  ticket 
fastened  on  the  back  denotes  the 
ward  to  which  the  prisoner  will 
belong,  whilst  a  small  "  F  "  sewn 
on  to  the  left  sleeve  signifies  that 
the  wearer  is  in  *'  quod  "  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life.  The  whole 
batch  is  scarcely  shorn,  washed, 
and  ticketed,  ready  to  enter  upon 
its  new  life,  before  another,  cast-up 
from  the  depths  of  the  van,  is 
waiting  above  for  the  shears  and 
the  tub. 

On  Friday,  when  the  Visiting 
Justice  sits,  all  reports  of  bad  con- 
duct, laziness,  misdemeanours  of 
any  description,  are  brought  before 
him.  No  warder  is  allowed  to  order 
punishment ;  he  may  only  report 
and  advise.  First  offenders  and 
youths  receive  stem  reprimand, 
and  threat  of  future  punishment. 
Older  prisoners  are  visited  other- 
wise ;  some  being  curtailed  in  diet, 
others  plac^  oivAst^^J^  vs^^  "nr^^rsh 
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•**  Black  Maria,'*  "begins  to  ply 
between  prison  and  court-house, 
laden  with  passengers  of  sin. 
Stand  in  the  little  waiting-room 
just  by  the  prison  door,  and 
watch  the  black  omnibus  dis- 
gorge its  dismal  load.  Backed 
close  up  to  the  door,  war- 
ders standing  all  round,  the 
policeman  on  the  step  behind 
imlocks  each  tiny  compartment  in 
it,  and  lets  out  the  occupants,  who 
walk  up  the  bteps,  and  are  placed 
in  single  file  just  inside  the  first 
corridor  of  the  prison.  Much 
matter  for  the  physiognomist  is 
here;  many  strange  moulds  of 
feature,  variety  of  marvellous 
expression.  Men  of  beetle  brows, 
arched  brows,  no  brows  at  all ; 
creatures  crooked-eyed,  wall-eyed, 
black-eyed,  green-eyed,  one-eyed, 
no-eyea ;  mouths  of  every  shape 
and  twist,  from  the  full  hp 
of  sensuality  and  the  hare-lip 
of  deformity  to  the  thin-drawn 
lip  of  meanness  and  avarice. 
Countenances  there  are,  open  and 
handsome,  narrow  and  hideous ; 
heads  of  bullet  shape,  pin  shape, 
walnut  shape,  monkey  shape,  and 
shape  that  it  were  difficult  to  de- 
scribe at  all.  Bed-haired,  small- 
eyed  Scotchman,  full-faced  Irish- 
man, wool-pated,  brown-skinned 
mulatto :  truly  it  is  no  respecter 
of  person  or  nation,  this  thing  we 
call  Zau^. 

When  the  van  is  emptied,  and 
prisoners  all  inside  the  corridor, 
the  great  iron-studded  doors  are 
once  more  locked  and  double- 
locked.  In  a  line  of  ten  or  a 
dozen  stand  the  new-comers — an 
unpleasant  row. 

Many  classes  of  crime  are  repre- 
sented in  that  little  string  of 
fi;aol-birds.  There  is  the  habitual 
drunkard,  blear-eyed,  sodden, 
blotchy,  who  spends,  in  short  sen- 
tences of  a  week  or  ten  days,  some 
three  months  of  the  year  in  limbo, 
dividing     the     remaining     mne 


between  the  gin-palace  and  the 
workhouse  ward.  There  is  the 
savage,  big- jawed  wife-beater, 
convicted  already  of  half-a-dozen 
brutal  assaults  upon  his  wretched 
helpmate.  There  is  the  grey- 
haired  thief  of  sixty  years,  a 
miserable  old  bungler,  who  filches 
apples  and  cabbages  from  Covent 
Gsurden,  stray  sausages  from  pork 
shops,  or  a  roll  of ,  cloth  from  the 
pawnbroker's  counter;  prowling 
around  Seven  Dials  and  Druiy 
Lane  in  the  daytime ;  slinking  by 
nieht  to  a  hot  supper  in  some 
thieves'  kitchen  in  St.  Giles,  and 
thence  to  his  home  in  a  neigh- 
bouring brothel. 

A  strange,  mysterious  existence 
is  that  of  a  low-class  professional 
thief,  a  life  that  clin^  close  to  the 
wall,  and  shuffles  along  with  its 
eyes  on  the  ground,  its  hand  ever 
in  some  one's  else  pocket.  Shiver- 
ing and  crawling  through  the 
streets  by  day,  slmking  past  the 
constable,  looldng  no  one  in  the 
face,  a  veritable  pariah  amongst 
men.  Not  ui^til  night  has  fallen 
on  the  city,  and  honest  citizens  are 
gently  snoring  in  bed,  does  his 
natural  life  commence.  See  him 
then  in  a  steaming  den,  surrounded 
by  his  foot-pad  comrades,  recount- 
ing in  cut-purse  j  argon  his  day^s  ad- 
ventures, displaying  to  villainous 
eyes  his  pilfered  spoils,  wakine  the 
filthy  slums  around  with  the  echoes 
of  his  foul  carousal.  He  loves 
this  crooked  life,  your  sneaking 
pick-pocket;  you  could  not  wean 
nim  from  it ;  he  is  the  most  irre- 
claimable vagabond  under  the  sun. 
The  prison  chaplain  reasons  with 
him,  prays  with  him,  preaches 
from  the  pulpit  at  him  in  vain ; 
he  will  not  hear  the  voice  of  the 
charmer,  charm  he  never  so  wisely. 
Tou  would  as  easily  persuade  a 
Hindu  or  a  Persian  that  it  is 
wrong  to  lie  as  convince  a  thief 
of  the  sacredness  of  his  neigh- 
\)0^«  property. 
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These  three  specimens  are  well 
known  to  the  gaolers  ;  the  inspect- 
ixig  oflicer  declares  their  names  and 
onences  almost  without  reference 
to  the  charge-sheet  in  his  hand. 

Amongst  the  row  may  stand, 
perhaps,  a  well-bred  youth  of  woe- 
begone countenance,  sentenced  to 
aaee  weeks'  hard  labour  for  his 
share  in  a  music-hall  brawl; 
behind  him,  possibly,  a  trained 
house-breaker  surprised  in  **  lift- 
ing" a  valuable  warehouse; 
swindlers  of  various  types,  from 
the  himible  till-clearer  to  the  ut- 
terer  of  forged  cheques ;  damagers 
of  property  ;  window  smashers ; 
knocker-wrenchers,  and  rowdies 
of  every  description  ;  defaulters  of 
fine  ;  dock  thieves ;  hawkers ; 
cadgers;  costers;  miscellaneous. 

^e  list  is  now  called  over  by  a 
warder,  and  from  henceforth,  until 
he  leaves  the  gaol,  no  one  of  these 
newly-sentenced  victims  can  say 
that  he  possesses  a  name.  The 
appellation  conferred  on  him  by  his 
godfathers  and  godmothers  is  left 
behind  in  the  police-court,  dead  to 
him  for  the  teim  of  his  sentence. 
Henceforth  he  is  known  to  none 
but  as  **  Number  64,  Ward  F,*' 
or  whatever  may  be  the  vacant 
number  given  him.  When  the 
list  is  called,  the  nature  of  each 
man's  offence  known,  with  the 
length  of  his  sentence,  and  the 
labour  he  must  undergo,  the 
column  is  taken  in  charge  by  the 
officer  on  duty,  and  marched  to  a 
room  in  the  basement  of  the 
prison.  Here  the  twelve  criminals 
are  placed  on  a  wooden  bench; 
each  man's  property  is  taken  from 
him,  tied  up  in  a  bundle,  ticketed, 
entered  in  a  ledger,  and  placed 
away  in  a  little  locker  amongst 
hundreds  of  similar  parcels,  to  be 
kept  till  the  owner's  discharge. 

Next,  the  prisoners  are  indi- 
vidually photographed,  by  com- 
pulsion if  they  will  not  remain 
stilly  and    shorn.      Each  man  is 


then  shewn  into  a  little  cell' behind 
him,  where  is  a  hot-water  bath, 
into  which,  when  stripped,  he 
must  plunge,  scrub  off  every  par- 
ticle of  the  crust  of  the  world, 
and  come  forth  a  cleanly,  shaven 
felon.  His  own  clothes  are  rolled 
up  in  a  bundle  and  taken  from 
him,  to  be  stowed  away  with  any 
odd  property  about  his  person.  A 
prison  suit  is  then  given  him  vary- 
ing in  character  according  to  the 
degree  of  his  crime.  A  man 
enters  the  House  of  Correction  in 
one  of  two  capacities;  either  he 
is  a  '^  misdemeanour  man,"  con- 
victed of  drunkenness,  petty 
assault,  or  disturbance,  in  which 
case  he  wears  dark  blue  ;  or  he  is 
a  **  felon,"  convicted  of  petty  lar- 
ceny, large  robbery,  or  forgery, 
and  dressed  accordingly  in  a  suit 
of  dark  grey.  A  smaD  square  cap 
of  drab -coloured  calico  completes 
the  costume.  Leaving  the  bath- 
room, the  prisoners  are  again  seated 
on  the  bench  and  everj'  particular 
concerning  them  is  entered  in  a 
ponderous  ledger.  A  yellow  ticket 
fastened  on  the  back  denotes  the 
ward  to  which  the  prisoner  will 
belong,  whilst  a  small  ''  F  "  sewn 
on  to  the  left  sleeve  signifies  that 
the  wearer  is  in  *'  quod  "  for  the 
first  lime  in  his  life.  The  whole 
batch  is  scarcely  shorn,  washed, 
and  ticketed,  ready  to  enter  upon 
its  new  life,  before  another,  cast-up 
from  the  depths  of  the  van,  is 
waiting  above  for  the  shears  and 
the  tub. 

On  Friday,  when  the  Visiting 
Justice  sits,  all  reports  of  bad  con- 
duct, laziness,  misdemeanours  of 
any  description,  are  brought  before 
him.  No  warder  is  allowed  to  order 
punishment ;  he  may  only  report 
and  advise.  First  offenders  and 
youths  receive  stem  reprimand, 
and  threat  of  future  punishment. 
Older  prisoners  are  visited  other- 
wise ;  some  being  curtailed  in  diet^ 
others  placed  on^xo^^  vs^^  ^%^«t 
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•**  Blac^k  Maria,"  begins  to  ply 
between  prison  and  court-house, 
laden  with  passengers  of  sin. 
Stand  in  the  little  waiting-room 
just  by  the  prison  door,  and 
watch  the  black  omnibus  dis- 
gorge its  dismal  load.  Backed 
dose  up  to  the  door,  war- 
ders standing  all  round,  the 
policeman  on  the  step  behind 
imlocks  each  tiny  compartment  in 
it,  and  lets  out  the  occupants,  who 
walk  up  the  bteps,  and  are  placed 
in  single  file  just  inside  the  first 
corridor  of  the  prison.  Much 
matter  for  the  physiognomist  is 
here;  many  strange  moulds  of 
feature,  variety  of  marvellouB 
expression.  Men  of  beetle  brows, 
arched  brows,  no  brows  at  all ; 
creatures  crooked-eyed,  wall-eyed, 
black-eyed,  green-eyed,  one-eyed, 
no-eyea ;  mouths  of  every  shape 
and  twist,  from  the  full  hp 
of  sensuality  and  the  hare-lip 
of  deformity  to  the  thin-drawn 
lip  of  meanness  and  avarice. 
Countenances  there  are,  open  and 
handsome,  narrow  and  hideous ; 
heads  of  bullet  shape,  pin  shape, 
walnut  shape,  monkey  shape,  and 
shape  that  it  were  difi&cult  to  de- 
scribe at  all.  Bed-haired,  small- 
eyed  Scotchman,  full-faced  Irish- 
man, wool-pated,  brown-skinned 
mulatto :  truly  it  is  no  respecter 
of  person  or  nation,  this  thing  we 
call  Law. 

When  the  van  is  emptied,  and 
prisoners  all  inside  the  corridor, 
the  greaX  iron-studded  doors  are 
once  more  locked  and  double- 
locked.  In  a  line  of  ten  or  a 
dozen  stand  the  new-comers — an 
unpleasant  row. 

Many  classes  of  crime  are  repre- 
sented in  that  little  string  of 
gaol-birds.  There  is  the  habitual 
drunkard,  blear-eyed,  sodden, 
blotchy,  who  spends,  in  short  sen- 
tences of  a  week  or  ten  days,  some 
three  months  of  the  year  in  limbo, 
dividing     the      remaining     nine 


between  the  gin-palace  and  the 
workhouse  wcu*d.  There  is  the 
savage,  big- jawed  wife-beater, 
convicted  a&eady  of  half-a-dosen 
brutal  assaults  upon  his  wretched 
helpmate.  There  is  the  grey- 
haired  thief  of  sixty  years,  a 
miserable  old  bungler,  who  filches 
apples  and  cabbages  from  Covent 
Gsurden,  stray  sausages  from  pork 
shops,  or  a  roll  of  cloth  from  the 
pawnbroker's  counter ;  prowling 
aroimd  Seven  Dials  and  Drury 
Lane  in  the  daytime ;  slinking  by 
night  to  a  hot  supper  in  some 
thieves'  kitchen  in  St.  Oiles,  and 
thence  to  his  home  in  a  neigh- 
bouring brothel. 

A  strange,  mysterious  existence 
is  that  of  a  low-class  professional 
thief,  a  life  that  clings  dose  to  the 
wall,  and  shuffles  along  with  its 
eyes  on  the  ground,  its  hand  ever 
in  some  one's  else  pocket.  Shiver- 
ing and  crawling  through  the 
streets  by  day,  shnking  past  the 
constable,  looldng  no  one  in  the 
face,  a  veritable  pariah  amongst 
men.  Not  until  night  has  fallen 
on  the  city,  and  honest  citizens  are 
gently  snoring  in  bed,  does  his 
natural  life  commence.  See  him 
then  in  a  steaming  den,  surrounded 
by  his  foot-pad  comrades,  recount- 
ing in  cut-purse  jargon  his  day's  ad* 
ventures,  displaying  to  villainous 
eyes  his  pilfered  spoils,  waking  the 
filthy  slums  around  with  the  ecnoes 
of  his  foul  carousal.  He  loves 
this  crooked  life,  your  sneaking 
pick-pocket;  you  could  not  wean 
him  from  it ;  he  is  the  most  irre- 
claimable vagabond  under  the  sun. 
The  prison  chaplain  reasons  with 
him,  prays  with  him,  preaches 
from  the  pulpit  at  him  in  vain ; 
he  will  not  hear  the  voice  of  the 
charmer,  charm  he  never  so  wisely. 
Tou  would  as  easily  persuade  a 
Hindu  or  a  Persian  that  it  is 
wrong  to  lie  as  convince  a  thief 
of  the  sacredness  of  his  neigh- 
bour's property. 


1877.] 


A  Day  in  the  Home  of  Correction. 


557 


These  three  specmiens  are  well 
known  to  the  gaolers  ;  the  inspect- 
ing oflicer  declares  their  names  and 
of^nces  almost  without  reference 
to  the  charge-sheet  in  his  hand. 

Amongst  the  row  may  stand, 
perhaps,  a  well-bred  youth  of  woe- 
begone countenance,  sentenced  to 
three  weeks'  hard  labour  for  his 
share  in  a  music-hall  brawl ; 
behind  him,  possibly,  a  trained 
house-breaker  surprised  in  ^*  lift- 
ing*' a  valuable  warehouse; 
swindlers  of  various  types,  from 
the  himible  till-clearer  to  the  ut- 
terer  of  forged  cheques ;  damagers 
of  property  ;  window  smashers ; 
knocker-wrenchers,  and  rowdies 
of  every  description  ;  defaulters  of 
fine  ;  dock  thieves ;  hawkers ; 
cadgers;  costers;  miscellaneous. 

Tne  list  is  now  called  over  by  a 
warder,  and  from  henceforth,  until 
he  leaves  the  gaol,  no  one  of  these 
newly-sentenced  victims  can  say 
that  he  possesses  a  name.  The 
appellation  conferred  on  him  by  his 

godfathers  and  godmothers  is  left 
ehind  in  the  police-court,  dead  to 
him  for  the  teim  of  his  sentence. 
Henceforth  he  is  known  to  none 
but  as  **  Number  64,  Ward  F," 
or  whatever  may  be  the  vacant 
number  given  him.  When  the 
list  is  caUed,  the  nature  of  each 
man's  offence  known,  with  the 
length  of  his  sentence,  and  the 
labour  he  must  undergo,  the 
column  is  taken  in  charge  by  the 
officer  on  duty,  and  marched  to  a 
room  in  the  basement  of  the 
prison.  Here  the  twelve  criminals 
are  placed  on  a  wooden  bench; 
each  man's  property  is  taken  from 
him,  tied  up  in  a  bundle,  ticketed, 
entered  in  a  ledger,  and  placed 
away  in  a  little  locker  amongst 
hundreds  of  similar  parcels,  to  be 
kept  till  the  owner's  discharge. 

Next,  the  prisoners  are  indi- 
vidually photographed,  by  com- 
pulsion if  they  will  not  remain 
stilly  and    shorn.      Each  man  is 


then  shewn  into  a  little  cell' behind 
him,  where  is  a  hot-water  bath, 
into  which,  when  stripped,  he 
must  plunge,  scrub  off  every  par- 
ticle of  the  crust  of  the  world, 
and  come  forth  a  cleanly,  shaven 
felon.  His  own  clothes  are  rolled 
up  in  a  bundle  and  taken  from 
him,  to  be  stowed  away  with  any 
odd  property  about  his  person.  A 
prison  suit  is  then  given  him  vary- 
ing in  character  according  to  the 
degree  of  his  crime.  A  man 
enters  the  House  of  Correction  in 
one  of  two  capacities;  either  he 
is  a  **  misdemeanour  man,"  con- 
victed of  drunkenness,  petty 
assault,  or  disturbance,  in  which 
case  he  wears  dark  blue  ;  or  he  is 
a  **  felon,"  convicted  of  petty  lar- 
ceny, large  robbery,  or  forgery, 
and  dressed  accordingly  in  a  suit 
of  dark  grey.  A  small  square  cap 
of  drab-coloured  calico  complete 
the  costume.  Leaving  the  bath- 
room, the  prisoners  are  again  seated 
on  the  bench  and  every  particidar 
concerning  them  is  entered  in  a 
ponderous  ledger.  A  yellow  ticket 
fastened  on  the  back  denotes  the 
ward  to  which  the  prisoner  will 
belong,  whilst  a  small  *'  F  "  sewn 
on  to  the  left  sleeve  signifies  that 
the  wearer  is  in  **  quod  "  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life.  The  whole 
batch  is  scarcely  shorn,  washed, 
and  ticketed,  ready  to  enter  upon 
its  new  life,  before  another,  cast-up 
from  the  depths  of  the  van,  is 
waiting  above  for  the  shears  and 
the  tu b. 

On  Friday,  when  the  Visiting 
Justice  sits,  all  reports  of  bad  con- 
duct, laziness,  misdemeanours  of 
any  description,  are  brought  before 
him.  No  warder  is  allowed  to  order 
pimishment ;  he  may  only  report 
and  advise.  First  offenders  and 
youths  receive  stem  reprimand, 
and  threat  of  future  punishment. 
Older  prisoners  are  visited  other- 
wise ;  some  bein^  curtailed  in  diet, 
others  placed  on  bread  and  water 
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regimen  for  a  number  of  days, 
many  receiving  smart  stripes  of 
the  birch-rod ;  whilst  the  most  in- 
corrigible of  all  are  sentenced  to 
three  days'  solitary  confinement  in 
the  Black  Hole.  A  prisoner  in  this 
latter  plight  is  at  once  carried  to  a 
•distant  part  of  the  gaol,  and  thrust, 
with  crust  of  bread  and  jug  of 
w^ater,  into  a  small  cell,  from  which, 
when  .the  door  is  double-locked, 
^very  possible  ray  of  light  is  exclu- 
•ded.  Here  for  the  space  of  three 
days  and  three  nights  he  is  left  in 
intensest  darkness,  to  traverse  the 
successive  stages  of  rebellion,  re- 
morse, and  penitence.  Twice  a-day 
bread  and  water  are  handed  in 
ihrough  the  barely  opened  door, 
and  once  a-day  for  fifteen  minutes 
is  he  allowed  exercise ;  such 
visionary  glimpses  of  daylight 
only  intensifying  the  Stygian 
blackness  of  his  dungeon. 

Possibly  a  sketch  of  prison  life 
woidd  be  voted  imperfect  without 
some  description  of  the  severer 
kind  of  corporal  punishment  as 
practised  on  exceptionally  disre- 
putable prisoners.  But  first  let  it 
be  clearly  understood  that  only  in 
very  peculiar  cases  is  a  man 
flogged  with  the  lash  for  an  offence 
^committed  within  the  prison  walls. 
Birched  with  a  rod  he  is  frequently, 
but  the  cat-o* -nine-tails  rarely 
leaves  its  cupboard  in  the  head 
warder's  room,  unless  for  an  out- 
side crime  of  robbery  with  violence. 
Imagine,  however,  a  man  sentenced 
to  receive  twenty-five  lashes. 
Brought  down  on  the  day  before 
his  punishment  to  a  cell  adjoining 
the  whipping-room,  he  is  left  in 
dread  suspense  for  four  and  twenty 
hours.  Koused  at  about  eight 
o'clock  the  next  morning  by  warders, 
two  or  more,  he  is  stripped  to  the 
waist.  Led  out  then,often  with  fierce, 
ineffectual  struggles,  to  the  place 
of  punishment,  the  wretched  victim 
is  confronted  by  the  Gt>vemor  and 
doctor  of  the  prison,  while  in  one 


comer,  under  charge  of  an  officer, 
stand  some  half-dozen  of  the  worst 
'*  hands,"  brought  out  to  watch 
and  take  warning  by  the  fate  of 
their  comrade.  "  You  will  receive 
your  punishment,  sir,"  says  the 
Governor.  Quickly  the  prisoner's 
legs  and  arms  are  stretched  wide 
apart,  and  he  is  fast  bound  to  the 
triangles ;  there  is  the  adminis- 
trator, whip  in  hand,  sleeves  tucked 
up,  standing  by.  *'  Do  your  duty, 
warder,"  says  the  GK)vemor. 

There  is  swift  vision  of  whirling 
**  cat,"  nine  dull,  plum-coloured 
stripes,  and  a  yell  as  of  laboured 
agony. 

Taken  down,  the  man  is  led  or 
carried  to  the  infirmary,  and  there 
handed  over  to  the  sick-room 
warders,  who  proceed  to  dress  the 
wounded  back  by  smart  applica- 
tion of  vinegar  lotion,  followed  by 
a  plaster  of  white  zinc,  and  in  a 
few  days  the  cuts  are  completely 
healed. 

Strange  to  say,  but  little  blood 
is  shed,  flogging  being  entirely  a 
matter  of  skill,  not  of  strength. 
None  the  less  is  the  punishment 
one  of  terrible  severity — sickening 
to  the  looker-on,  painful  to  the 
executioner,  agonising  to  the  wret- 
ched sufferer.  I  spoke  once  with  a 
man  who  had  been  flogged,  and 
I  verily  believe  he  would  rather 
be  hung  than  imdergo  the  torture 
again.  In  the  police-courts  you 
may  sometimes  see  a  prisoner  on 
trial  for  assault  stretch  over  the 
dock  and  whisper  hoarsely  to  his 
counsel,  **  Master,  do  you  think  I 
shall  get  a  bashing?"  and  when 
sentenced,  implore  the  magistrate 
to  add  five  years  to  his  sentence 
and  let  him  off  the  dreaded  flog- 
ging. And  even  in  the  presence  of 
his  cut-throat  associates,  a  certain 
sense  of  shame  seems  to  cling  to 
the  felon  who  has  carried  on  his 
hide  the  marks  of  the  modem 
representative  of  ^' forty  stripes 
save  one." 
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The  "cat"  itself  is  a  simple 
•contrivance,  an  oaken  handle  about 
'eighteen  inches  in  len^h,  to  which 
are  attached  nine  hard,  thin  lashes 
of  knotted  whipcord.  The  present 
•executioner  (not  altogether  en- 
amoured of  this  portion  of  his 
duty)  is  an  ex-farrier  of  the  army. 
Within  the  last  ten  or  twelve  years 
only  three  such  whippings  have 
been  administered  in  the  House  of 
CJorrection,  flogging  being  now 
usually  carried  out  at  Newgate. 

But  let  it  not  be  thou^t  that 
this  strange  felon  existence  is  one 
unending  round  of  blank  forlom- 
ness.  Not  only  are  the  men  zea- 
lously cared  for  in  a  mass,  but  the 
wants  of  each  individual  prisoner 
receive  strict,  even  kind  attention. 
Would  that  the  semi- criminal  poor, 
ostracised  from  general  sympathy 
as  much  in  their  remote  slums  as 
the  felon  in  his  cell,  could  be  as 
well  looked  after  as  the  passed-mas- 
i^ers  in  crime.  Among  so  many 
hardened  scamps  there  is  abun- 
•dance  of  "shamming"  sick.  "Lord 
bless  you,  sir,  if  the  doctor  wasn't 
smart  the  infirmary  would  be  chock 
full  all  the  year  round."  But  when 
a  man  is  really  down  the  best  pos- 
sible treatment  is  used  to  set  aim 
on  his  legs  ag^in.  The  felon's  life 
here,  in  fact,  is  largely  reg^ated 
by  himself.  Each  man  must  serve 
his  term  upon  the  tread-mill  and  in 
the  oakum  shed,but  cat-o'nine-tails, 
birch  rod,  and  Black  Hole  are  only 
for  the  wilfully  disobedient.  Every 
prisoner  knows  the  rules  to  which 
he  individually  must  conform,  and 
ihe  nature  and  amount  of  work 
•expected  from  him  in  a  day.  Quiet 
•obedience  to  commands  earns  the 
good  favour  of  the  warders,  and 
uiis  in  itself  is  by  no  means  a  des- 
picable possession. 

He  may  gain  his  little  premium 
too,  your  dumb,  gprey-garbed  felon. 
Three  months'  freedom  from  re- 
port entitles  a  man  to  wear  on  his 
light  arn  a  tiny  red  star  which  at 


the  end  of  his  term  brings  him  a 
reward  of  half-a-crown.  As  two 
years  is  an  outside  sentence  here, 
no  prisoner  can  obtain  more  than 
eignt  stars;  but  many  a  man 
alive  has  become  a  millionaire 
from  an  original  floating  capital  of 
less  than  twenty  shillings. 

It  may  interest  Irish  readers  to 
learn  that  their  countrymen  figure 
here  in  the  ratio  of  one  to  about 
ten  or  eleven  Englishmen,  and  that 
there  are  at  present  in  the  gaol 
some  hundred  and  sixty  or  seventy 
prisoners  claiming  enviable  na- 
tionality with    Mr.    Biggar. 

In  general  the  men's  health  is  re- 
markably good  ;  plenty  of  vacant 
beds  maybe  found  in  the  infirmary, 
and  deaths  are  not  more  than 
twenty  or  twenty-five  in  the  course 
of  a  year.  There  is  no  burying- 
ground  attached  to  the  prison ;  of 
any  felon  who  dies,  his  friends 
may  claim  the  shell,  or  body ; 
otherwise,  screwed  in  a  case  of 
deal,  he  is  committed  to  the  dust 
of  a  distant  cemetery. 

The  custodians,  keepers,  or 
warders,  of  this  gre&t  city  of  mis- 
fortune are  a  grim,  weU-ordered 
body.  Old  army  men,  many  of 
them,  trained  in  the  school  of 
blind  obedience  to  the  word  of 
command,  they  bring  to  bear  upon 
their  arduous  duties  the  well- 
tried  experience  of  years.  There 
is  about  each  one  of  them  an  im 
pressiveness,  a  fixed  solidity,  be- 
gotten of  complete  self-possession 
and  long  habit  of  power.  In  his 
ward,  in  his  workshop,  the  officer 
is  supreme  ;  no  one  questions  his 
orders,  no  one  dares  disobey  him. 
Naturally  enough,  these  men  are 
not  popular  among  the  prisoners, 
but  nothing  of  dislme  is  outwardly 
shewn,  and  for  the  most  part 
grudges  and  enmities  cherished  by 
a  man  against  his  officer  are 
utterly  un&unded.  The  warders 
are  bound  to  keep  order  and 
silence,  and  the  men  find  it  best 
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to  obey  them  quietly.  **  Stark  he 
was/'  says  an  old  historian^  of 
William  the  Conqueror,  **tomen 
that  withstood  him.  If  a  man 
would  live,  need  it  were  he  followed 
the  master's  will." 

Beyond  all  else  we  would  most 
strongly  insist  upon  the  falsity  of 
ideas  that  associate  the  term 
"  House  of  Correction  "  with  a 
building  dark,  dismal,  and  dirty. 
Of  the  prison  itself  no  feature  is 
so  persistently  prominent  as  its 
intense,  dazzling  cleanliness.  Every 
oell,  every  corridor,  every  step  of 
every  stcurcase  within  the  gaol; 
every  flag  and  paving  stone  in  the 
grounds  without,  is  dusted,  swept, 
and  scrubbed  till  it  would  not  oe 
easy  to  lay  one's  finger  on  a  speck 
of  dust.  Every  dav  men  are  told 
off  on  cleaning  duty,  and  fre- 
quently, on  turning  a  comer,  you 
stumble  over  a  prisoner  on  all 
fours,  washing  and  scrubbing  as 
for  bare  life.  Cells  and  rooms  are 
lofty  and  bright,  well  warmed  in 
winter,  cooler  and  healthier  than 
most  dwelling  houses  in  summer. 
Glistening  with  cleanliness  are  the 
in  mugs  in  the  kitchen  below ; 


bright  with  much  rubbing  is  th» 
hufi^e  patent  ''ranffe." 

At  a  quarter  to  five  the  prisoners 
leave  work  again,  are  marshalled 
and  filed  as  before ;   walk  or  trot 
round  for  fifteen  minutes,  and  are 
sent   to  final  supper— cocoa  and 
bread     for    the    nirst-class     men, 
''skilly"  and  bread  for  the  rest. 
After  supper,   the  several  wards- 
are  eot  together ;  to  each  man  is 
handed  a  poimd  of  rope  which  he 
must  pick  into  oakum  before  the 
gas    is    turned    out.     Down    the 
length  of  the  great  wards  little 
cells    are    stancung    open;     each 
prisoner,  as  he  reaches  his  own, 
steps  in,  and  the  spring  lock  is 
turned  on  him.     At  nine  o'clock 
the  gas  is  put  out,  a  second  lock 
turned    on    every  cell;    felonious 
brain  and  body  of    felony    may 
enjoy  the  g^  of  sleep  for  eight 
hours  and  a-half — sleep   that  like 
rain  falls  on  just  and  unjust  alike. 
Warders  on  duty  shoulder  musket 
and  bayonet;  night  watches  are  set; 
dim   solitude    and  sentinels   hold 
quiet  possession  of  the  sleeping  gaoL 

In  such  rigid  monotony  as  this 
wags  the  great  world  of  crime. 

TioHE  Hopkins. 
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It  has  been  affirmed  that  *^  for  a 
journalist  to  be  a  poet,  in  any 
worthy  sense,  is  simply  impos- 
sible." And  the  allegation  is  not 
without  truth,  though  we  dare  not 
49ay  that  anything  in  creation  is 
*  *  simply  impossible. ' '  The  reason 
why  journalism  is  a  more  dan- 
gerous foe  to  poetry  than  any  other 
labour  of  a  plodding  kind  is  that 
it  uses  up  the  intellectual  machinery, 
which  should  be  ever  ready  and 
unwearied  at  the  call  of  poetic 
amotion.  Literary  journey-work 
disposes  the  mind  into  a  certain 
familiar  attitude  towards  vulgar 
■and  uninspiring  surroundings,  and 
compels  it  to  be  on  the  constant 
look-out  for  elements  that  can  be 
pressed  into  the  service  of  the  day. 
Poetry,  on  the  other  hand,  requires 
a  mirror  imsullied  by  the  unquiet 
breath  of  minor  excitements,  and 
ready  to  receive  the  calmer  reflec- 
tions of  the  higher  ideality  when- 
soever its  light  flashes  into  the 
inner  shrine. 

To  resume  the  personal  thread 
of  our  former  papers,  we  left  our 
subject  on  the  eve  of  departure 
from  Guernsey,  where  he  had  spent 
five  years  in  comparative  tranquil- 
lity and  happiness.  During  the 
last  year  of  his  stay  in  the  Norman 
isle,  he  printed  his  first  volume  of 
<x>llectea  verse,  which  he  entitled 
'*  Idyls  and  Ehymes,"  and  dedi- 
cated "  to  my  little  daughter, 
Minna  Mabel  Collins."  The 
Tolume  was  published  in  Dublin, 
at  the  office  of  the  then  publisher 
d  the  magazine  in  which  we  write. 


The  Unvm'Btty  reviewed  the  book 
as  the  production  of  ''one  of  our 
own  especial  fosterlings,"  and  dis- 
coursed with  anima^on  of  the 
author  and  his  work,  describing 
the  contents  of  the  little  volume 
as  "fine,  rich,  musical  lyrics, 
which  he  seems  to  throw  off  from 
his  heart  as  lightly  as  the  thrush 
flings  out  her  song  from  her  full 
throat."  But  the  reviewer  notices 
''  with  regret  that  the  author  has 
left  out  of  the  present  coUeotion 
some  of  the  finest  poems  which  he 
has  written."  By  some  strange 
fatality,  a  similar  inability  of 
selection  has  characterised  each 
subsequent  gathering  of  the  au- 
thor's verse.  In  a  complete  volume 
he  has  never  been  shewn  at  his 
best.  He  appears  to  have  been 
unable  to  estimate  his  own  work, 
and  the  influence  of  the  flrst  person 
at  hand,  or  a  passing  compliment 
paid  to  a  bit  of  sprlghuy,  bantering 
verse  would  make  hun  bring  it 
forward  to  the  exclusion  of  his 
better  work. 

OoUins  left  Guernsey  early  in 
1856,  at  which  date  he  was  attaining 
what  in  most  cases  are  reckoned 
years  of  disoretian,  being  twenty- 
eight 

Bat  wherefore  one's  age  be  revealing? 

Leave  that  to  the  registry  books ; 
A  man  is  as  old  as  he's  f  eeUag ; 

A  woman  as  old  as  she  loou. 

«  «  «      •    «  « 

Whom  the   gods  love,  die  young — 
for  this  reason 
Theyeannot  grow  old. 

^The  beaatifol  new  reading  of  ait 
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old  proverb  conveyed  in  the  last 
line  may  be  conBtrued  in  a  doable 
sense.  Mortimer  Collins  retained 
his  happy  unweariness  of  spirit 
throufi^h  '  many  difficulties  and 
troubles;  but  with  that  pleasant 
characteristic  went  the  fact  that  in 
some  respects  he  was  never  more 
than  an  irresponsible  "  big  boy." 
This  peculiarity,  no  doubt,  helped 
him  into  many  of  the  said  diffi- 
culties and  troubles,  from  which 
his  philosophic  cheerfulness  had 
mucn  ado  in  helping  him  to  emerge 
into  his  happy  poetry  again.  The 
phrenolog^ts  would  have  had  to 
add  to  their  nomenclature  if  they 
studied  his  head ;  there  must  have 
been  there  the  bump  of  the 
happy-go-lucky. 

lofe  in  England  began  with  an 
attempt  to  buy  a  paper  in  Shrews- 
bury ;   but    the    negotiations  fell 
through,  with  no  result  but  the 
waste  of  a  little  time  and  money. 
Thence  he  journeyed  to  Leaming- 
ton, where  he  took  a  bold  step  for 
one  of  very  nominal  capital — start- 
ing a  journal  of  his  own.      In 
addition  to  his  contributions,  still 
continued,  to  the  Dublin  University 
Afaga%iney    he    was    at  this  time 
becoming  known  in  a  field  of  what 
may  be  described  as  poetic  politics. 
A    little    sixpenny    journal    was 
established   in    London  in    1856, 
devoted  to  an  idealistic  school  of 
young    Tories.        This  was    The 
Idler  J    which    the  Athenaum    de- 
scribed as  **  written  by  a  number 
of  very  clever  young  men."    These 
brilliant  exponents   of   the    dulce 
est  desipere  were  James  Hannay, 
Blanchard  Jerrold,  Walter  Thorn- 
bury,  Sutherland  Edwards,  Wil- 
liam Allingham,  J.  Cordy  Jeaffre- 
son,    T.    £.    Kebbel,     Mortimer 
Collins,  and  a  few  others.    Their 
motto  was  Strenua  nos  exercet  inertia; 
but  some  of  them  have  had  to 
leave  the  pleasant  inertia  of  *'  The 
Idler"    behind,     and     are    now 
strenuously  busy  without  pretence 


of  joyful  idleness.  This  is  a 
sparkle  from  one  of  their  Am- 
brosian  Nights : — 

The  sky  \b  a  drinking  cup, 

That  was  overturned  of  old, 
And  it  pours  in  the  eyes  of  men 

Its  wine  of  aery  gold. 
We  drink  that  wine  all  day, 

Till  the  last  drop  is  drained  up, 
And  are  lighted  off  to  bed 

By  the  jewels  in  the  cup. 

We  are  not  sure  which  of    the 
poetic  idlers  may  claim  the  author- 
ship of  this  pretty  conceit.     Alas, 
poor  **  Idler  " !  the  busy  crowd  would 
none  of    him,  and  he  was  soon 
bidden  move  on  into  empty  space. 
The  Leamington  Mercury  was  a 
daring  attempt.     The  localiiy  waa 
fairly  well  supplied  with    news- 
papers, of  a  somewhat  sober  type. 
The  Mercury  leaped  among  Ihem 
lance  in  hand,  and  stirred  them  up 
more  than  a  little.    The  history  of 
a  journal  contains  incidents  of  a 
volatile  and  evanescent  kind,  but 
like  that  of  a  man  ''it  may,"  as 
an  old  writer  says  of  biography, 
''  be  regarded  as  presenting    us 
with  a  variety  of  events  that,  like 
experiments    in     natural    philo- 
sophy, may  become  the  materiala 
from  which    general   truths  and 
principles  are  to  be  drawn."     The 
first  necessity  in  establishing   a 
journal  is,   apparently,   to  realise 
most  fully  that,  unless  by  some 
lucky  chance,  it  will  not  succeed, 
save  by  expenditure  of    capital, 
and  persistent  plodding ;  ana  the 
more    brilliant    the    ffenius    that 
launches  it,  the  less  likely  it  ia 
to  gain  any  lasting  hold  upon  the 
average  classes,  who  don't  under- 
stand   brilliancy,   and    form    the 
bulk  of    every  commimity.    The 
journal  that  ^^must  pay"  is  doomed 
already ;    the    gap    between    the 
enthusiasm  of  a  new  idea  and  the 
requirements  of  an  ordinaiy  m>- 
vincial  public  is  too  g^reat.     The 
story    of    the    poor    dergyman'a 
sermon  is  the  most  instruotivQf  we 
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know  as  ree^ards  expectation  and 
reality.  Living  in  an  obscure 
parish,  lie  pleased  his  congregation 
with  a  sermon  so  much  inat  a 
voice  arose  among  them  that  it 
ought  to  be  printed.  The  clergy- 
man was  dehghted ;  popular  feel- 
ing p'ew  warmer  still  with  his 
deught ;  pastor  and  parish  had 
each  made  a  hit  and  pleased  the 
other.  So  our  g^od  preacher 
journeys  to  a  large  town  to  find  a 
printer  adequate  to  the  occasion. 
He  is  asked  how  many  copies  he 
would  wish  to  have,  and  is  there- 
upon drawn  to  calculate.  So  many 
thousands  he  reckons  for  hiis 
parish  and  its  vicinity;  the  parish- 
ioners would  no  doubt  like  to  send 
copies  to  their  friends.  Then  as  to 
the  outside  world  ;  surely  a  single 
copy,  or  perhaps  two,  would  sell 
in  every  other  parish;  and  th^ 
number  of  pari&es  is  so  many. 
Why,  the  printor  might  safely 
venture  on  about  thirty-five  thou- 
sand copies.  So  the  order  was 
booked,  and  in  due  time  the 
important  sermon  appeared  in 
suitable  typographic  form.  Three 
months  afterwards,  when  reason- 
able time  had  been  allowed  for 
sale,  the  account  came  in.  It 
amounted,  after  allowing  for  sales, 
to  a  net  sum  of  sever^  hundred 
pounds.  The  good  clergyman  was 
in  amaze.  He  could  not  under- 
stand such  a  bill,  and  went  to  the 
printer  with  tears  in  his  eyes  and 
a  sad  confession  of  poverty. 
"  That  was  the  order  given,"  said 
the  printer ;  but  he  soon  relented, 
and  produced  another  bill,  shewing 
fifty  copies  of  the  sermon  printed, 
thirty-seven  sold,  and  a  profit  to 
the  author  of  a  few  shillings. 

The  projector  of  ih.e  Zeamin^ton 
Mercury  may  not  have  been  quite 
so  foolish,  but  he  was  quite  as 
reckless.  It  was,  of  course, 
necessaiT  to  start  a  paper  under 
respectable  auspices;  so  a  good 
house  was  taken  in  Leamin^^n, 


and  filled  with  hired  furniture. 
The  tradesmen  saw  a  man  of 
means  with  an  amiable  hobby,  as 
they  thought,  and  the  Leamington 
Mercury  entered  the  world  with 
very  good  credit.  Here  is  its  raieon 
d^iire^  as  given  in  its  first  leader, 
June  26,  1856  :— 

'^  There  is  no  pleasanter  town  than 
Leaxnington  in  England.  Its  villas 
are  peifect  in  all  modem  appoint- 
ments; its  gardens  equal  to  Fairy- 
land ;  its  river  safe,  yet  picturesque  ; 
its  police  and  municipal  arrangements 
admirable ;  its  shops  and  warerooms 
Metropolitan  ;  its  mineral  waters  very 
salutary,  and  not  very  disagreeable ; 
its  Ubraries  and  reading-rooms  most 
comfortable  ;  its  chess  club  satis- 
factory ;  its  college  a  first-rate  estab- 
lishment ;  its  gaieties  neither  too 
stagnant  nor  too  turbulent ;  its  society 
exceedingly  refined.  One  of  the  few 
things  it  wants  \b  a  good  newspaper, 
and  that  we  intend  to  supply. 

A  town  like  Leamington,  which 
annually  feels  the  flow  and  ebb  of  the 
ever -increasing  tide  of  Faihion,  and 
whose  claims  as  a  place  of  permanent 
residence  are  now  becoming  univer- 
sally known,  appears  the  best  place 
possible  in  which  to  establish  a  new 
paper,  aiming  to  take  a  higher  posi- 
tion than  the  common  run  of  journals. 
Local  information  is  a  necessity ;  and 
we  shall  strive  to  make  our  local 
information  complete  in  all  respects. 
Literature  is  a  luxury ;  what  other 
luxury  of  life  is  unattainable  in 
Leamington?'' 

Then  comes  in  ito  place  the 
business  notice : — 

''  The  LefMwnqton  Mercury  being  a 
newspaper  specially  intended  for  the 
Intellectual  Classes,  it  is  obvious 
that  it  will  be  an  Advertising  Medium 
of  the  first  order." 

We  don't  quite  see  the  loffic  of 
this,  and  would  recommend  niture 
poetic  founders  to  turn  rather  to 
purse  than  brains  in  their  buainess' 
appeal.  And  there  is  no  ''  respeot- 
f ully  "  in  it.  Eveiy  business  <£)cu- 
ment  should  contain  the  word 
''respectful'';  there  is  a  natural 
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awe  in  proper  pelisons  when  tilt- 
ing of  what  concerns  the  pocket. 

In  number  two    the    editorial 
cock  begins  to  crow : — 

"  We  are  perfectly  tatisfied  with 
the  BuoceM  attained  in  our  present 
temporary  form.      For  many  years  a 
political  and  literary   journal — with 
higher  aims  than  belong  to  provincial 
journals  generally— has  been  a  great 
desideratum    with    the    intellectual 
classes  in  Leamington.      This  want 
the  Mercury  is  published  to  supply ; 
and   when  the  arrangements  of  our 
office  are  complete— and  the  size  of 
our  paper  doubled,  so  that  those  who 
require  quantity  as  well  as  quality 
rnvkj  also  be  satisfied — we  shall  have  a 
claim    on    all    classes    of    readers. 
Already  we  hare  had  ample  assurance 
of  a  favourable  verdict. 

To  such  of  our  subscribers  and 
agents  as  were  not  punctually  served 
on  Thursday  last  we  now  apologise  ; 
the  delay  arose  from  the  crassitude  of 
a  distributor." 

The  editor  and  proprietor  could 
provide  brilliancy  of  matter,  but 
of  the  manner  in  which  his  bantling 
should  reach  the  '' many-headed 
pig "  (as  a  well-known  lady 
novelist  styles  the  public)  he 
could  not  be  so  confident. 

^e  new  arrival  soon  began  to 
look  around  for  the  weak  places 
in  the  armour  of  his  rivals.  Li 
his  second  issue  he  has  found  one 
in  the  fact,  common  enough  now, 
of  one  of  the  journals  being  mostly 
printed  in  London,  and  made  up  of 
general  news  common  to  it  and 
others  of  its  provincial  brethren, 
a  pa^^e  bein^  left  blank  to  be  filled 
in  with  local  matter. 

''It  is  to  be  hoped,"  said  the  new 
editor,  d  propoi  of  the  older  jour- 
xial,  "  that  Uie  train  may  not  fail 
duly  to  bring  its  supply.  To 
publish  three-fourths  6r  the  paper 
blank  mij^t  induce  some  oitter 
wit  to  «ay  t&at  it  realised  its  tide, 
and  mirrMd  its  editor's  intellec- 
tual capacity."  Seme  further 
stinging  rcimarks  on  this  mtem 


follow,  and  evoked  from  the 
County  Mirror  the  foUovring  not 
very  grammatical  rejoinder : — 

"To  he,  or  they,  whom  it  may  con- 
cern. 

" '  Those  who  live  in  glass  houses 
should  never  throw  stones '  is  an  old 
••ying,  and  a  very  applicable  one  to 
a  threepenny  contemporary,  ushered 
into  existence  but  ten  days    since. 
The  younker,  though  'specially  in- 
tended for  the  Intellectual  Classes '(f) 
has  belied  itself  by  descending,  on 
Thursday  last,  to  a  most  uncalled-for 
attack  upon    a  series    of   new  and 
cheap  papers,  ourselves  included  ;  an 
attack  not  only  unjust,  but  at  once 
revealing  the  natural  pugnacious  dis- 
position of    the    self-ooneeited    and 
doubtful  contributor  from  whom  it 
emanates.     A  few  short  montha  will 
probably    reveal,  antecedents,    and 
witness  a  stinging  close  that  very  few 
hoodwinked  partisana,  now   opposed 
to  us,  little  dream  of.     *  Let  he  that 
thinketh  he  standeth  take  heed  lest 
he  fall.*" 

This  was  very  dignified  and  su- 
perior, and.  unfortunately,  rather 
prophetic.  *'To  tell  men  plairly 
an  unpleasant  truth,"  remarks  the 
editor  of  the  Leamington  Mercury, 
"which  is  the  amount  of  our 
offence  in  the  case  of  the  County 
Mirror,  too  often  makes  them 
angry.  Our  rhythmical  friend, 
Mr.  Mauleverer,   has  thought  it 

worthwhile  to  retaliate  in  kind: " 

Sir  Guy  Deloraine, 
A  young  gentleman  vain 
Of  his  nous  (which  was  small)  and  his 

face  (which  was  plain), 
Gave  up  his  amusements  more  genial 

and  hearty. 

And  lost  lots  of  money  at  loo  and 
icarti; 

Then,  assigning  his  lands  to  his  prin- 
cipal creditor. 

Became  (how  I  pity  the  fellow !)  an 
Bditor ! 

Used  his  brain  ('twas  by  no  meaiiiihe 

largest  of  kernels) 
In  starting  a   couple  of  ,  nromirinff 
.     journals—  n» 

Onea  ViiUofe Lid,  rather  poor  and 
'piratical ; 
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The  other  a  MirroTf  by  no  means 

grammatical. 
And  from  that  day  to  this  (say  his- 
torians wise) 
*  Those  papers  have  always  been  man* 

aged  by  Ouys ; 
And  the  rao^  has  gone  on  getting 

better  so  fast 
That  each  one  was  a  much  greater 

Chiy  than  the  last, 

Which  renders,  I  guess, 
The  hebdomadal  mebs 
Of  whoever  may  read  them  by  no 

means  a  pleasant  one  ; 
For  fancy  a  much  greater  Gut  than 

the  present  one ! 

The  fight  was  now  begun  in  eood 
earnest,  and  experienced  editors 
have  allowed  that  Mortimer  Oollins 
inaugurated  a  new  and  lively  era 
in  provincial  journalism.  It  may 
not  be  a  very  meritorious  pro- 
ceeding to  make  sparkling;  personal 
attacks  upon  the  foibles  of  fat 
town  councillors  or  selfish,  sheepish 
dignitaries;  but  the K&<i^y ^&8 ^s 
place  in  nature,  and  there  is  a 
heavy  and  respectable  dulness  in 
some  provincial  regions  that  might 
without  much  injury  be  teased  into 
animation  and  more  vigorous  life. 

Probably  in  his  plan  of  the 
Mercury  Mortimer  Collins  had  in 
view  a  rather  French  idea  of  a 
newspaper.  From  an  essay  of  his 
of  several  years  previous  to  this 
time,  we  learn  that  ''the  first 
magazine  of  light  literature  was 
started  in  Paris  about  1650,  and 
was  yclept  Ze  M&rcure  Oalant.  It 
acquired  considerable  notoriety, 
and  was  attacked,  as  all  things  are 
that  are  beyond  mediocrity.  JBour- 
sault  has  a  play  founded  on  his 
hero  becoming  editor  of  this  paper 
for  the  purpose  of  intrigue."  Then 
follow  some  lines  in  French  from 
the  mouth  of  one  of  the  characters, 
which  we  roughly  English : — 

The  Mercury  great  excellencies  shews. 
There  find  we  fables,  histories,  verse^ 

and  prose. 
Fights,  sieges,  tnals,  deaths,  marriage 

and  sport. 


News  of   the  provinces  and  news  of 

Conrt. 
Ne'er  was  book  wanted  more,  as  onr 

taste  goes. 

The  LeamingUm  Mercury  included 
most,  if  not  all,  of  these  varieties ; 
of  sieges  (of  other  newspapers^, 
fights,  fables,  and  verse  there  is 
certainly  no  lack.  And  we  find, 
in  addition,  ''  Al^braic  adver- 
saria," chess  ''skolia,"  a  romance, 
notes  on  decimal  coinage,  hints  on 
cryptography,  and  epig^rammatio 
saKies  of  arecherehi  kind,  and  to  the 
generality,  no  doubt,  rather  of  the 
nature  of  caviare  than  customary 
or  wholesome  pudding. 

Even  the  police  reports  were 
evidently  done  by  the  same  hand 
that  penned  the  leaders  and  the 
poems ;  for  who  else,  indeed,  would 
ever  have  thought  of  commencing 
an  ordinary  report  of  a  trial  for 
stealing  grapes  by  an  anecdote  of 
how  Briflat-Savarin,  when  offered 
grapes  at  dessert,  replied,  ''Thank 
you,  I  don't  take  my  wine  inpilU  "? 
"  Some  people,"  says  this  quaint 
reporter,  "  differ  from  the  prince 
of  epicures." 

The  one  thing  lacking  was  the 
practical  element,  as  humorously 
pointed  out  in  a  real  or  supposed 
"Letter  from  a  London  Man  of 
Letters  ": — 

"  Dear ,  I  have  been  for  some 

days  alive  to  the  fact  of  my  behaving 
without  due  courtesy  in  not  acknow- 
ledging the  receipt  of  your  first 
periodical  bantling.  I  will  now 
redeem  my  character,  and  make  a  few 
j  udicious  remarks  on  yo\w  paper. 

Firstly,  it  is  good  ....  But 
you  must  enlarge  it,  so  as  to  give  a 
larger  dish  for  the  'practical  people.' 
At  present  you  have  not  had  one 
solitary  allusion  to  that  '  wonderfully 
enormous  gooseberry  which  our  re- 
spected neighbour,  Mr.  Spring,  of 
Hogget  Hill,  picked  last  week  from 
one  of  his  bushes  ; '  nor  have  you 
announced  to  your  readers  the  death, 
by  the  gun  of  a  gamekeeper,  of  a 
yellow-hammer  with  a  red  tail,  as  it 
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«    «    «    « 


was  flying  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Sandy  PotU.  I  am  glad  to  see  yeu 
have  a  good  stock  of  advertisements — 
all  of  them,  doubtless,  paying  ones,  as 
far  as  '  the  office '  is  concerned,  espe- 
cially that  of  Mr.  Mortimer  Collinses 
'Idyls  and  Rhymes';  for  of  course 
Mr.  C.  the  poet  is  a  liberal  paymaster. 
.  .  .  But  to  drop  this  ^ppant  and 
unworthy  tone,  I  am  sure,  if  you  can 
keep  up  the  '  belles-lettres  '  part  as 
you  hare  begun,  and  if  you  add 
thereto  a  sheet  of  Tulgar  material, 

?our  success  is  certain, 
ours,  * 

The  week  followiiig  the  trumpet 
is  deftly  blown : — 

''The  Leamington  Mercury  has 
caused  a  sensation  in  Leamington. 
Why?  It  is  cheap,  where  extreme 
deamess  was  the  rule :  it  has  some 
common  sense,  which  contrasts  favour- 
ably with  the  intense  crassitude  of  its 
rivals :  it  Is  independent,  which  people 
prefer  to  the  toadyism  they  have  been 
accustomed  to.  Wherefore,  we  have 
'  caused  a  sensation  ;  *  and  advertisers 
and  subscribers  may  like  to  know 
that  our  circulation  has  reached  one 
tiiousandf  and  is  daily  increasing.  So 
great  was  the  demand  last  week  that 
we  were  compelled  to  go  to  press 
again  on  Friday  morning  ;  and  the 
second  edition  then  printed  is  entirely 
exhausted.*' 

As  the  Mercury f  which  began  as 
a  threepenny  paper,  was  reduced 
to  a  penny,  this  proud  circulation 
of  1,000  brought  in  more  glory 
than  reward. 

The  following  is  a  sample  of  the 
leader- writing  of  the  Mercury : — 

"Men  are  learning  all  their  lives. 
All  the  course  of  things — the  great 
network  of  circumstance  which  sur- 
rounds us^-operates  in  the  way  of 
instruction.  We  are  all  the  alumni 
of  Time,  and  can  testify  his  efficiency 
as  a  coach.  There  is  nothing  less 
true  than  the  notion  which  confines 
education  to  the  days  of  youth 
merely." 

Excellent  spiritual  philosophy, 
this.;  but  most  readers  of  a  pro- 
T2i2cial  newspaper  would  hunger 


rather  for  an  analysis  of  the  state 
of  trade  or  a  protest  against  the 
heaviness  of  the  local  rates.  Per- 
haps Leamington,  being  a  fashion-  , 
able  resort,  might  afiPora  readers  of 
a  different  quality;  but  would 
they  be  likely  to  be  found  in 
numbers  sufficient  to  pay  more 
than  a  thousand  pennies  a  week  ? 
Here  is  a  specimen  of  the  squib  • 
writing  of  the  versatile  Mercury. 
The  **Acer"  of  the  piece  is  be- 
lieved to  have  been  one  of  two 
brothers,  proprietors  of  an  oppo- 
sition journal,  with  the  En^sh 
equivalent  of  the  Latin  epithet  for 
surname.  The  scene  is  the  eianee* 
room  of  a  pseudo-spiritual  me- 
dium. There  is  a  touch  of  Aristo- 
phanic  reminiscence  in  the  second 
stanza : — 

"  Acer  enters  the  Medium's  recep- 
tion-room with  considerable  reluctance, 
being  pushed  violently  in  by  Messrs. 
Rubric  and  Snuffles.  The  said 
Medium,  a  magnificent  old  lady,  is 
enthroned  in  an  armchair  covered 
with  crimson  velvet.  She  is  prophe- 
cying : — 

Medium. 
Mr.  Haynes  in  sweet  and  silver  tone 

asked  luck  for  little  Milverton — 
Ah  !  the  fates  are  unpropitious  to  my 

good  friend,  Mr.  Haynes. 
Mr.  Ballard  in  a  thrilling  tune  asked 

the  luck  for  Lillingtoii — 
He'll  get  a  heavy  rate  on  his  houses 

for  his  pains. 

Acer.  What's  all  this  ? 

Skxtfflbs.  Oh,  the  Spirits  always 
make  the  mediums  talk  in  verse  ;  it's 
the  fashion  in  the  other  world. 

Acer.  Egad,  I  shall  never  be  able 
to  do  it  when  1  get  there. 

Medium. 
You  are  very  welcome,  gentlemen.  In 

high  prophetic  fury  here 
I  sit  and  utter  oracles  at  half-a-crown 

a  piece. 
Tou  want  to  know  the  future  of  that 

dull  affair,  the  Courier ^ 
For  you  find  its  circulation  is  begin- 
ning to  decrease." 
♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

Some  personalities  follow,  of   no 
present  interest. 
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"AcBR.  We  may  as  well  have 
tomething  more  for  our  seven-aud-six 
than  all  that  abuse.  Old  lady,  aak 
one  of  your  spirits  to  rap  the  number 
of  years  the  Courier  will  last. 
(Two  raps  were  heard.) 
Skufflbs.  Now  the  Mercury, 

(Rapping  began  at  once,  and  grew 
louder  and  louder,  until  it  cbove 
everybody  out  of  the  house,  and 
roused  up  the  neighbourhood.  It 
had  not  ceased  at  midnight  yesterday, 
when  we  went  to  press.)" 

The  witch  no  doubt  had  the  best 
intentions  in  the  world,  but  the 
prophecy  went  by  very  contraries, 
lor  the  Courier  is  alive  yet,  while 
the  Mercury — did  it  die  within  a 
year? — we  will  say  it  was  sublimed. 
Mr.  Tupper,  amongst  others, 
met  with  the  thrust  of  the  Mercu- 
rial spear;  he  replied,  but  in  so 
gentlemanly  and  good-humoured  a 
manner  that  he  evidently  won  the 
heart  of  his  tormentor,  who 
straightway  held  him  up  as  an 
example  to  the  immediate  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  way  in  which 
sharp  criticism  should  be  borne  : — 

''  In  a  poem  entitled  *  Acer  and  the 
Aurochs,  Mauleverer  was  severe  on 
the  author  of  '  Proverbial  Philosophy.' 
Thence  resulted  a  letter,  which  we 
have  obtained  permission  to  print. 
It  may  be  of  service,  as  shewing  how 
a  man  of  full  mental  stature  bears 
■satire — with  perfect  good  humour  and 
indifference.  We  dissect  Acer  Major 
— we  titillate  Auriga — we  expose  the 
intinite  incapacity  of  certain  Board  of 
Health  celebrities  ;  and  lo,  these  per- 
sons deem  it  requisite  to  walk  about 
Leamington  wearing  a  perpetual  scowl 
— ^to  look  as  if  they  longed  to  live  in 
a  land  of  bowie-knives  and  revolvers 
— to  dive  down  all  manner  of  side- 
streets  that  they  may  not  meet  one  of 
our  contributors.  Whereas  Mau- 
leverer is  sharp  on  Mr.  Tupper — and 
that  gentleman  invites  him  to  dinner, 
^ow  for  the  letter : — 

'Albury,  Guildford, 

'  Oct.  11,  1866. 

'  Dear  Sir, — Concluding  that  you 
meant  kindly,  I  thank  you  ;  but  I 
think  you  quite  misapprehend  me. 


My  natural  character  is  anything  but 
the  dreary,  stolid  proverb-monger  you 
suppose,  but  altogether  of  the  jollier 
sort :  as,  if  you  choose  to  take  the 
trouble  some  day  to  see  me  here  at 
my  old  place,  you'll  discover.  The 
critics,  who  never  may  have  chanced 
to  see  one  ''so  remote  from  cities," 
entirely  mistake  the  "swain"  they 
prefess  to  judge  of  ;  one,  e.^.,  has  in 
print  pronounced  him  a  nigger — 
another  has  lamented  his  blindness  as  a 
second  Mseonides — and  more  than  one 
has  consigned  him  to  an  early  tomb, 
or  a  lunatic  asylum.  However,  the 
real  Simon  Pure  still  exists,  to  baffle 
con  lectures  and  expectations,  like  the 
Veiled  Prophet  of  JKJioiiMBan ;  and  I 
am  clear  that  yoi|  for  one  would  be 
intensely  disappointed  as  to  the  sage 
dulness  of 

'  Yours  unseen, 

*  Maktin  p.  Tupper. 

'P.S. — Your  verses  are  capital — and 
so  is  your  prose.  The  lyric  ''  Cheeks 
that  are  flusht,"  &c.,&c.,  is  first-rate. 

'  To  John  Mauleverer,  Esq.* " 

Someone  had  evidently  sent  Mr. 
Tupper  a  copy  of  the  Mercury ;  it 
is  astonishinc^  how  soon  a  bit  of 
personality  fmds  its  way  to  its 
object  in  a  friendly  world.  Ten 
years  later  Collins  paid  a  pleasant 
visit  to  Tupper  at  Albury,  where 
he  found  him  right  hospitable. 
The  poem  in  respect  of  which  Mr. 
Tupper  returned  good  for  evil  is 
the  following : — 

Cheeks  that  are  flusht  like  the 

peach. 
Tresses  of  glossiest  brown, 
Bed  lips  that  flutter  one's  heart  when 

they  utter 
Gay  snatches  of  song,  our  converse  to 
crown. 

On  the  Ionian  beach, 
Lady,  thy  feet  should  have  stood  : 
Thee  young  Apollo   had  panted  to 

follow. 
With  bright  hair  wild-flying,  by  foun- 
tain or  wood. 

Eyes  that  are  brown  as  the  hazel, 
Eyes  that  are  srey  as  the  dawn, 
Eyes   that   are   bluer   than   earth's 

mighty  wooer, 
Ocean,  when   night's  dusky  veil  is 
withdrawn. 
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Time !— oh.  it  ireals  their  iweel 

njBiU! 
Sadly  they  fade  aad  decay ; 
Sadly  their  glunmer  grows  fainter  aad 

dinuBer, 
And  passes  like  Midsummer  sunsets 
away. 

These  stanzas  appear  under  the 
name  of  ''Skolia/'  in  an  essay 
entitled  "Garden  Colloquies."  A 
fragment  of  such,  colloquy  will 
explain  the  word : — 

^^  lUvxNBBouKirB.  Yfhtkt  BX^  Aolia  f 
I  have  not  been  in  Ghreeoe  for  sereral 
traasmkrations. 

TkeLovdowe,  Rhymes  made  after 
dinner,  and  taking  their  name  from 
the  irregular  order  in  which  they 
naturally  come-HM>me  fellows  being 
quicker  than  others." 

The  following  striking  little 
piece,  which  we  have  not  seen 
elsewhere,  we  reproduce  from  the 
pages  of  the  i)uhlin  UhiversUff 
Magazine  for  August,  1866  : — 

FOOTMABKS  OP  FaITH. 

No  longer,  where  the  mighty  Temple's 
mystic 
Arches  and  turrets  made  the  city 
dark. 
Rich  voices  raise  an  anthem  Elohistic, 
Glad  minstrels   dance  before    the 
wondrous  Ark. 

No  longer,  where  the  high  Olympian 
portals 
Look  widely  forth  upon  the  violet 
sea. 
Feast  in  their  golden  haUs  the  great 
Immortals, 
And  list  divine  Apollo's  songs  of  glee. 

No  longer,  where  the  shadows  dance 
and  vary 
From   chestnut    leafage    by    the 
sinuous  shore. 
Rise  in  the  moonlight  plaintive  hymns 
to  Mary, 
While  rests  the  boatman    on  his 
glistening  oar. 

Ancient  heroes  leave  their  porphyry 
palace ; 
Ancient  godheads  fade  from  roll 
and  rhyme ; 
"Who  seemed  divine  must  quaff  from 
fatal  chalice 
The  bitter  waters  of   the  sea  of 
time. 


At  this  period  Collins  was  a 
lecturer,  as  well  as  journalist, 
squib-writer,  and  poet.  One  of 
his  subjects  was  ''Cambridge:  the 
town,  the    inhabitants,  the    Ian- 

Oe,  the  dons,  the  tutors,  the^ 
ogy,  Hie  analysis,  the  poetry, 
the  wit."  Another  gives  an  amus- 
ing instance  of  the  particularity 
of  the  lecturer  in  matters  A 
literary  criticism  and  method. 
Here  is  the  report  of  the  matter 
from  the  M&rcwry  of  November 
20,1856:— 

'^  Mr.  Mortimer  Collins's  lecture  oik 
this  unusual  subject  (My th)  was  given 
on  Thursday  last.  The  Rev.  J.  H. 
Smith  introduced  it  by  observing  that 
between  himself  and  the  lecturer 
there  was  a  difference  of  opinion  as- 
to  the  pronunciation  of  the  word;, 
the  lecturer  pronouncing  it  to  rhyme 
with  blithe,  and  he  himself  to  rhyme 
with  pith.  He  thought,  as  he  had 
only  escaped  being  a  myth  himself  by 
a  single  letter  ('s'),  he  had  a  good 
right  to  his  own  opinion." 

With  even  an  occasional  lecture 
thrown  in,  was  L$  Meroitre  Galant^ 
it  may  be  asked,  maintainin&^  its> 
poetic  proprietor  and  the  amiablo 
family  of  which  we  have  spoken  P 
There  were  eager  people  waiting 
around  the  door  of  the  office  of 
the  journal  at  the  time  of  publi- 
cation ;  but  they  naturally  only 
paid  the  copper  demanded.  There 
were  none  so  rash  as  to  give  a 
guinea  for  what  might  be  got  for 
a  penny. 

,  One  or  two  intellectual  and  re- 
fined friends  CoUins  made  in 
Leamington,  and  at  their  tables- 
there  was  cultivated  conversation,, 
in  which  he  was  as  interested  and 
interesting  as  anyone.  But  like 
the  trout,  that  changes  his  spots- 
according  to  the  character  of 
the  channel  of  his  stream,  he  took 
colour  from  his  surroundin^i^ 
His  social  powers  were  remarkable, 
and  there  gathered  round  the 
bright  literary  comet  the  regular 
habituds  of  a  fashionable  watering 
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place.     He  who  had  been  accus- 
tomed io  *^le  calme    (si  ndeessaire 
au  posts  et  d  VartiiteJ  qui  regnait 
dans  Is  lisu  de  retraite  quUl  avait 
ehoiai,^*  as  the   Chronique  ds  Jersey 
has    it,    referring   to    Vile    sosur 
Guemsey,  was  now  in  the  midst 
of  a  loud  troop  of  admirers,  who 
frequented  the  coffee-rooms  of  the 
hotels,  and  fostered  a  poetry  that 
fed  not  on  the  nectar  of  the  eods, 
but  on  the  less  esoteric  stimulants 
of  men.  There  were  persons  of  title 
and  of  wealth  among  the  throng; 
and  a  carriage  and  four  inviting 
him  to  a  bachelor  revel  was  an  at- 
traction more  than  our  easy  poet, 
ready  to  be  the  joUiest  of  the  jolly 
at  all  times,  was  at  all  likely  to 
resist.    To  be  a  journalist,  it  was 
a  matter  of  busmess  to  see  and 
Imow  all  that  was  going  on  ;  to  be 
the  brilliant  journalist  our  friend 
aspired  to  be,  it  was  necessary  to 
be  an  actual  partaker  in  every- 
thing that  could  be  turned  to  ac- 
count as    gossip-food,   and  write 
from  intimate  rather  than  super- 
ficial   knowledge    of     local    life. 
With  the  sottish  man  of  hard  head 
^find  strong  stomach  riotous  life 
jns^f.  go  on  for  years,  and  the  par- 
taker"^:6tain  an  eye  for  the  main 
chance^  his  own  equilibrium,  social 
and  financial.    With  the  man  of 
sensitive  organisation  the  ordeal  is 
a  more  severe  one.   With  the  man 
who  has  to  use  his  pen  at  the  time 
when    his    boon- companions    are 
drowsing  off  the  results  of  past 
gaiety,  it  is  a  more  cruel  ordeal  still. 
The  story  is  no  new  one :  given  the 
poetic,  enthusiastic    temperament, 
an  easy  genial  nature,  and  plenty 
of     temptation,    and    the    result 
is  well-known.     And  no  one  has 
yet  solved  the  problem  how  to  re- 
gulate what  may  be  termed  the 
enjoyment  temperament.     A  boy 
may  be  restrained,  but  what  can 
be  done  with  a  ffrown  man  ?  Crush 
out  the  false  glamour  of  life,  put 
the  hapless  in£vidual  on  the  bread 


of  affiction  and  the  water  of  afiiio* 
tion,  and  the  probability  is  that 
his  poetry  is  crushed  out  too ;  and 
another  item  is  but  added  to  the- 
mass  of  unmitigated  dulness  that 
we  have  around  us  in  abundance. 
The  Churches  may  convert  an 
ignorant  heathen  or  two ;  they  are^. 
little  more  than  powerless  to  affect 
a  man  of  large  imagination,  and  a 
childlike  absence  of  responsibility; 
their  infiuence  is  not  strong  enough; 
they  have  lost  the  spiritual  forces. 
There  are  men  who  would  live  a 
beautiful  life  in 

The  Golden  Age,  when  every  brute 
Had  voice  articulate,  io  speech  was- 

•killed, 
And  the  mid-forests  with  its  aynoda 

filled. 
The  tonffues  of  rock  and  pine-leaf  then 

were  free ; 
To  ship  and  sailor  then  would  speak 

the  sea ; 
Sparrows  with  farmers  would  shrewd 

talk  maintain  ; 
Earth  gave  all  fruits,  nor  asked  for 

toil  again. 
Mortals  and  gods  were  wont  to  mix 

as  friends. 

Civilisation,  however,  being  very 
far  removed  from  the  gates  of 
Eden,  the  purest  paradisal  life- 
cannot  maintain  itself  within  it, 
much  less  the  irresponsible,  jovial 
extravagance  that  cannot  content 
itself  with  antediluvian  simplicity. 

It  is  no  doubt  very  difficult  for 
the  poetic  soul  to  learn  that  the 
world  will  not  as  gladly  maintain 
him  in  return  for  his  happy, 
fruitful  work,  as  to  all  appearance 
it  will  maintain  the  greasy  creature 
of  dirty  hands  and  enormous- 
watch-chain  who  passes  his  time- 
in  superintending  forced  sales  of 
poor  persons'  effects,  trades  in 
shoddy  g£urments,  or  by  the  lowest 
class  of  bill-discoimting  gives  the 
rein  to  the  vicious  to  indulge  their 
vices. 

So  the  individual  who  would  bo 
pure  ideality  if  he  could,  strives  to- 
catch  at  the    shifty  ways  oi  tSi^sbr 
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world,  and  blunders  over  tbem 
into  depths  at  which  the  practical 
commercial  spirit  revolts  as  tran- 
scending its  own  lapses. 

Living  with  the  air  of  a  man  of 
wealth  on  either  the  actualities  or 
ihe  hopes  of  Ze  Mercure  Galanty 
was  like  bmlding  a  house,  not  upon 
Band,  but  what  is  worse,  upon 
quicksilver.  The  sand  would  ffive 
way  in  a  flood,  but  the  quicksilver 
would  slip  away  without  one. 

The  day  came  when  the  en- 
•chanted  palace  subsided.  The 
gentle  family  within  knew  not  of 
coming  disaster,  all  had  seemed 
80  smooth.  But  off  they  had  to 
go  at  the  summons  of  injured 
trade.  The  genial  head  of  the 
house,  become  an  ogre  and  an 
Ishmaelite,  could  not  appear  at 
Leamington  Eailway  Station,  but 
walked  out  into  the  country  and 
disappeared. 

Thus  spoke  the  Mercury  a  fe^w 
•days  before  the  coming  to  grief  of 
its  master : — 

*'  Possibly  the  quality  of  its  articles 
will  be  more  equable  and  regular  ;  for 
of  late  there  have  been  strange  alter- 
nations of  nonchalant  platitude  and 
meteoric  brilliancy.  Possibly,  too, 
the  cloud  of  Toryism  in  which  its 
editor  chose  to  veil  himself  may  be 
gradually  dissipated,  and  the  real 
unequivocal  lover  of  freedom  hidden 
thereunder  may  appear. 

The  Leamington  Mercury  has  been 

•of  some  use  in  tlie  town.     It  carried 

the  Free  Library.     It  crushed  much 

that  was  evil.    It  made  many  laugh 

who  were  accustomed  to  yawn." 

The  following  week  came  the 
sensational  leader  entitled 

The  "MKacuBY**  and  the  Missing. 

**  We  hasten  to  correct  an  impres- 
sion which  we  understand  prevails, 
lihat  this  journal  is  going  to  be  dis- 
continued. The  impression  is  a  very 
natural  one,  arising,  no  doubt,  out  of 
the  fact,  which  it  is  of  no  use  attempt- 
ing to  blind,  that  an  eminent  hand 
on  this  paper,  one  well  known  to  be 


so,  has  disappeared — some  are  so 
wicked  as  to  say  in  blue  flame  .  •  • 
The  traces  are  cut,  and  there  is  no 
prospect  of  the  coach  going  after  the 
meteoric  leader.  By  the  way,  the  in- 
genious Caucasian,  who  has  been  so 
active  in  sending  pieces  of  paper,  kite 
fashion,  after  our  errant  contributor, 
might  have  contrived  to  spell  hyaena 
properly  in  his  rather  ambitiously 
written  hand-bill. 

Seriously,  we  may  take  this  op- 
portunity of  saying  that  we  hope 
henceforward  to  make  the  Mercury 
more  what  is  understood  by  a  local 
paper ;  the  articles  less  effervescent, 
less  highly  spiced,  and  therefore  better 
suited  as  a  staple  article  of  diet.  Like 
the  Mahometans,  who  date  their  year 
from  the  Hegira  of  their  prophet  from 
Mecca,  we  hope  to  date  a  fresh  lease 
of  more  vigorous  existence  from  the 
flight  of  a  highly-gifted  but  rather 
unprofitable  feuilletonist." 

A  few  weeks  afterwards  ap- 
peared the  following  note : — 

"  We  will  for  the  present  not  say 
who  the  editor  of  the  Mercury  is ; 
perhaps  it  can  run  alone ;  the  other 
papers  can  bear  vntness  that  it  had  its 
teeth  at  an  early  age.** 

The  Mercury,  it  has  been  said, 
was  so  popular  that  if  its  erratic 
proprietor  had  but  gone  to  work 
in  the  right  way,  it  would  have 
been  readily  subsidised  or  sup- 
ported by  the  wealthy.  Such  a 
course  might  not  have  promoted 
the  independence  of  the  journal, 
but  it  would  at  least  have  been  a 
better  alternative  than  to  proceed 
on  a  pretence  that  had  its  only 
basis  m  a  very  forlorn  hope,  and 
to  run  along  the  track  of  false 
pride  into  small  obliquities  and 
final  ruin. 

It  was  in  the  spring  of  1857  that 
Collins  left  his  enemies  and  friends 
of  Leamington  behind.  It  is  really 
amusing  in  this  case,  after  looking 
on  the  real,  to  turn  to  the  ideaL 
Shortly  after  the  evanishment  in 
blue  flame,  a  series  of  papers 
appeared  in  the  journal  (which 
lived  on  for  a  few  months)  that 
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were  evidently  Collins's  earlier 
"work,  and  probably  derived  from 
matter  he  had  left  behind.  They 
Are  entitled  "The  Bystander,"  an 
individual  describing  himself  as 
**  one  who  is  neither  merchant,  poli- 
tician, nor  pedant;  who  meadles 
not  with  the  world's  busy  madness ; 
who  shuns  noisy  and  perilous  arts, 
and  speculations  commercial  and 
literary ;  and  who  conceives  quiet 
to  be  a  principal  element  of  rational 
delight." 

There  appeared  also  in  the 
Bystander  Series  a  paper  on 
^'Contempt,"  which  if  written  for 
the  occasion,  which  there  seems 
evidence  for  believing  was  not  the 
<:ase,  would  have  afforded  an  in- 
genious novelty  in  scientific  nomen- 
clature : — 

''Men  of  business  and  men  of 
pleasure  cheriBh  it  mutually ;  each 
wondering  at  the  other's  folly.  And 
the  world  generally,  which,  by  the 
way,  ia  a  world  of  exceeding  monotony 
and  sameness,  are  fond  of  despising 
those  who  deviate  from  the  common 
track.  They  laugh  at  people  who, 
fancying  life  was  not  intended  solely 
for  the  benefit  of  commerce,  dare  to 
strike  into  a  new  path,  and  to  have 
•other  than  usurious  visions.  Become 
an  antiquary,  or  a  historian,  or  a 
geologist,  and  you  are  straightway 
denominated  eccentric.  They  would 
have  you  concentricy  like  themselves ; 
not  knowing  that  the  most  mean, 
pitiful,  easily  efiaceable  people  in  the 
world,  are  your  concentric  people. 
All  alike,  revolving  round  the  same 
eun  ;  which  luminary  is  golden  now- 
a-day.  Those  are  most  fortunate  on 
whom  some  enthusiasm  or  eccentricity 
operates  centrifugally. — C." 

The  thought  is  sane  enough, 
but  judging  from  the  facts,  cenUi- 
iugal  action  would  here  seem  to 
have  been  the  scientifically  accu- 
rate term  for  flying  out  from 
creditors. 

The  following  is  verse  of  this 
period,  published  some  four  years 
later  in  Temple  Bar. 


Othsb  Worlds. 
Other  worlds.     Those  planets  ever- 
more 
On    their    golden    orbits    swiftly 
glide  on, 
From  quick  Hermes  by  the  solar  shore 
To  remote  Poseidon. 

Are  they  like  this  earth  1  The  glory 
shed 
From  the  ruddy  dawn's  unfading 
portals — 
Does  it  fall  on  regions  tenanted 
By  a  race  of  mortals  ? 

Have  they  silent  shady  forest-realms, 
Odorous    violets    that     in    grassy 
nooks  hide, 
Aged  oaks  and  great  ancestral  elms 

Growing  by  the  brook-side? 

Does  a  mighty  ocean  roar  and  break 
On  dark  rocks  and  sandy  shores 
fantastic  1 
Have  they  any  Darwins  there  to  make 
Theories  elastic  ? 

Does  their  weather  change  ?  Novem- 
ber fog — 
Weeping  April — March  with  many 
a  raw  gust, 
And  do  thunder  and  demented  dog 
Come  to  them  in  August  ? 

Nineteenth    century    science  should 

unravel 
All  these  queries,  but  has  somehow 

missed  'em. 
When  will  it  be  possible  to  travel 

Tlurough  the  solar  system? 

The  following  was  in  the  Mer- 
eury  in  September,  1866: — 

Waiting  foe  thb  Boats. 

I    sketched    her    with    her    tresses 

whirled  about 
Her  white  neck  by  the  wind.     The 

freshening  sea 
Fawned  on  its   mistress  ;    streamed 

the  windy  clouds 
Across    a    sky    Italian  ;     and    the 

murmur 
Of  summer  waves  was  like  the  song 

of  sleep 
Upon  the  mystic  lotos  isles  of  old. 

I  sketched  her  gazing  on  that  laugh- 
ing sea. 

Where  small  white  sails  were  flashing 
to  and  fro 

In  the  blue  mist  afar.     A  fisher  girl ! 

Why,  whence  came  all  that  beauty  \ 
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Was  it  kissed 
Into  her  red  cheeks  by  the  reckless 

wind? 
Brought  to  her  by  the   ever-liyiog 

brine 
Which  woos  the  Hesperian  isles,  and 

twinkles  brightly 
About   the   shelving    shores    where 

Circe  dwelt  ? 
For  Aphrodite,  on  the  yellow  sands 
At  Cyprus,  when  the  midland  sea 

was  calm, 
Made  not  a  footprint  half  so  delicate. 

All  ranks  have  beauty  for  a  heritage : 

Like  the  fresh  air  and  water:  like 
the  joyance 

Which  summer  casts  upon  the  wood- 
land glades. 

They  whom  the  world  deems  happier 
— what  have  they 

Bat  goU-coined  hatred,  and  such 
luxuries 

As  stupify  the  faculties,  and  make 

The  unseen  spirit  a  gross,  material 
slave. 

What  a  man  like  Collins  re- 
quired was  a  wife  not  only  loving, 
but  unusually  capable  of  economics, 
one  able  to  manage  both  himself 
and  his  affairs.  Or  he  sliould  Lave 
appointed  to  himself  an  honest 
business  manager,  who  would 
utilise  his  faculties  for  him  much 
better  than  he  could  ever  do  him- 
self ;  be  the  responsible  person  in 
matters  financial,  and  pay  the 
coiner  of  the  fairy  gold  of  the 
imagination  in  the  coin  of  the 
mundane  realm  weekly.  Our 
author  might  always  be  trusted 
to  produce  his  poem  or  his  essay 
with  perfect  promptitude  and  joy- 
fulness  ;  all  other  matters  should 
have  been  relegated  to  the  depart- 
ment of  business  management,  not 
a  single  particle  of  which  was  in 
Collinses  composition. 

Of  dreamland  he  was  ever  the 
most  lovable  denizen ;  he  may  be 
allowed  to  be  quite  a  respectable 
inhabitant  of  the  kingdom  where 
there  is  no  coinage.  The  following 
from  the  Leamington  M&reury  shews 
UB  the  man  as  he  was,  a  mistake 


in  the  busy  world  of  material 
"  main-chances,"  a  sort  cf  spiritual 
troubadour,  who  should  have  wan- 
dered only  through  countries  of 
romance : — 

Thx  Ivobt  Gate. 

When,  loved  by  poet  and  painter, 

The  sunrise  tills  the  sky. 
When  night's  sold  urns  wax  fainter, 

And  in  depths  of  amber  die;— 
When    the    mom-breeze    stirs   the 
curtain. 

Bearing  an  odorous  freight. 

Then  visions  strange,  uncertain, 

Pour  thick  through  the  Ivory  Gate» 

Then  the  oars  of  Ithaca  dip  so 

Silently  into  the  sea. 
That  they  wake  not  the  sad  Calypso — 

And  ihe  hero  wanders  free  : 
He  breasts  the  ocean-furrows. 

At  war  with  the  words  of  Fate, 
And  the  blue  tide's  low  susurrus 

Comes  up  the  Ivory  Gate. 

Or,  clad  in  hide  of  leopard, 

'Mid  Ida's  freshest  dews, 
Paris,  the  Teuorian  shepherd. 

His  sweet  CEnone  woos  : 
On  the  thought  of  her  coming  bridal 

Unuttered  joy  doth  wait, 
While  the  tune  of  the  false  one's  idyl 

Rings  soft  through  the  Ivory  Gate. 

Or  down  from  green  Helvellyn 

The  sough  of  sireams  I  hear, 
And  my  lazy  sail  is  swelling 

To  the  winds  of  Windermere  : 
That  girl  with  the  rustic  bodice 

'Mid  the  ferry's  laughing  freight. 
Is  as  fair  as  any  goddess 

Who  sweeps  through  the  Ivory  Gate. 

Or  the  sky  is  cloudless  wholly, 
The  lark  soars  high  in  heaven — 

And  the  trout-stream  ripples  slowly 
Through  moorland  vales  of  Devon  i 

On  the  lawn  my  Minna  rambles  ; 
Young  May,  in  her  youth  elate, 

Sends  the  shout  of  her  childish 
gambols 

Bight  through  the  Ivory  Gate. 

Ah,  the  vision  of  dawn  is  leisure — 

But  the  truth  of  day  is  toil, 
And  we  pass  from  dreams  of  pleasure 

To  the  world's  unstayed  turmoil. 
Perchance  beyond  the  River 

Which  guards  the  realms  of  Fate, 
Our  spirits  may  dwell  for  ever 

'Mid  dreams  uf  the  Ivory  Gate. 
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"Always,"  says  our  strenuous 
idealist  in  another  place,  ''have  I 
been  a  dreamer  of  the  Ivory  Gkite. 
Fortunate,  doubtless,  are  they 
who  look  at  life  through  the  Gate 
of  Horn.  *  See  things  as  they  are, 
and  act  according,'  that  is  the  true 
maxim  for  success  in  life.  I  have 
never  seen  things  as  they  are — at 
least,  as  they  are  in  the  opinion  of 
the  majority.  I  don't  agree  with 
the  majority." 

CoUms  having  a  marvellous 
power  of  seeing  things  trans- 
fiffured,  even  worldly  troubles  and 
difficulties  being  sublimated  into 
mere  accidents  of  time  in  his  joy- 
ous vision,  the  family  life  at  Leam- 
ington suffered  no  disturbance 
until  it  came  to  its  sudden  and  un- 
timely end.  A  trifling  incident 
will  shew  the  loving  nature  of  the 
man,  whose  sympathies  extended 
to  everyone  save  and  excepted 
only  the  gr^t  British  tradesman. 
His  step-daughter,  when  the  family 
left  Guernsey,  was  left  for  some 
months  at  school.  As  the  day  for 
her  coming  home  drew  near, 
Collins  sent  her  elaborate  instruc- 
tions for  her  route.  Through 
some  chance  she  delayed  at 
Plymouth  until  all  trains  were 
missed  except  one  arriving  at 
Leamington  at  midnight.  As  the 
train  swept  into  the  station  there 
w^as  a  tall  and  well-known  form 
•excitedly  borne  up  and  down  the 
series  of  carriages.  At  length  she 
was  found,  seized  with  the  strong 
^rasp  that  betokened  relief  of 
mind,  and  held  tight  all  the  way 
home.  Collins  had  been  to  meet 
«very  train  due  to  arrive  through- 
out the  whole  evening,  going 
backwards  and  forwards  near  a 
mile  each  way  to  each. 

Like  himself,  his  wife  was  of 
sunny  temperament;  though  so 
much  older  than  he  was,  she 
had  been  his  '*  good  comrade " 
in  all  his  Ghiemsey  rambles,  and 
is  remembered  at  Leamington  as 


going  out  with  him,  looking  yoimg 
and  handsome,  with  flowers  in  her 
hair.  We  omitted  an  amusing 
episode  of  their  marriage,  that  al- 
though she  was  aware  of  a  disparity 
between  their  ages,  he  led  ner  to 
believe  he  was  much  older  than  he 
was,  and  since  he  looked  the  age 
he  professed,  it  was  not  until  she 
sigpied  the  register  of  marriage 
that  she  learned  she  had  married 
a  boy  of  scarce  three  and  twenty. 
However  horrifying  the  fact,  it  was 
of  course  then  just  too  late  to  re- 
treat. 

After  the  birth  of  their  only 
child,  their  relation,  though  no  less 
close  than  before  in  all  the  higher 
sympathies  and  intercourse,  became 
—owing  to  his  very  tenderness — 
rather  an  ideal  one.  In  Leaming- 
ton a  painful  hip  complaint  seized 
the  bright  little  lady,  and  she  could 
no  longer  be  her  husband's  out- 
door companion  as  formerly,  to  his 
great  loss  as  well  as  hers.  With 
all  the  will  in  the  world,  the  hold 
of  one  upon  another  cannot  be  so 
complete  while  thus  restricted  by 
untoward  circumstances. 

In  passine  on  from  this  period, 
which  was  out  the  type  and  be- 
ginning of  much  that  followed, 
we  may  refresh  ourselves  once 
more  by  turning  to  the  other  side 
of  our  author's  nature — ^the  pas- 
sionate idealism  that  marked  his 
poetic  life.  The  following  appeared 
in  the  Leamington  Mercury  anony- 
mously : — 

''Ain>  THBSB  WAS  KO  MORS  SeA." 

Saint  John, 


There  shall  be  no  more 
When  earth's  sad  bouIb  are  f  ree. 
When  from  the  mortal  shore 
Sin  flies  for  evermore, 
And  in  the  city  proud 
The  murmars  of  the  crowd. 
Tumult  of  jey  and  sorrow  cease, 
And  all  is  perfect  peace. 

No  more  the  rivers  wide 

Through  fresh  green  meadows  glide 

On  to  the  ocean  tide. 
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While  towers  and  temples  white 
Struck  by  the  noonday  light 
Shine  in  their  eddies  bright — 
And  on  the  ounring  sandy  shore 
Waves  whisper  never  more. 

No  more  the  stately  sail 
Swells  to  the  rising  gale  : 
All  signs  of  pain  and  toil 
Have  vanished  from  the  soil, 
And  trees  of  Paradise 
Upon  the  mountains  rise  : 
Happier  than  earth's  unfabled  prime 
Shall  be  that  holy  time. 

G^pe  of  all  storm  and  strife 
Which  gird  our  mortal  life 
Art  thou,  0  restless  sea ! 
And  therefore  unto  thee 
No  part  or  place  is  given 
Under  that  coming  heaven — 
Thy  light  blue  ripple  shall  not  play 
When  Time  has  passed  away. 

Type  of  baptismal  rite, 
Of  garments  washen  white, 
Of  souls  from  sin  set  free 
Art  thou,  O  mystic  sea ! 
Unheard  thy  murmur  now, 
For  on  each  saintly  brow 
Doth  the  pure  light  of  Eden  fall, 
And  God  is  all  in  all. 

Here  is  an  instance  of  the  quaint 
editor's  metaphysic  humour.  A 
correspondent  writes  that  ''as  pos- 
terity does  nothing  for  us,  there 
is  no  fun  in  doine  anything  for 
posterity."  The  editorial  comment 
IS  a  clincher, — "  so  subtle  a  thinker 
must  believe  to  some  extent  in 
metempsychosis :  what  does  he  say 
to  being  one  of  his  own  posterity?" 

But  where  is  the  journalism? 
some  one  may  ask ;  we  have  had 
poetry,  philosophy,  epigram,  but 
do  not  yet  know  even  our  editor's 
political  views.  His  journalism  at 
this  period  was  a  journalism  of 
his  own;  his  leader-writing  was 
usually  a  succession  of  lively  un- 
connected paragpraphs;  his  views 
lie  brie6y  gives  himself.  "We 
are  High  Tory  in  politics,  and 
Broad  Church  in  theology."  His 
Toryism  was  rather  such  as  would 
be  termed  Tory-Badical,  and 
although  in  his  case  somewliat  too 


fanciful  for  daily  use,  it  was  by  no 
means  a  useless  compound.  It  in- 
cluded the  creed  of  gentleness,  not 
gentility,  and  a  sense  of  the  need 
of  thoroughness  and  affectionate 
knowledge  of  duty's  detail.  Had 
he  been  a  landlord  he  would,  even 
if  with  some  difficulty,  have  studied 
the  relations  of  landlord  and 
tenant  with  the  solicitude  that  he 
bestowed  upon  the  grammar  of  his 
verse. 

After  the  break  up  at  Leaming- 
ton all  went  to  the  house  of  a 
relative  living  by  the  Thames  for 
a  brief  period.  Mortimer  Collins 
had  only  coppers  in  his  pocket 
when  he  arrived.  A  few  months 
previously  he  had  obtained  a  little 
occasional  work  as  a  squib  writer 
on  the  Press,  then  the  leading  Con- 
servative weekly.  He  did  chiefly 
political  parodies  in  verse,  some- 
times using  his  own  stanzas  as  the 
basis.  Here  is  a  fi^agment  based 
on  Longfellow,  and  referring  to 
Peel  :— 

I  know  a  Premier  rare  to  see, 

Take  care ! 
He  can  both  Whig  and  Tory  be^ 

Beware ! 
Trust  him  not,  he  is  fooling  thee  ! 

He  gives  thee  a  deal  of  foolish  ohaff. 

Take  care  ! 
Common  sense  were  a  better  thing  by 

Beware !  [half, 

Trust  him  not,  he  is  fooling  thee  ! 

David  Trevena  Goulton,  the  then 
editor  of  the  Press,  had  offered 
him  work,  which  no  doubt  he 
hoped  fully  to  take  up  on  his  ar- 
rival near  London.  But  just  a 
month  after  the  flight  from  Leam- 
ing^n  this  gentleman  died,  and 
then  began  a  bad  time  for  his 
prot6e6,  whese  prospects  were 
thus  blasted.  It  was  a  great  blow 
to  him,  for  his  footing  in  London 
was  lost.  Lodgings  were  taken  in 
various  suburos,  and  journalism 
attempted,  but  the  prizes  of  that 
most  exacting  profession  are  not 
always  ready  at  a  moment'snotiee. 
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A  house  was  taken  at  Barnes, 
a  great  empty  Loose  that  would 
not  let.  We  can  scarcely  see  any- 
thing poetic  or  romantic  in  the  fact 
that  it  was  unfurnished ;  or  what 
is  more,  that  it  never  received  a  full 
complement  even  of  chairs,  but 
boxes  were  pressed  into  service. 
Here,  at  the  first,  mutton  chops 
were  cooked  in  a  tea-kettle,  and 
eaten,  primitive  fashion,  with 
skewers  for  forks.  Headers  of 
Mortimer  GoUins's  verse  must  for- 
giye  this  very  unsophisticated 
picture;  the  scene  has  been  enacted 
by  many  a  poet  before,  and  doubt- 
less will  be  again.  When  matters 
are  at  such  a  pass  as  this,  the  ludi- 
crous element  steps  in  and  the 
glamour  of  humour  makes  boxes 
covered  with  shawls,  and  floors 
bare  of  furniture  as  good  as  a 
play  for  a  little  while.  Still  it 
was  "  rough  "  on  the  littla  lady ; 
as  regards  her  husband  it  no  doubfc 
made  up  the  average  of  life  with 
the  reckless  extravagance  of  L€»am- 
ington.  A  few  pounds  were  ob- 
tamed  from  the  trustee,  and  the 
mistress  was  able  to  buy  forks  for 
home  use,  and  send  her  spouse  to 
dine  in  town.  Dinner  was  sent  to 
the  bakehouse,  but  circumstances 
were  a  trifle  awkward  when  it  came 
back,  and  the  baker  could  see  that 
there  was  no  table  in  the  kitchen 
on  which  to  deposit  it ;  also  when 
the  landlady  called  there  was  some- 
thing of  a  dilemma.  Fortunately, 
the  season  was  summer. 

Dr.  Bromby,  the  old  friend  of 
the  Guernsey  College,  had  before 
this  time  offered  a  school  appoint- 
ment in  Melbourne.  An  editorship 
there  of  £1,200  a  year  was  after- 
wards open.  After  a  long  discus- 
sion, Mrs.  Collins  decided  not  to 
accompany  her  husband  in  case 
he  obtained  the  post.  This  was  a 
severe  disappointment  to  him,  but 
she  had  a  horror  of  the  long  sea 
voyage.  After  all  he  did  not  get 
the  mial  offer,  losing  it,  it  is  said, 


by  very  reason  of  being  too  elate  at 
the  prospect  of  it. 

The  next  move  was  to  a  private 
tutorship  at  Carlisle,  which  was 
reached  in  extreme  destitution. 
They  had  now  come  to  such  a  pass 
that  although  Mrs.  Collins  was 
anxious  and  depressed  one  minute, 
the  ridiculous  element  of  their 
condition  would  come  uppermost 
the  next,  and  overpower  her  with 
sense  of  comedy.  The  emolu- 
ment was  £100  a  year,  with  a 
cottage  in  the  grounds  of  the 
pupils'  father.  When  the  cottage 
came  to  be  inspected,  the  appoint- 
ment was  nearly  lost  by  the  pro- 
posed mistress  of  the  cottage 
exclaiming  that  it  was  scarcely  flt 
for  a  gardener  to  live  in.  Finally, 
lodging  were  taken  at  WeatheraU, 
five  nmes  away,  Mortimer  Collins 
walking  backwards  and  forwards 
daily  for  eight  months,  exercise 
which  brougnt  him  into  splendid 
condition  and  was  a  great  enjoy- 
ment to  him.  His  teaching  was 
highly  appreciated,  as  it  always 
was.  Had  there  been  the  slightest 
business  faculty  in  the  family,  this 
capacitv  would  have  obtained  him 
some  pleasant  and  well-paid  posi- 
tion with  leisure  for  literary  work. 
But  the  fate  attached  to  the 
minstrel  character  under  which, 
as  old  Marlowe  says  savagely, 

Unto  this  day  is  every  scholar  poor ; 
Gross  gold  from  them  runs  head- 
long to  the  boor," 

ever  prevented  such  sober  settle- 
ment ;  and  life  was  with  him  an 
endless  scramble. 

A  little  work  in  verse-writing 
was  obtained  from  London,  but 
what  it  produced,  together  with 
the  tutor's  salanr  and  the  remains 
of  Mrs.  Collins  s  settlement,  now 
very  considerably  diminished  in 
income,  would  not  support  the 
family.  Here  stepped  m  a  good 
angel,  the  lady's  banker-cousin, 
already  referred  to.  Either  from 
some    old   family    memories,    or 
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from  pure  friendly  relationship,  he 
seemed  to  take  it  as  a  duty  to  oome 
forward,  and  provided  a  round 
sum,  which  paid  the  debts  and 
travelling  expenses  for  another 
journey  from  north  to  south. 
This  was  to  take  the  editorial 
chair  of  the  Plymouth  Mailj  a 
journal  newly  started  by  a  promi- 
nent Conservative  and  member  for 
the  borough. 

**  While  Collins  occupied  that 
post,"  says  a  friendly  antago- 
nist of  that  time,  ''  he  flung  about 
him  political  and  personal  pasqui- 
nades which  kept  the  town  in  a 
very  lively  state  indeed.  We  had 
many  and  many  a  joust  with  him ; 
much,  we  fear,  to  the  disquietude 
or  amusement  of  those  who 
looked  on.  He  conducted  the 
paper  with  zeal  and  talent ;  and 
as  he  was  of  a  robust  frame,  in 
physique  somewhat  giantesque,  he 
wielded  a  tomahawk  for  a  pen." 
Here  he  might  have  been  fairly 
comfortable  ;  the  journal  was  a 
good  one,  and  as  he  had  a  proper 
staff,  his  work  was  more  adapted  to 
his  special  powers  than  the  general 
responsibility  and  speculation  of 
the  little  meteoric  Mercury  of  Lea- 
mington. But  old  sins  found  him 
out.  The  proprietor  of  an  opposi- 
tion paper  at  Exeter  was  brother 
of  the  proprietor  of  the  journal  at 
Leamington  which  had  Dome  the 
brunt  of  his  irritating  attacks,  so 
a  due  as  to  his  whereabouts 
reached  Leamington.  A  solicitor 
from  that  town  who  had  some 
private  pique  against  him,  had 
been  in  search  of  him  for  sometime, 
and  had  more  than  once  been 
detected  by  Collins  when  in 
London,  hovering  about  the 
Strand,  in  hope  of  meeting  with 
Mm.  At  Carlisle  the  trace  had 
been  Iost>  but  now  that  it  had  been 
regained,  with  great  excitement 
he  was  tracked  down  in  Plymouth 
and  put  in  prison.  When  the 
family  were  expecting  him  home 


to  dinner,  there  came  lawyer  and 
sheriffs  officer  instead,  declaring 
the  actud  state  of  things.  After 
a  few  days  he  was  released,  the 
hired  furniture  being  taken  as 
guarantee  by  the  sheriff's  officer, 
who  paid  the  particular  debt  on 
which  the  warrant  had  been  issued. 
Eventually  the  remainder  of  the 
Leamington  liabilities  came  upon 
him,  and  it  took  several  hundred 
pounds  from  the  pocket  of  the 
good  angel  before  named — a  direc- 
tor of  me  greatest  bank  in  the 
world — ^to  make  all  clear.  In  the 
troubles  of  these  times  the  sin  did 
not  invariably  lie  at  Collins's  door. 
Some  personal  effects  and  relics  of 
value  had  been  left  by  the  family 
in  a  warehouse  when  they  were 
in  London;  on  these  being  sent 
for  from  Plymouth,  it  was  found 
that  the  responsible  party  had 
decamped  with  them  to  America. 

In  addition  to  the  regular  edi- 
torial work  of  the  Plymouth  Mail,  its 
leaders,  reviews,  and  paragraphs  ; 
poems,  legends,  ghost-stones,  and 
various  light  and  bright  elements 
naturally  found  their  way  into  its 
pages.  Here  is  the  Broad  Church- 
ism  of  the  editor  as  before  pro- 
fessed at  Leamington : — 

'^  Tiie  Church  is  the  only  possible 
democracy  ;  its  very  starting  point  is 
the  equality  of  all  mankind  in  the 
presence  of  Him  who  is  Infinite.  No 
exclusiveness,  no  restriction,  should 
be  permitted  to  keep  back  asii^Ie 
accidental  worshipper.  The  divine 
message  of  love,  like  the  air  we  breathe 
and  the  light  which  sheds  bean^  on 
the  world,  is  the  inalienable  heritage 
of  all  men." 

In  London  Collins  was  at  this 
time  a  contributor  to  the  CoMiUu- 
tional  Preiif  a  monthly  Conservative 
magazine.  We  quote  a  poem  from 
a  series  of  Symposia  entitled, 
"Suppers  of  the  Tories,"  pre- 
facing it  with  a  paragraph  toudning 
upon  its  subject,  whidi  is  to  be 
found  in   the  Leamington  Mtrtnrf 
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of  September,  1856 :   the  date  of 
the  poem  is  June,  1859  : — 

''Heraolitus  is  reported  to  have 
said  that  none  ever  twice  passed  the 
«ame  stream — an  apt  illustration  of 
the  law  of  change  in  all  earthly  affairs. 
No  man  has  ever  looked  twice  upon 
the  same  face.  Perpetual  and  inces- 
sant change  is  a  sufficient  reason  for 
the  existence  of  Conservatism." 

Climbs  from  the  deep  the  yellow  moon. 
The  air  is  filled  with  Sabbath  chimes; 
Night  to  the  blackbird  brings  a  tune, 
And  to  the  poet  rhymes. 

Sich  cloud  flakes  in  the  westgrow  dim 
Where  amber  sea  meets  amber  sky ; 
As  if  wide  wings  of  seraphim 
This  moment  had  swept  by. 

Strange    beauty    floods  the    distant 
verge — 
The  woods  are  touched  with  mystic 
gleam  ; 
Strange  murmurs  haunt  the  moaning 
surge — 
Is  life  a  marvellous  dream  t 

They  fade — they  wane — they  are  as 

nought ; 

The  great  procession  of  the  years  : 

Our  hearts  are  brimmed  with  solenm 

thought. 

Our  eyes  are  brimmed  with  tears. 

Whence  come  we  ?  Whither  do  we  go  ? 
What  is  the  subtle  sense  whereby 
We  feel  the  touch  of  joy  or  woe  ? — 
Whose  life  being  lost,  we  die. 

None  twice  have  passed  the  self-same 
stream  ; 
None  twice  have  seen  the  self-same 
face ; 
Change  is  the  echo  of  our  dream, 
The  burden  of  our  race. 

A  very  forgiving  editor  of  Ply- 
mouth, one  who  had  been  tilted  at 
pretty  freely  by  the  CoUinsian 
lance,  wrote  thus  of  our  friend  as 
a  journalist : — 

''  He  was  one  of  the  most  brilliant 
writers  I  ever  knew,  a  very  Rupert 
among  pressmen,  with  all  a  Rupert's 
dash,  and,  too,  with  all  a  Rupert's 
failings — great  for  a  charge,  but  not 
the  man  to  sustain  patiently  a  lopg 
Attack,  though  his  industry  was  im- 
mense.   He  worked  very  hard  while 


he  edited  the  Plymouth  MaU,  and 
introduced  quite  a  new  feature  into 
the  journalism  of  the  West  by  his 
epigrams  and  pungent  verses.  When 
he  left,  this  spirit  departed  also  ;  and, 
indeed,  the  inspiration  was  too  perso- 
nal for  it  to  be  otherwise.  There  was 
nothing  forced  in  his  wit.  It  flowed 
spontaneously  and  freely.  Nor  was 
it  at  all  malicious.  He  hit  hard — 
very  hard — but  he  was  always  genial 
and  good-tempered.  .  .  .  There 
must  be  a  good  many  in  Plymouth 
who  can  re^l  the  amusement  which 
his  rhymed  chronicle  of  current  events 
afforded  the  readers  of  the  Mail,** 

At  electioneering  he  was  a  tower 
of  strength,  and  it  was  considered 
that  he  gained  the  day  for  the  can- 
didate of  his  choice  by  the  power 
of  the  Plymouth  Mail,  But  the 
real  cause  of  success  lay  with  the 
voters,  the  winning  side  having, 
as  he  said,  some  supporters  of 
fortunate  names,  to  wit,  ''  Mennie 
to  canvass  and  More  to  vote." 
Unfortunately,  at  Plymouth,  as 
elsewhere,  the  old  difficulty 
cropped  up  of  making  both 
ends  meet;  Collins  got  among 
a  set  of  spendthrifts,  and  even  if 
he  had  not,  money  slipped  through 
his  fingers  like  water,  without  ever 
causing  him  the  least  concern  at 
the  time.  Money  was  borrowed 
from  the  sheriff's  officer,  a  many- 
sided  man  of  business,  at  the  rate 
of  sixty  per  cent.  The  last  scene 
at  Plymouth  was,  as  usual,  a  walk 
out  to  a  country  station,  the  depar- 
ture being  of  a  kind  rather  abrupt 
than  pleasant. 

The  next  post  was  the  editorial 
chair  of  the  Nottingham  Guardian, 
which  offered  rather  larger  emolu- 
ments than  the  Plymouth  paper, 
to  which  Collins  stiU  forwanled 
literary  contributions.  While  here 
his  stepdaughter  became  old 
enough  to  be  called  his  sub-editor, 
kept  his  manuscript  books  of  verse, 
looked  through  Farliamentary  re- 
ports for  what  local  members  had 
said,  and  condensed  their  remarks 
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for  use.  When  lie  was  writmg  a 
leader  for  two  papers  at  once,  he 
would  do  one  foUo  of  his  manu- 
script and  giye  it  to  her  to  copy, 
when  he  would  continue  to  com- 
pose as  fast  as  she  could  copy ; 
and  to  shew  the  perfectly  childish 
element  of  humour  which  was  in 
him,  it  was  his  great  delight  to 
find  an  extract  in  print  which  he 
could  wafer  on  to  his  manuscript 
as  a  quotation,  and  so  outstrip  the 
cop3nist.  He  always  went  straight 
on  without  stopping  in  what  he 
wrote ;  work  was  not  work  to  him 
except  when  physically  unwell. 
The  east  wind  was  always  an  ordeal 
for  him,  drying  up  the  brain  and 
stiffening  the  usually  easy  channels 
of  imag^ative  flow.  Not  infre- 
quently he  suffered  from  sharp 
attacks  of  neuralgia  in  the  head, 
when  he  would  tie  a  handkerchief 
round  his  brow,  and  march  about 
the  room  wikh  the  ends  in  his 
hands,  pulled  as  tightly  as  possible ; 
and  so  dictate  his  articles.  The 
work  of  the  journalist  is  no  light 
yoke.  After  efforts  such  as  these 
made  against  the  grain,  it  is  little 
wonder  if  the  body  rebel  and  seek 
relief  in  stimulant  or  reckless  ex- 
citement. 

Collins  liked  to  write  with  his 
family  in  the  room,  and  did  not 
object  to  lively  conversation  going 
on.  But  an3rthing  like  a  dispute 
bothered  him ;  the  clash  of  hot 
discussion  or  animated  argument 
disturbed  the  evenness  of  the  atmo- 
sphere, and  he  would  look  up  from 
his  work  and  say  good-humouredly, 
**  How  you  fellows  do  snarl !  "  or, 
**  What  is  the  good  of  fighting?  " 
His  wife  always  read  everything 
of  his  as  it  came  out  in  print,  ana 
was  very  proud  of  his  fame  and 
power.  But  she  did  not  profess 
to  be  a  critic  of  his  work,  only  a 
loving  appreciator;  all  was  to  her 
splendid,  though  she  could  shew 
a  judicious  preference  for  one 
thing  over  another. 


Naturally  of  intensely  sympa- 
thetic temperament,  ColHns  found 
it  necessary  to  shut  the  door  on 
the  troubles  of  life  if  he  was  to 
retain  any  gaiety  of  soul.  No 
doubt,  in  so  doing  he  often  aliut 
the  door  on  responsibilities  which 
he  should  have  faced.  But 
who  is  perfect  ?  Because  one 
man's  weaknesses  aredifflerent  from 
another's,  has  either  the  right  to 
cast  a  stone  at  the  other  ?  Oollins 
somewhere  quotes  the  saying,  *  *  Sir, 
we  all  of  us  know  that  we  hold 
erroneous  opinions,  but  we  do  not 
know  which  of  our  opinions  these, 
are,  for  if  we  did,  they  would  not 
be  our  opinions."  So  much  for 
holding  views  of  life  different  from 
those  of  our  neighbours.  When 
the  inevitable  clash  came  between 
CoUins's  Bohemian  carelessneai^ 
and  orthodox  standards,  he  took 
refuge  in  philosophy.  When  the 
world  punished  him  he  fled  to- 
poetry.  To  a  friend  who  felt 
responsibility  and  the  burden  of 
worldly  duty  too  keenly,  he  wrote, 
"  Sorry  to  hear  of  your  brain- 
numbness.  No  cure  for  it,  except 
a  strong  resolve  not  to  let  anything^ 
worry  you.  When  Camille  Des- 
moulins  was  hunted  down  in  the 
days  of  the  Terrettr,  they  found 
him  in  an  obscure  lodging  com- 
mencing a  treatise  on  arithmetic^ 
It  is  one  of  the  finest  mathematical 
fragments  extant." 

The  old  story  of  recklessness  has 
to  be  told  again  about  Notting- 
ham. The  steady  and  faithful 
worker  never  broke  a  literary 
engagement ;  a  financial  one,  once 
made«  never  again  occurred  to  him. 
He  might,  if  possessed  of  a  quality 
that  it  is  no  use  talking  of  in  his 
case,  have  been  comfortable  at 
Nottingham.  He  had,  in  addition 
to  the  income  from  the  editorship, 
certain  weekly  receipts  from  Ply- 
mouth, and  also  from  the  Constitu- 
tional Press  in  London,  and  he  was 
still  an  occasional  contributor  to 
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the  Dublin  Univenity  Magazine. 
He  was  ever  unwilling  to  let  his 
wife  know  of  any  of  his  lapses, 
and  his  love  and  reverence  for  her 
held  him  so  strongly  that  he  never 
once  uttered  before  her  a  harsh  or 
violent  word.  In  this,  as  well  as  in 
his  passionate  ideality,  he  was  per- 
fectly sincere  and  real,  but  it 
seemed  as  if  another  and  entirely 
different  nature  were  included  in 
him  also.  As  in  early  youth  he 
had  been  subject  to  opposing  in- 
fluences, and  compelled  to  do  battle 
when  he  had  a  different  conception 
of  his  proper  career  from  that 
formed  oy  his  relations ;  so  now, 
after  having  fought  his  way  into 
hie  own  life,  it  seemed  as  if  the 
rebel  nature  hung  about  him  still. 
And  this  was  a  worse  rebellion 
than  even  against  a  parent — a  dis- 
obedience to  his  own  better  self,  a 
revolt  against  his  own  ideal.  Yet, 
strangely  enough,  that  ideal  re- 
mained pure  and  uncorrupted  to 
the  end. 

When  in  Nottingham  he  wasted 
his  earnings  in  an  insanely  foolish 
manner,  all  was  hidden  from  his 
wife.  At  one  time  he  represented 
to  her  that  he  was  not  properly 
paid  for  his  office  work,  the  salary 
for  which  he  had  not  only  received, 
but,  besides  other  debts,  he  had 
been  lent  £100  by  the  proprietor 
of  the  paper,  upon  the  shameful 
security  of  the  small  remains  of 
her  fortune,  over  which  he  had  no 
right  whatever.  But  he  had  ac- 
complished his  purpose  of  keeping 
the  home  in  a  state  of  peaceful 
confidence  as  long  as  the  crash 
could  be  staved  off.  His  wife 
added  comparatively  little  to  the 
expenses,  the  debts  being  all  run 
up  by  him.  She,  when  from  home, 
being  a  little  fastidious,  found  the 
cleanliness  and  nicety  of  a  flrst- 
class  hotel  a  necessity,  but  would 
do  any  work  at  home,  and  dispense 
with  service  to  the  utmost. 

Whatever     the     changes     and 


chances  of  his  life,  his  poetic  work 
went  on.  The  following  very 
pretty  and  picturesque  bit  of  sug^ 
gestiveness  was  printed  in  the 
ifottinyham  Ouardiant  in  Octoberi 
1860  :— 

Lazily  dip  the  heavy  oara. 

Calm  and  dark  is  the  haunted  river ; 
Above  and  below  it  flashes  and  roan. 
But  here,  like  a  lake,  *t?rixt  ma^oal 
shores, 

Beautiful  Eden  sleeps  for  ever. 
Sing,  maiden,  sing,  as  we  slowly  glide 
Oyer  the  ferry  at  eventide. 

There's  a  blood-red  arch  the  chasm 
across, 
And     Eden    river    flows     noisily 
under — 
Dim  glades  on  the  shore  are  covered 

with  moss, 
High  up,  great  oaks  their  branches 
toss. 
And  the  fairy  valley  from  mortals 
sunder ; 
And  the  village  beyond  seems  a  vil- 
lage of  dreams, 
As  over  the  ferry  the  sunset  gleams. 

Shrill  shrieks  the  sudden  train  that 
flies 
O'er  the  arch  that  giant  hands  have 
planted— 
In  the  outer  world  the  outcry  dies, 
And  the  mystic  valley  in  silence  lies 
But  for  Eden's  song  to  its  shores 
enchanted. 
Oh,  carol,  young  girl,  with  the  chest- 
nut hair ! 
Over  the  ferry's  the  world  of  care. 

During  this  year  was  brought 
out  in  London,  at  the  office  of  the 
publishers  of  the  mag^azine  to 
which  he  was  a  contributor  (Saun- 
ders, Ottley  and  Co.),  his  second 
volume  of  collected  verse — "  Sum- 
mer Songs." 

But  poetry  could  not  maintain  our 
author  in  Nottingham.  .With  his 
tall  form  he  had  during  the  frosty 
winter  found  Nottingham  streets 
so  dangerously  slippery  that  his 
daughter  and  stepdaughter  used 
to  escort  him  to  and  from  his 
newspaper  office,  with  each  an  arm 
in  his  for  his  support,  finding  it,  n^ 
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doubt,  great  fun  to  be  so  useful. 
But  now  the  Nottingham  streets 
became  more  dangerous  stiU,  and 
circumstances  such  that  he  might 
be  tripped  up  there  any  day. 
Betumin^  home  one  Saturday 
evening  by  train  from  a  visit  to 
London,  he  was  met  by  his  step- 
daughter with  unpleasant,  but 
perhaps  to  him  not  unexpected, 
news.  He  was  put  into  a  cab,  and  got 
home  without  being  seen;  and  after 
spending  the  debtor's  holiday  there 
got  up  at  five  on  Monday  morning, 
and  was  accompanied  by  the  same 
young  lady  to  a  village  five  miles 
out,  where  he  could  find  a  train  to 
convey  him  safely  to  London.  In 
the  dew  of  the  early  morning  her 
hair  came  out  of  curl,  and  as  they 
crossed  a  river  by  ferry  she  sat  in 
the  boat  and  looped  it  up.  Jolly 
Mortimer,  careless  of  warrants, 
beamed  into  a  poem.  Sic  itur  ad 
Pamassum. 

The  story  now  for  some  years  is 
perfectly  monotonous  with  bailiffs, 
raisings  of  reversions  that  ought 
not  to  have  been  raised,  and  clear- 
ance of  old  debts  that  was  only  the 
preliminary  to  the  creation  of  new 
ones. 

After  leaving  Nottingham  Col- 
lins found  quarters  at  an  hotel  in 
Covent  Garden,  and  continued  to 
write  for  the  journals  which  he 
had  edited  at  Plymouth  and  Not- 
tingham. He  still  had,  moreover, 
some  squib-writing  on  the  Press 
newspaper,  of  which  the  following 
fragments  may  serve  as  samples  : — 

The  times  are  changed — nos  et  tmUa- 

fmi/r ; 
At  a  lofty  post,  of  course,  I'm  aimer, 
And  hope  to  sit,  with  of  cash  a  full 

sack, 
Lord  Roundabout  on  the  wished  for 

Woolsack. 

The  following  perhaps  is  more 
striking,  the  laist  line  of  each 
stanza  representing  a  fact  that 
Collins  hmiself  oft  felt  somewhat 
sadly.    White  paper  is  sometimes 


darkened  with  a  shadow  of  melan- 
choly when  comes  the  thought  of 
having  to  blacken  it : — 

O  Star  of  the  morning,  0  TeUgra^ 
mild. 
Dismay  with  canards  every  weak- 
minded  gaper : 
On  Bright  and  his  Gladstone  good 
fortune  has  smiled — 
And  there's  plenty  of  paper,  there's 
plenty  of  paper. 

Latona  was  Evo  or  the  Virgin — how 
rich ! 
And     Gladstone,     of    maryelloni 
theories  shaper, 
Perhaps  in  his  kindness  will  now  tell 
us  which — 
For  there's  plenty  of  paper,' there's 
plenty  of  paper. 

Few  ages  have  ever  produced  such  a 
gem  as  his 
''  Studies  on  Homer,'*  all  vagueness 
and  vapour ; 
But  he  cannot  disprove  the  existence 
of  Nemesis — 
Though  there's  plenty  of   paper, 
there's  plenty  of  paper. 

In  1861  Temple  Bar  was  estab- 
lished ;  and  Mortimer  Collins  be- 
came a  contrilmtor  both  in  verse 
and  prose,  remaining  so  for  six  or 
seven  years.  On  the  last  page  of 
the  first  four-monthly  volume  may 
be  found  a  song  of  his,  "Under 
the  Cliffs,"  which,  under  the  title 
of  '*  Under  the  Cliffs  bv  the  Sea," 
has  been  set  to  music  by  Hatton, 
and  also  by  some  other  musician. 
Another  song,  * '  Summer  is  Sweet," 
Sims  Beeves  used  to  sing  ;  indeed, 
several  have  been  arranged  for  sing- 
ing ;  but  singularly  few,  consider- 
ing the  exquisite  music  and  sim- 
plicity of  so  many  of  Collins's 
lyrics. 

A  house  at  Wandsworth,  looking 
on  Wimbledon  Common,  was  the 
next  resting-place  of  the  wandering 
family.  Magazine  work  is  not 
enoueh  to  live  by,  unless  there 
are  about  six  periodicals  all  ready 
to  take  articles  regularly  ea(Ja 
month,  which  would  be  somewhat 
unusual ;  and  the  regular  journal- 
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istic  work  open  to  Collins  at  this 
time  does  not  appear  to  have  been 
very  lucrative ;  so  that,  so  soon  as 
the  money  raised  on  the  last  rever- 
sion, which  was  the  stepdaughter's, 
came  to  an  end,  there  was  another 
calamity. 

At  last,  as  to  terrestrial  locality 
at  least,  the  wild  and  erratic  orbit, 
or  rather  zigzag,  closed  itself  where 
it  had  begun  some  dozen  years 
before,  by  the  cottage  at  Knowl 
Hill  being  taken  again.  Thither 
Ck>llins  had  once  walked,  to  break- 
fast with  the  lady  just  about  to 
become  his  wife ;  thither  they  to- 
gether came  after  a  career — ^poetic, 
indeed,  but  scarcely  digpiified 
enough  for  an  epic,  scarcely  tran- 
quil enough  for  an  idyl,  and  yet 
too  gentle  for  a  satire. 

Even  at  ICnowl  Hill  the  peace 
of  life  was  soon  broken.  Some 
affair  of  Wandsworth  was  yet 
unsettled,  and  one  morning  when 
Mortimer  Collins  was  in  bed  after 
walking  down  from  London  the 
evening  before  the  trifling  distance 
of  thirty  miles,  four  men  appeared 
to  carry  him  off  to  rest  any  weari- 
ness of  limb  in  an  unpoetic  and 
uncongenial  confinement.  His  wife 
smuggled  in  a  hamper  for  him, 
and  in  a  few  days  the  necessary 
sum  to  liberate  him  was  found,  in 
great  part  by  the  good  angel  be- 
fore referred  to.  We  are  tired  of 
chronicling  matters  of  this  kind, 
which  repeated  themselves  at  in- 
tervals. A  poem,  published  in 
Temple  Bar  in  1866,  may  be  read 
as  of  autobiographic  significance, 
and  delightfully  portrays  the 
gentle  side  of  the  troubled  nature 
of  the  poet ;  how  he  bathed  the 
wounds  due  to  his  inability  to 
cope  with  the  world  or  regulate 
himself  by  its  standards,  in  the 
deep  serenity  and  love  of  nature, 
and  there  forgot  the  pain.  There 
to  him  all  was  sympathy;  thence 
he  drew  the  sanguine  element  that 
enabled  him  to  go  on  again,  and 


in  so  going  on  to  evolve  such  glow 
and  beauty  as  to  constrain  the  cool 
critic  to  aeclare  that  to  read  him 
was  ''like  a  bath  of  bright  sun- 
shine." 

If,  but  for  a  moment,  Mortimer 
Collins  could  be  made  to  realise 
that  there  was  inevitable  disaster 
and  not  joy  ahead,  and  that  he 
was  the  bringer  of  it,  he  was  so 
utterly  hopeless,  so  childlike  in 
his  despair,  that  it  would  bring 
pity  from  the  hardest;  till  from 
sympathy  the  sanguine  element 
^ould  a^ain  arise  within  him,  and 
his  bri^t  hope  gild  every  pros- 
pect around.  There  was  sometning 
strangely  engaging  about  him  that 
drew  to  him  many  friends. 

The  poem  of  Nature's  refresh- 
ments is  as  follows : — 

Ant^sus. 

Strange  Ib  the  beauty  of  the  old  Greek 

myth ; 
And    when    the   huntsman's   bugle, 

blowing  bUthe, 
Bouses  the  misty  woodland,  or  when 

oars 
Dip  in  fresh  Eden,  *twixt  the  fairy 

shores, 
Gome  to  my  spirit,  in  this  Oumbrian 

clime. 
The  memories  of  the    great    heroic 

time. 

Deep  were  the  meanings  of  that  fable : 
men 

Looked  upon  earth  with  dearer  eye- 
sight then, 

Beheld  in  solitude  the  immortal 
Powers, 

And  marked  the  traces  of  the  swift- 
winged  Hours. 

Because  it  never  varies,  all  can  bear 

The  burden  of  the  circumambient 
air; 

Because  it  never  ceases,  none  can 
hear 

The  music  of  the  ever-rolling  sphere; — 

None — save  the  poet,  who,  in  moor 
and  wood, 

Holds  converse  with  the  spirit  of 
solitude. 

And  I  remember  how  Ant»us  heard, 
Deep  in  great  oak-woods,  the  mys- 
terious word 
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Which  said,   '^  G^  forth|  aerosB  the 

uathaven  leas, 
To  meet  unoonquerable  Hercules." 
Leavinpr  his  antre  by  the  cedar-glen, 
This  Titan  of  the  primal  race  of  men. 
Whom  the  swart  lions  feared,   and 

who  could  tear 
Huge  oaks  asunder,  to  the  combat 

bare 
Courage  undaunted.     Full  of  giant 

grace, 
Built  up,  as  'twere,  from  earth's  own 

granite  base, 
Colossal,  iron-sinewed,  firm  he  trod 
The    lawns.      How    vain,   against  a 

demi-god  ! 

0  sorrow  of  defeat !    He  plunges  far 
Into  his  forest,  where  deep  shadows 

are. 
And  the  wind's  murmur  comes  not, 

and  the  gloom 
Of  pine  and  cedar  seems  to  make  a 

tomb 
For  fallen  ambition.    Prone  the  mor- 
tal lies 
Who  dared  mad   warfare  with    the 

unpi tying  skiea. 
But  lo  !  as,  buried  in  the  waving  ferns. 
The  baffled  giant  for  oblivion  yearns. 
Cursing  his  human  feebleness,  he  feels 
A  sudden  impulse  of  new  strength, 

which  heals 
His  angry  wounds  ;    his  vigour  he 

regains  ; 
His  blood  is  dancing  gaily  through  hii 

veins: 
Fresh  power,  fresh  life,  is  his  who  lay 

at  rest 
On  bounteous  Hertha's  kind  creative 

breast. 

Even  so,  O  poet  by  the  world  subdued. 

Regain  thy  health  'mid  perfect  soli- 
tude. 

In  noisy  cities,  far  from  hills  and  trees. 

The  brawling  demi-god,  harsh  Her- 
cules, 

Has  power  to  hurt  thy  placid  spirit — 
power 

To  crush  thy  joyous  instincts  every 
hour, 

To  weary  thee  with  woes  for  mortals 
stored — 

Bed  gold  (coined  hatred)  and  the 
tyrant's  sword. 

Then,  then,  0  sad  Antseus,  wilt  thou 

'  yearn 
For  clende  green  woodlands  and  the 
fragrant  fern ; — 


Then  stretch  thy  form  upon  the 
sward,  and  rest 

From  worldly  toil  on  Hertha's  gracious 
breast ; 

Pinnae  in  the  foaming  river,  or  divide, . 

With  happy  arms,  grey  oceau's  mur- 
murous tide. 

And,  drinking  thence  each  solitary 
hour 

Immortal  beauty  and  immortal  power, 

Thou  mayst  the  buffets  of  the  world 
efface. 

And  live  a  Titan  of  earth's  earliest 
race. 

Among  the  very  miscellaneous 
collection  of  journals  to  which 
Collins  acted  as  editor  or  con- 
tributor was  the  Ouoly  a  quite 
unique  publication,  edited  by  some 
young  diplomats,  with  Laurence 
W.  Oliphant  at  their  head,  whose 
initials  reversed  formed  the  title 
of  the  journal.  The  Otol  knew 
too  much,  and  shewed  that  it 
knew,  and  so  had  to  be  seriously 
admonished  by  the  higher  powers. 
We  could  well  do  to-day  with  its 
political  sharp- shooting,  with  its 
fearless  projection  into  view  of 
things  behind  the  scenes,  before 
they  were  dressed  up  for  their 
public  appearance.  The  Owl  gave 
lour  pages,  a  trifle  larger  in  size 
and  less  in  amount  of  matter  than 
the  Athenceumj  for  sixpence  !  It 
had  no  first  number,  but  its 
thousand  and  first  appeared  on 
the  27th  of  April,  1864,  and  it 
was  continued  erratically  until  its 
career  closed  in  1866.  For  the 
greater  part  of  the  time  Mortimer 
Collins  was  a  constant  and  very 
noticeable  contributor,  of  political 
verse,  society  verse,  an  occasional 
poem,  and  some  classical  transla- 
tions. Here  is  one  of  the  prettiest, 
and  perhaps  the  best  known,  of 
his  contributions : — 

Ad  Chlobn,  M.A. 

{Fresk  from   h^r   Cambridge  Exami- 

natuyii.) 

Lady,  very  fair  are  you, 
And  your  eyes  are  very  blue, 
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And  yoar  hoee ; 
And  your  brow  is  like  the  snow. 
And  thie  Tarious  things  von  know 

Ooodness  Knows. 

And  the  rose-flush  on  your  cheek 
And  your  algebra  and  Greek 

Perfect  are ; 
And  that  loving,  lustrous  eye 
Beoognises  in  the  sky 

Every  star. 

You  have  pouting,  piquant  lips. 
You  can  doubtless  an  eclipse 

Calculate : 
But  for  your  cerulean  hue 
I  bad  certainly  from  you 

Met  my  fate. 

If,  by  an  arrangement  dnal, 

I  were  Adams  mixed  with  Whewell, 

Then  some  day 
I,  as  '^ooer,  perhaps  might  come 
To  80  sweet  an  Artium 

Magistra. 

And  the  answer  came,  in  equally 
crisp  verse,  the  following  week. 
Botn  are  reprinted  in  the  volume 
entitled  ''The  Inn  of  Strange 
Meetings." 

The    following    is    charmingly 
Horatian : — 

Owls  at  Richmond. 

On  the  terrace  high  above  the  Royal 
river 
Let  me  wander  with  the  prettiest 
,^.,   ofRirls, 

While  the  soft  breeze  makes  the  sum- 
mer leafage  shiver. 
While  it  flutters  'mid  my  lady's 
flying  curls — 
And    perchance    along    the 

brink 
Comes  from  Pembroke  Lodge, 
to  think, 
The  most  prolix  of  epistolary  earls. 

Let  the  wines  be  iced  deliciously,  the 
ladies' 
Eyes  as  lustrous  as  the  star  of  even* 
tide. 
Every  bore    banished    far    away  to 
Hades, 
Every  wit  in  his  wit's  most  perfect 
pride — 
Till  the  happy  summer  day 
Into  twilight  fades  away, 
Even  as  other  happy  days  too  have 
died. 


Drink  your  chalice  of  champagne  with 
the  foam  on't ; 
Grasp  the  glory  of  your  life  ere  it 
dies; 
Seize  the  evanescent  essence  of  the 
moment. 
For  it  passes  like  the  hue  of  sunset 
skies, 
And  the  days  grow  dull  and 

dim. 
And   the    man   grows  grey 
and  grim, 
And  for  joyous  Richmond  dinners 
far  too  wise. 

Our  rhymer  came  within  a  stone's 
throw  of  this  terrace,  and  ^'  hi^h 
above  the  Royal  river,"  to  die. 
Mr.  Edmund  Tates  pointed  out  an 
unconsciously  prophetic  little  poem, 
in  which  Richmond,  death,  and 
the  month  in  which  he  passed 
away,  came  all  together. 

In  1866  he  obtained  daily  work 
on  the  Globe  newspaper,  of  which, 
for  a  period,  he  was  joint  editor. 
This  necessitated  his  living  a  bache- 
lor life  in  chambers  in  London, 
while  he  could  only  visit  the  Know! 
Hill  cottage  at  the  end  of  the  week. 
Bachelor  life  was  not  the  life  for 
him ;  and  his  wife,  always  his 
sweetheart,  became  a  sort  of  ideal 
and  angelic  being  to  him,  while 
his  ruder  life  flowed  apart.  She 
was  now  in  delicate  health,  and, 
though  ever  young  in  spirit,  the 
years  that  separated  her  from 
him  were  more  cruelly  manifest 
than  ever.  And  yet  they  had 
merry  times,  like  boy  and  girl 
again,  between-whiles,  under  the 
tfOl  limes  of  the  Knowl  Hill  gar- 
den. 

In  1867  was  started  a  brilliant, 
fashionable,  but  somewhat  frothy, 
illustrated  journal — Echoes  from  the 
Clubs,  To  this  Collins  wa^  a  con- 
stant contributor  of  such  efferves- 
cent rhymes  as  the  character  of  the 
publication  required.  This  regular 
nack-work  of  f  egasus  did  not  quite 
spoil  him,  but  the  frivolous  non- 
sense required  of  him  considerably 
affected  his  style,  and  he  became 
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the  most  fluent  writer  of  what  is 
strictly  society  verse,  as  opposed 
to  poetry  proper.  He  returned  at 
times  to  his  old  love,  but  his  repu- 
tation became  established  as  a 
versifier  rather  than  a  genuine 
singer,  a  poetaster  rather  than  a 
poet.  What  conclusion  else  coidd 
a  public  come  to  from  a  succession 
of  trifles  such  as  this  ? — 

What  beauty  ineffable  flashes 
From  many  an  exquisite  child  ; 

Soft  eyes  beneath  long  drooping  lashes 
Give  glances  that  drive  a  man  wild! 

There  are  girls  who  will  flirt  with  a 
poet, 
And  girjs  who  are  wiier  and  won't ; 

And  girls  who  are  nice  and  who  know 

it. 
And  girls  who  are  nicer  and  don't ; 
And  the  Clicquot  from  Furtnum  and 
Mason's 
(Is  it  Clicquot  1)  right  eagerly  slips 
From  its  prison  of  crystal,  and  hastens 
To  kiss  their  delicious  young  lips. 

The  Knowl  Hill  life,  in  spite  of 
the  rude  breaches  upon  it,  afforded 
our  poet  the  serenity  that  was  re- 
quired for  his  higher  work,  and 
here  he  enlarged  that  insight  into, 
and  love  for,  all  the  things  of 
nature  which  marks  him  superior 
to  those  who  know  only  that 
feverish  effervescence  into  which 
he  also  dipped  at  times.  We  find 
in  **The  Comedy  of  Dreams,"  that 
series  of  fragments  at  once  mystic 
and  humorous — 

Raphael  :  Why  am  I  thus  so  wild  in 

wayward  wandering  1 
AsTROLOGOS  :   Madness  like  this  was 

written  in  your  horoscope. 

Into    this    madness,    breaking  it 
with  light,  comes  poetry : — 

There  fluttered  by 
Wings  of  the  merle,  gay  caroller,  who 


Upon  a  beechen    bough   in  the  far 
forest  deeps. 

And  now  it  is  the  world  that  is 
mad  and  he  the  sane : — 

He  was  not  fain  'mid  the  mad  world 
to  win 


Power  or  renown   from  the  sparse 

overflow 
Of  Fortune V  bom.     To  him  thiea 

things  were  fair — 
True  love,  unfettered  song,  and  the 

wooing  summer-air. 

An  aphorism  of  CoUins's  is  worth 
remembering,  and  it  is  an  excellent 
touch-stone  of  poetic  value : 
^'  Poetry  of  a  high  kind  requires 
two  elements — sanity  and  magic." 
In  his  own  poetry,  whatever  may 
be  said  of  his  life,  both  dwell  har- 
moniously together.  Other  critical 
sayings,  come  to  our  memory  : — 
*'  Satire  is  emphatically  not 
poetry.*'  "  True  poetry  gives  ub 
thought  in  its  very  essence ;  it  is* 
intellectual  pemmican." 

At    Knowl    Hill  he  wrote  the 
best  poetiy  of  this  period,  portions 
of  which  are  to  be  found  in  TempU 
Bar  between  1861  and  1867.     His 
little    daughter,  in   an  adjoining- 
room,  had  often  gone  to  sleep  to 
the  rhythmic  scratching  of  his  pen, 
and  when  she  had  become  as  old 
as    twelve,    instead    of    sleeping, 
would  sit  at  a  big  table  by  him  and 
write  romances.  She  essayed  verse 
too,  and  one  day,  a  few  years  later, 
after  her  careless  wont  had  left  on 
the  table  a  new-made  sonnet,  which, 
when  she  came  to  look  for  it,  was 
not  to  be  found.    It  was  lost,  until 
a  **  proof"  came  from  the  office  of 
the    Dublin     University    Magazine, 
containing  the  terse  little  poem, 
diily  signed  with  her  full  name ;  a 
thing  for  her  to    gaze    at    with 
wonder  the  whole  day.     This  was 
her  father's  mischief. 

He  was  a  singular  father,  send- 
ing his  child  to  no  school — ^he 
abominated  the  atmosphere  of 
ladies'  schools — but  leading  her 
to  stray  naturally  among  the  ripest 
fields  of  English  literature.  I^d- 
iDg  that  with  all  his  old  tutorial 
ability  it  was  hopeless  to  fix  in  her 
memory  the  dry  exactitude  of  the 
multiplication  table,  while  in  the 
arithmetic  of  verse  her  ear  was 
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quick  to  detect  a  flaw,  his  teach- 
ings were  desultory,  and  consisted 
of  fragments  of  philosophy,  rather 
than  the  forcing  down  of  masses 
of  the  memoria  teehniea  of  grammar 
and  geography.  This  is  the  kind 
of  saying  of  his  that  is  remem- 
bered:— 

''Our  grand  political  plana  must 
appear  about  as  importuit  to  the 
Deity,  as  the  dog  Sam  s  fussy  arrange- 
ment of  the  straw  in  his  kennel  before 
he  curhi  himself  up  to  sleep  appears 
tons!" 

Dogs  Collins  loved,  though  not 
so  much  as  birds.  When  he  was 
going  for  a  tramp  through  Hunts, 
in  1865,  an  incident  delayed  him, 
of  which  he  afterwards  wrote — 

''  When  at  length  I  started,  it  was 
in  rather  a  mels^oholy  mood,  for  a 
fine  St.  Bernard  puppy,  whom  we 
had  christened  Tory,  had  just  com- 
mitted involuntary  suicide  by  running 
under  the  wheel  of  a  cart.  Poor 
fellow  !  what  a  fine  honest  head  he 
had,  and  what  kindly  eyes  !  I  know 
a  young  lady  who  wept  when  we 
buried  him. 

He  lies  in  the  soft  earth  under  the 

grass, 
Where  they  who  love  him  often  pass ; 
And  his  grave  is  under  a  tall  young 

lime, 
In  whose  boughs  the  pale  green  hop 

flowers  cUmb ; 
But  his  spirit — where  does  his  spirit 

rest  ? 
It  was  God    who    made    him — God 

knows  best.*' 

When  living  at  Knowl  Hill, 
about  1863-6,  Collins  was  very 
fond  of  walking  tours  through  the 
English  counties,  recording  his 
experiences  afterwards  in  a  maga- 
zine article.  Kespecting  such 
walks  he  tells  an  amusing  story : — 

'*  A  grave  and  steady  old  uncle  of 
mine,  who  has  always  deemed  litera- 
ture a  beggarly  craft,  when  he  heard 
of  my  perambulating  certain  counties 
said,  '  Gone  on  the  tramp,  is  he  ? 
Well,  I  always  expected  it.'  " 

Some  of  these  accounts  are  suit- 


able to  our  present  paper,  as  giving 
particulars  of  his  early  Hfe. 
The  following  is  from  the  paper 
'*  Through  Somerset,"  pubu(*hed 
in  TempU  Bar,  in  October,  1866: — 

''A  delicious  morning  of  Augusti 
with  a  cool  fresh  breeze  driving  a  few 
fleecy  clouds  over  a  light  blue  sky,, 
and  I  look  once  more  from  the  rail- 
way station  upon  that  pleasant  city  of 
Bath,  crescent  rising  above  crescent 
from  the  Avon.  Twenty  years  or 
thereabouts  must  have  passed  since  I 
set  foot  in  Bath,  though  I  have 
caught  many  a  glimpse  of  it  from  the 
rail.  William  Beckford  was  alive  in 
those  days — the  marvellous  million- 
aiie  who  wrote  '  Yathek '  and 
astonished  Byron.  We  used  to  see 
him  riding  slowly  along  the  streets, 
followed  by  his  groom  with  a  bag  of 
coppers  for  the  poor ;  and  whenever* 
he  dismounted,  the  groom  transferred 
himself  to  his  master's  saddle,  ap- 
parently to  keep  it  warm.  Well 
do  I  remember  the  sale  after  his 
death  of  his  superb  collection  of 
things  curious  and  beautiful.  The 
old  tower  builder,  who  had  a  passion 
for  stony  summits  and  far  pruspects, 
lies  sarcophagiied  in  red  granite  be- 
side his  last  high  edifice  on  Lansdown. 
But,  alack !  those  two  swift-flown  de- 
cades have  taken  away  more  than  the 

eccentric  millionaire 

What  a  chill  this  great  interval  of 
time  gives  one,  when  re-entering  a 
city  wherein  there  were  troops  of  wel- 
coming friends ! 

Youth  is  not  at  the  helm  now,  nor 
pleasure  at  the  prow  ;  too  probably,, 
while  business  steers,  caution  is  keep- 
ing a  sharp  look-out  ahead  for  those 
confounded  rocks  of  insolvency." 
•  •  .  . 

How  beautifully  calm  and  f|uiet  is 
the  Cathedral  Green,  with  the  qua- 
drangular Deanery  to  the  north  of  it  \ 
This  was  the  charming  decanal  retreat 
which  inspired  certain  Praedesque 
verses,  called 

The  Dbak's  Dauohtbb. 

Calm,  silent,  sunny,  whispereth 
No  tone  about  that  sleepy  Deanery, 

Save  when  the  mighty  organ's  breath 
Came  husht  through  endless  aisles 
of  greenery  ; 
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Ko  eastern  breezes  swung  in  air 
The  great  elm- boughs,  or  crisped 
the  ivy ; 
The  povrors  of  nature  seemed  aware 
Dean  Willmot*s  motto  ii  as  Dormvoi. 
•         ••••• 

Having  been  foiled  in  my  attempt 
to  reach  the  border,  I  took  steam,  and 
^ound  myself  at  Bristol,  a  city  much 
to  my  taste.  Well  do  I  remember  it 
4b  quarter  of  a  century  affo,  when  the 
ghost  of  Felix  Farley  still  walked  (a 
ri^ht  honourable  ghost)  ;  when  my 
fnend  Walter  Thombury  permeated 
his  sensitive  imagination  with  its  an- 
tiquities ;  when  the  Bishop  of  Oxford's 
Set  preachers  preached  at  Lower 
Saston.  Ah  !  times  have  ctiaiiged — 
the  Bush  Inn  is  a  thing  of  the  past ; 
the  Clifton  Suspension  Bridge  is  com- 
pleted ;  and  there  is  no  one  left  who 
remembers  John  Eagles.  De«ur  dirty 
old  Bristol,  with  thy  streets  of  com 
and  of  wine,  how  well  do  I  love  thee  ! 
How  gladly  would  I  see  once  more 
the  slightly  stooping  form  of  the  most 
gigantic  journalist  (save  Jacob 
Omnium)  that  ever  stepped,  passing 
the  Post-office  to  do  his  matutine 
marketing  !  How  gladly  would  I  taste 
once  more  his  white  port  wine  !  *' 

Here  is  a  still  earlier  reminis- 
cence. In  Temple  Bar  for  February, 
1865,  a  tramp  **  Through  Wilts" 
brings  back  the  writer  to  old 
scenes : — **  In  this  town  of  West- 
bury  I  went  to  school  about  twenty 
years  ago  [he  omits  to  say  that  it 
was  not  as  scholar  but  as  teacher], 
and  have  never  visited  it  since. 
...  I  had  easy  access  to  all  the 
Poets'  Comers  of  newspapers  in 
the  neighbourhood ;  but  now  be- 
hold me  in  Fraser,  with  an  In- 
goldsby  kind  of  ballad  called  *  Sir 
Willoughby  Ware,*  for  which  I 
received  a  cheque  for  three  guineas. 
The  idea  that  verse  could  be  turned 
into  money  was  to  me  utterly  new." 
What  a  pity  the  knowledge  thus 
gained  could  not  have  been  for- 
gotten for  an  interval  of  a  year  or 
two  during  bis  maturity ! 

There  is  a  part  of  the  world 
where  it  might  oe  thought  a  man 


would  be  free  of  "  interviewers," 
and  that  is  the  audarium  of  a  Turk- 
ish Bath  in  England,  albeit  in 
Borne  it  would  have  been  the  veiy 
haunt  of  the  gossiping  journalist. 
But  here  is  an  account  of  Mortimer 
Oollins  which  we  take  from  some 
papers  from  various  journals,  ga- 
thered together  by  the  proprietors 
of  the  Hammam : — 

' '  Observe  the  foot  of  one  of  those  oc- 
cupants of  the  canvas-backed  couches. 
Yes,  you  are  right — ex  ptde  JTisreuIem, 
You  can't  see  that  man's  faooi 
bat  we  know  it.  That  man  is  a  Her- 
cules, indeed  a  hojoewr  manqoL  Some 
one  said  of  him  once,  a  man  whose 
clenched  fist  might  fell  the  traditionsl 
ox,  yet  when  the  fingers  of  that  hand 
are  only  closed  about  a  pen,  what 
dainty,  delicate,  Arielesque  work  they 
do !  Hercules  is  a  poet,  subtle, 
thinking,  fanciful,  graceful,  passion- 
ate, tender.  Everyone  knows  him ; 
no  one  knows  him  enough.  He  rs- 
minds  you,  when,  after  reading  him 
you  see  him,  of  the  Naismyth  hammer, 
somehow,  that  can  smite  hard  things 
so  hard,  and  yet  touch  tender  things 
so  softly." 

In  the  **  Comedy  of  Dreams  " 
Oollins  wrote : — 

Our  life  is  full  of  mystery,  of  irony  ; 
You  meet  a  woman  or  a  man  unknown 

to  you, 
And  all  is  changed  for  you  through  all 

eternity. 

We  may  compare  this  with  an 
autobiographic  reminiscence  in  the 
published  account  of  a  walk 
through  Berks,  which  included  a 
digression  over  the  border  into 
Gloucestershire  : — 

"  Most  of  us  can  fix  upon  a  time  and 
place  at  which  the  whole  current  of 
our  future  life  was  determined  by  a 
single  event.  If,  after  years  of 
changeful  adventure,  you  come  back 
to  the  tranquil  country  village  where 
that  event  occurred,  Uie  effect  upon 
the  mind  is  very  remarkable,  but  en- 
tirely indescribable.  It  was  thus 
with  me  at  Lechlade.  The  somno- 
lent little  town  was  unchanged — 
unchanged  as  the  river  Isis,    upon 
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which  it  stands.  The  very  same 
■grocer  was  selling  tea  and  sugar  over 
the  very  same  counter  that  Satuiday 
afternoon.  The  old  house,  not  far 
irom  the  town,  in  which  I  had  dwelt, 
aeemed  unaltered.  There  clung  to 
the  balcony  the  same  perfumed  cle- 
matis wliich  had  clustered  above 
brown  tresses  long  years  ago.  I  could 
fancy  a  slender  hand  pushing  aside 
ihese  troublesome  tendrils,  rich  with 
constellated  bloom.  If  I  could  in 
poetic  form,  reproduce  the  feelings 
which  came  upon  me  as  I  thus  revi- 
fiited  the  half-forgotten  past — as  I 
thus  encountered  my  boyish,  enthu- 
siastic, unspoilt,  uncynical  self — I 
think  it  would  be  worth  reading.  But 
I  cannot  do  it  -  They  have  refreshed 
me,  those  strange  sensations  ;  that 
draught  of  the  magic  fountain  has 
.somewhat  lessened  the  world-weari- 
ness which  a  man  cannot  but  feel  as  he 
nears  the  end  of  his  eighth  lustrum  ; 
and  as  I  pass  onward  I  hum  the  deli- 
•cious  ballad  of  Spain — 

'  Fonte  frida,  fonte  frida, 
Fonte  frida,  y  con  amor ! '  " 

This  was  the  l)eginDing:  here 
is  the  end,  copied  from  the  family 
Bible :  **  My  darling  died  at  Knowl 
Hill  on  the  morning  of  August 
ihe  5th,  1867.  'Cor  cordiumV' 
And  her  simple  epitaph  he  com- 
posed thus : — ''  Susanna  annos  sep- 
temdecim  uxori  amata  atqtM  amanti 
mcsrenB  posuit  Mortimer  Collins  V 
The  following  sonnet  was  written 
beside  her  unclosed  coffin  : — 

I  want  to  tell  her  that  I  lored  her 
well : 
She  knew  it,  but  I  want  to  tell  her 

so. 
Death  is  too  strong,  and  I  must  let 
her  go, 
Unknowing  if,   where  happy  spirits 

dwell, 
Bhe  hears  my  cry  of  grief.     Within 
her  shell. 
White  as  the  funeral  marble's  statue- 
snow. 
Sue  lies,   whose  cheek  had  once  so 
soft  a  glow ; 
Her  dear  brown  eyes,  whose  meaning 
none  could  tell 
Better  thau  I,  are  closed  for  ever- 
more. 


How  would  they  open,  if  she  could 
but  hear, 
And  loo]^  upon  me  with  her  loving 

light! 
Too  weak  my  voice  to  reach  the  im- 
mortal shore. 
Too  far  her  spirit  has  fled,  my  heart 
to  cheer 
With   loving  sound    or  visionary 
sight. 

Not  very  long  afterwards,  but 
after  a  second  marriage  which  he 
entered  upon,  the  dampness  of 
that  same  Knowl  Hill  cottage 
struck  down  Collins  with  rheu- 
matic fever,  which  led  on  to 
an  affection  of  the  heart,  and 
from  that  time  for  several  years 
death  was  slowly  and  imperceptibly 
coming  on.  The  thought  of  it  at 
the  last  had  no  sad  effect  upon 
him.  An  old  doctor  reproached 
him  for  a  humorous  observation  at 
such  a  time,  and  he  answered 
innocently  enough,  '^  If  a  man  be 
humorous,  may  he  not  be  humor- 
ous to  the  end  ?  "  He  said  .cheer- 
fully that  he  was  going  **  to 
kingdom  come  " ;  but  when  the 
body's  clearness  was  blurred  and 
the  spirit  confused  by  the  struggle 
of  the  heart,  then  physicaUy 
breaking,  his  mystic  sight  was 
clouded,  and  among  the  few 
words  he  said  through  the  night, 
when  the  huge  frame  could 
find  no  rest,  was  a  sort  of  half- 
conscious  inquiry,  made  not  im- 
patiently, but  as  if  he  had 
momentarily  lost  his  way,  *' Where 
is  the  Presiding  Spirit  ?'* 

He  had  apparently  splendid 
health  up  to  the  last,  and  his  physi- 
cal frame  was  perfect  on  the  day 
when  the  surgical  knife  entered  it  to 
find  out  the  organic  flaw.  But  he 
had  unconsciously  been  failing  in  a 
small  degree  for  some  time.  He 
remarked  one  day,  ^'  I  can  under- 
stand now  how  people  when  walk- 
ing speak  of  uphill  and  downhill. 
I  never  noticed  any  difference 
before." 
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Those  who  look  at  the  long  list 
of  Mortimer  Oollins's  novels, — 
something  over  forty  volmnes  in 
the  form  in  which  they  appeared — 
might  be  disposed  to  imagine  that 
they  formed  his  lifetime's  work. 
But  he  was  nearly  forty  years  old 
when  he  wrote  the  first  (at  the 
suggestion,  by  the  way,  of  Dr. 
Waller,  poet  himself,  a  very 
favourite  author  and  friend  of 
Mortimer's,  and  then  editor  of  the 
Dublin  University  Magazine),  and 
he  was  but  forty-nine  when  he 
died.  A  perfect  age  to  die  at,  he 
woidd  have  said  in  his  fanciful 
way,  being  the  square  of  the  per- 
fect number  seven  ;  that  is,  if  one 
cannot  make  one's  century  by 
reaching  the  square  of  ten. 

The  novels  are  not  his  best 
work,  the  later  ones  being  the 
product  of  a  part  of  his  life  that 
was  somewhat  confined  and,  if 
idyllic,  rather  heavily  so.  He 
gave  little  labour  to  his  novels 
beyond  the  drudgery  of  writ- 
ing them,  which  in  the  case  of 
some  occupied  only  five  or  six 
weeks.  The  one  tiLing  he  would 
not  give  was  himself,  and  espe- 
cially to  work  done  deliberately 
for  coin  as  this  was.  But  they 
produced  a  larger  return  than  any 
other  kind  of  work,  and  an  income 
that  would  have  been  a  com- 
fortable one  if  fortunately  ad- 
ministered. 

**  I  do  not  see  any  plot  in  life," 
he  observed  d  propos  of  the  con- 
struction of  the  novel,  but  he 
failed  to  see  that  the  vivid  interest 
of  actual  life,  lost  when  the  picture 
is  only  on  paper,  must  be  repre- 
sented or  made  up  for  by  some 
concentration. 

These  romances,  with  all  their 
faidts,  abound  with  good  quali- 
ties of  their  own.  They  are 
in  excellent  English;  they  hold 
thoughts  well  worth  gathering 
from  them,  and  scraps  of  song 
worth  reading  through  the  easy 


pages  to  find.  There  is  little  deep 
character  study,  but  there  are* 
many  bright  pictures  of  wholesome 
life.  An  incident  will  shew  how 
averse  was  the  habit  of  his  mind 
from  dramatic  construction.  A 
friend  suggested  that,  in  a  novel 
about  to  be  written,  the  whole 
action  of  the  story  should  be  con- 
fined within  a  single  dav  and  that 
the  work  should  be  entitled  ''From 
Midnight  to  Midnight."  The  sug- 
gestion was  adopted,  but  instead 
of  its  residting  in  any  intensity  of 
dramatic  centre,  the  time  was  split 
up  into  hours,  and  the  action,  for 
any  matter  of  unity  and  point,  might 
as  well  have  been  extended  over 
twenty-four  weeks. 

With  his  last  published  novet 
was  found  to  be  completely  filled 
the  shelf  devoted  to  such  works  of 
his.  He  pointed  this  out,  and 
asked  what  was  to  be  done  when 
the  next  one  came.  But  the  extra 
space  was  never  called  for. 

We  have  referred  several  times 
to  the  mystic  element  in  Mortii^er 
Collins,  which  was  philosopliic  ■• 
well  as  poetic.  With  some  wImiI 
spark  they  have  of  this  is  made 
the  most  of  to  the  verge  of  un* 
reality ;  with  him  it  was  full,  vivid, 
and  rather  repressed  than  allowed 
to  grow  vaporous.  It  was  lost  sieht 
of  by  many  who  felt  only  his 
abounding  physical  life,  and  his 
deep  love  for  external  nature. 
What  he  would  have  become  when 
the  sense-life  yielded  to  life  more 
interior — a  process  that  was  evi- 
dently beg^nnin^  in  him — ^it  is 
strange  to  imagine.  Here  is  his 
own  speculation  which  touches  the 
subject : — 

''  It  seemed  to  me,  as  I  looked  over 
the  old  gray  parapet  [of  the  Hamp- 
shire river  Test],  that  if  I  liv«d  to  be 
eighty,  there  would  shine  from  be- 
yond the  inevitable  river  a  light  too 
dazzling  for  me  to  see  plmimy  oar 
ordinary  mundane  affairs. 

He  never  looked,  it  will  beseeOy 
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for  what  the  world  calls  maturity, 
which  is  often  mere  worldliness. 

The  following  is  from  "The 
Two  Worlds  "  :— 

Tery  far  off  its  marble  cities  seem — 
Yery    far    off— beyond    our    sensual 
dream — 
Its  woods,  unruffled  by  the  wild 
winds'  roar ; 
Tet  does  the  turbulent  surge 
Howl  on  its  very  verge  ; 
One  moment — and  we  breathe  with- 
in the  evermore. 

The  mystical  element  which  with 
his  inmost  poetry  was  hidden  from 
many  of  those  who  surrounded 
Oollms  in  his  later  years,  brought 
him  into  sympathy  with  men  of  a 
large  sphere  of  life.  The  fuller 
ihe  sphere,  the  more  extended  the 
sympathies.  Here,  for  instance, 
is  tne  expression  of  Dr.  Garth 
Wilkinson,  editor  of  Swedenborg, 
and  Blake,  and  author  of  that 
grand  epic  in  prose,  '^  The  Human 
fiody  and  its  connection  with 
Man  ": — "  I  seemed  to  be  prepared 
for  his  death,  though,  when  I  met 
him  in  the  winter,  his  life  looked 
more  vigorous  than  that  of  any  in 
our  party,  and  his  manly  cheer  was 
stronger.  It  is  to  me  as  if  spirit 
was  given  him  for  this  great  jour- 
ney. It  had  been  my  hope  to 
spend  a  day  with  him  in  his  country 
home,  and  to  enjoy  its  scenes  in 
the  company  of  a  delightful  poet, 
worthy  of  the  woodlands  of  Eng- 
land. Now  I  shall  think  of  him 
as  one  sometimes  permitted  to  be 
near  me,  until,  a^  I  trust,  I  may 
hail  him  a^  a  fellow-worker  in  the 
New  En^nd  of  the  spiritual 
ifTorld.  .  .How  soon  the  strongman 
passes  onwards ;  and  what  a  testi- 
mony that  is,  that  he  is  trans- 
planted for  use  to  another  exereise 
of  power." 

The  specialty  of  Mortimer  CJol- 
lins's  poetic  work,  whether  light 
or  serious  (and  he  is  not  always 
in  that  ''trifling  yein  of  good- 
Ixumoiired  banter  which,"  says  the 


A  thenaum^ ' '  is  the  special  character- 
istic of  his  verse  "),  is  that  he  moves 
so  unconstrainedly,  with,  as  it  were, 
an  unconscious  music.  To  impreg- 
nate one's  self  with  his  lyrics  is  to 
become,  often  to  one's  own  sur- 
prise, a  somewhat  severe  critic  of 
the  more  ambitious  productions  of 
other  writers.  The  same  peculiar 
grace  of  movement  we  find  occa- 
sionally in  Edgar  Poe,  as  in : — 

Helen,  thy  beauty  is  to  me 

Like  those  Nio^an  barks  of  yore 

That  gently,  o'er  a  perfumed  sea, 
The  weary  way-worn  wanderer  bore 
To  his  own  native  shore. 

On  desper%te  seas  long  wont  to  roam, 
Thy  hyacinth  hair,  thy  classic  face. 

Thy  Naiad  airs  have  brought  me  home 
To  the  glory  that  was  Greece, 

And  the  grandeur  that  was  Rome. 

Here  is  a  stanza  of  Swinburne's, 
of  which  Collins  once  declared  his 
especial  appreciation :  it  shews  the 
same  bird-like  quality  : — 

If  I  were  what  the  words  are. 

And  love  were  like  the  tune, 
With  double  sound  and  single 
Delight  our  lips  would  mingle, 
With  kisses  glad  as  birds  are 

That  get  sweet  rain  at  noon  ; 
If  I  were  what  the  words  are. 
And  love  were  like  the  tune. 

The  idea  here  is  a  trifle  comple:^, 
but  the  music  is  exquisite.  Keats 
has  the  same  perfection  : — 

Thou  wast  not  born  for  death,  im- 
mortal Bird  ! 
No  hungry  generations  tread  thee 
down ; 
The  voice  I  hear  this  passing  night 
was  heard 
In  ancient  days  by  emperor    and 
clown ; 
Perhaps  the  self -same  song  that  found 
a  path 
Through  the  sad  heart  of  Ruth, 

when,  sick  for  home, 
She  stood  in  tears  amid  the  alien 
com ; 
The  same  that  oft  times  hath 
Charmed  magic  casements,  opening 

en  the  foam 
Of  perilons  seas,  in  fairy  lands 
forlorn. 
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Coleridge  has  it  in  pre-eminence : — 

All  thoughts,  all  pasaions.  all  delights, 
Whatever  stirs  this  mortid  frame. 
Are  all  but  ministers  of  Love, 
And  feed  his  sacred  flame. 

How  simple  the  words,  and  yet 
liow  they  swell  and  become  trans- 
lucent with  the  glow  that  lives  in 
them.     Or,  again: — 

Five  miles  meandering  with  a  mazy 
motion. 

Through  wood  and  dale  the  sacred 
river  ran. 

Then  relu:hed  the  caverns  measure- 
less to  man, 

And  sank  in  tumult  to  a  lifeless 
ocean. 

Wordsworth  has  it  wherever  he 
is  raised  as  it  were  out  of  him- 
self: — 

The  Rainbow  comes  and  goes, 
And  lovely  is  the  Rose  ; 
The  Moon  doth  with  delight 
Look  round  her  when  the  heavens 
are  bare, 
Waters  on  a  starry  night 
Are  beautiful  and  fair  ; 
The  sunshine  is  a  glorious  birth  ; 
But  yet  I  know  where  e'er  I  go, 
That  there  hath   past  away  a  glory 
from  the  earth. 


Our  birth  is  but  a  sleep  and  a  for- 
getting : 
The  Soul  that  rises  with  us,  our  life's 
Star, 
Hath  had  elsewhere  its  setting. 
And  Cometh  from  afar. 


Hence  in  a  season  of  calm  weather. 

Though  inland  far  we  be. 
Our  souls  have  sight  of  that  immortal 
sea 
Which  brought  us  hither, 
Can  in  a  moment  travel  thither, 
And  see  the  children  sport  upon  the 

shore. 
And  hear  the  mighty  waters  rolUng 
evermore. 

Shelley,  of  course,  has  the  fairy 
quality  in  profusion  : — The  sky- 
lark is 


Like  a  poet  hidden 

In  the  light  of  thought, 
Singing  hymns  unbidden, 
Till  the  world  is  wrought 
To  sympathy  with  hopes  and  fears  it 
heeded  not. 


Like  a  glow-worm  golden 

In  a  dell  of  dew, 
Scattering  un beholden 
Its  aerial  hue 
Among  the  flowers  and  Rrass  which 
screen  it  from  the  view. 


We  look  before  and  after, 

And  pine  for  what  is  not : 
Our  sincerest  laughter 

With  some  pain  is  fraught ; 
Our  sweetest  songs  are  those  that  tell 
of  saddest  thought. 

Or  in  this  is  both  the  glamour  and 
the  music : — 

And  the  spring  arose  on  the  garden 
fair, 

Like  the  Spirit  of  Love  felt  every- 
where ; 

And  each  flower  and  herb  on  earth's 
dark  breast 

Rose  from  the  dreams  of  its  wintry 
rest. 

But  none  ever  trembled  and  panted 
with  bliss 

In  the  garden,  the  field,  or  the  wilder- 
ness, 

Like  a  doe  in  the  noontide  with  love's 
sweet  want, 

As  the  companionless  Sensitive  Plant. 

Or  again : — 

Yet  now  despair  itself  is  mild. 
Even  as  the   winds  and  waters 
are  ; 
I  could  lie  down  like  a  tired  child. 

And  weep  away  the  life  of  care 
Which  I  have  borne  and  yet  must 
bear, — 
Till  death  like  sleep  might  steal 
on  me. 
And  I  might  feel  in  the  warm  air 
My  cheek  grow  cold,  and  hear  the 
sea 
Breathe  o'er  my  dying  brain  ita  last 
monotony. 

If  Mortimer  Collins    is  but  a 
writer  of    society  verse,   he  will 
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ignobly  fail  in  oomparison  with 
Buch  as  these.  Proximity  will  be 
enough  to  effect  it.  Has  he  their 
musicy  has  he  that  upsurging 
inner  feeling,  that  mystic  glow 
which  trano&gures  words  and 
makes  poetry  ?  As  to  his  rhythmic 
facility  there  can  be  no  doubt. 
The  writers  contributing  these 
papers  cannot  but  repeat  that, 
as  a  matter  of  rhyme  only,  they 
know  nothing  more  exquisite 
than  the  lines  already  quoted  from 
"  The  Ivory  Gate  "  :— 

Then  the  oars  of  Ithaca  dip  so 

Silently  into  the  sea, 
That  they  wake  not  aad  Calypso — 

And  the  Hero  wanders  free. 

They  seem  to  make  vivid  the 
almost  soundless  plash  of  oars  in 
a  perfectly  tranquil  sea ;  and  the 
rhymes  meet  so  softly  that  they 
suggested  to  the  writer  the  reflec- 
tion that  rhymes  should  fall  almost 
imperceptibly,  like  shed  rose- 
leaves,  and  not  with  the  heavy 
definite  sound  of  a  sledge-hammer. 
Collins  used  the  metaphor  in  a 
paper  on  the  **  Art  and  Accomplish- 
ment of  Yerse,"  and  wrote  making 
pleasant  acknowledgment  of  its 
source. 

"We  do  not  profess  to  be  able  to 
make  the  best  flnal  selection  from 
the  relics  of  Collins's  muse,  but  the 
following  may  be  enough  to  enable 
judgments  to  be  come  to  whether 
ne  be  poet  or  verse  writer. 

This  is  from  his  earliest  collec- 
tion : — 

Oh,  the  beanty  of  the  sunset,  deepen- 
ing in  purple  haet— 

And  when  Hesper  rises  slowly,  bring- 
ing on  the  twilight  dews, 

Where  the  woodland  streamlets  ripple 
through  the  dusky  avenues. 

O  Thou  giver  of  all  goodness  !  we,  the 

children  of  this  earth, 
Ever   would  desire   to  praise   Thee, 

though  uur  songs  are  nothing  worth, 
For  the  hell  and  fragrant  summer,  fur 

its  music  and  its  mirth — 


For  the  dense  green  odorous  woods,. 

for  the  sky's  unclouded  dome, 
For  the  calm  sea  tossing  lightly  endless 

lines  of  starry  foam. 
Which  shall  thunder  on  for  ever,  'till 

Thou  take  Thy  people  home. 

Then  from  the  Midwinter  Chant : — 

Yea,  the  power  of  earth  is  passing,  like 
the  morning's  glittering  rime, 

And  thes  wiftest  of  Thine  angels  guides 
the  chariot  of  Time 

Onward  to  the  end  of  all  things, 
onward  to  the  Holy  clime. 

This  seems  to  us  simple,  manly, 
imaffected,  of  suitable  music,  and 
too  real  to  be  mere  verse. 

We  will  take  now  the  Nightin- 
gale's song  from  '^  The  Sritish 
Birds." 

This  is  Ail's  sweet  City — 

Builded  by  the  birds  ; 
And  I  sing  a  ditty. 
More  of  sound  than  words. 
Pure  voice  of  purest  sether  that  this 
plaaet  girds. 

Sunsets  now  will  glisten 
Brighter  than  before ; 
Children  now  will  listen 
On  the  wild  west  shore 
For  vesper  music  sweeter  than  any 
heard  of  yore. 

Look  up,  wandering  lover. 

To  the  sunset  sky  ! 
Can  you  not  discover 
With  visionary  eye, 
A  river  in  the  heavens,  great  mansions 
built  thereby  ? 

Here  all  dreams  have  vanished 

Which  'mid  fools  prevail  ; 
Vices  all  are  banished 
Beyond  our  radiant  pale. 
We  live,    and  love,    and   sing,  and 
through  clear  sether  sidl. 

Happy  when  we  wander, 

Happy  in  our  nests  ; 
Never  do  we  ponder 
Of  the  Fates'  behests  ; 
Our  life  flies  through  wide  space,  our 
love  on  soft  moss  rests. 

Oh !  to  pierce  the  zenith 

Which  no  steps  have  trod. 
Where  the  birds'  eye  kenueth 
Marvellous  touch  of  Ood — 
And  then  to  flutter  down  on  dew- 
cooled  emerald  sod ! 
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Oh  !  thd  sphere  to  girdle. 

Voyage  like  a  dream  ; 
See  the  keen  ice  curdle, 
See  bright  oceani  gleam, 
Look  down  on  mighty  cities  that  mere 
toy-towns  seem. 

We  can  dart,  drift,  dally, 
Dream  upon  the  wing, 
Woo  in  woodland  valley, 
Twitter,  chatter,  sing : 
For  very  joy  we  live,  and  for  no  other 
thing. 

Now  our  City's  founded 

On  the  virgin  verge 
Of  the  sky,  and  bounded 
By  the  cloudy  surge — 
•So    into    civic    life     we    suddenly 
emerge. 

In  our  Town  reign  beauty. 

Peace,  and  love,  and  song  : 
Never  any  duty. 
Since  never  any  wrong : 
No    fear,    because    air-dwellers    are 
always  safe  and  strong. 

Deeper  still  and  deeper, 

Into  air  I  go. 
Dream,  O  loving  sleeper, 

And  dream  of  love,  for,  lo  ! 
Thy    dream    shall    be    fulfilled, 
since  Procne  tells  thee  so. 

The  same  idealism  inspires  this  as 
the  better-known  poem,  **My 
Thrush,"  (published  in  Temple  Bar 
in  August,  1864,)  which  is  full  of 
deeper  feeling : — 

All  through  the  sultry  hours  of  June, 
From  morning  blithe  to  golden  noon, 

And  till  the  star  of  evening  climbs 
The  grey-blue  East,  a  world  too  soon. 

There  sings  a  Thrush  amid  the  limes. 

God's  poet,  hid  in  foliage  green, 
Sings  endless  songs,  himself  unseen  ; 

Right  seldom  come  his  silent  times. 
Linger,  ye  summer  hours  serene  ! 

Sing  on,   dear  Thrush,   amid  the 
limes ! 

May  I  not  dream  God  sends  thee 

there. 
Thou  mellow  angel  of  the  air. 

Even  to  rebuke  my  earthly  rhymes 
With    music's   soul,    all  praise  and 
prayer? 
Is  that  thy  lesson  in  the  limes  ? 


Closer  to  God  art  thou  than  I ; 
His  minstrel  thou^  whose  brown  wings 
fly 
Throu|;h    silent    sether's    sunnier 
cbmes. 
Ah,  never  may  thy  music  die  ! 
Sing  on,  dear  Thrush,  amid  the 
limes  ! 

The  following  strong  stanzas 
are  from  "A  Poet's  Philosophy," 
Temple  Bar,  August,  1865,  and 
''Inn  of  Strange  Meetings," 
1871:— 

Dew  on  the  lawns,  and  fragrance  of 
fresh  flowers, 
And     magical     song    of    mellow- 
throated  birds — 
A  beauty  untransmutable  to  words : 
Such  is  the  vision  of  the  morning 

hours ; 
When  fade    the  urns    of    night  in 

safron  skies, 
And  light  and  love  return  to  young 
dream -haunted  eyes. 
*  •  •  * 

Is  life  a  dream,  and  death  a  sleep, 
and  love 
The  only  thing  immortal  1     Who 

would  care 
To  be  received  into  the  ambient  air. 
Or  traverse  eether  like  a  cloud,  above 
The  happy  homes  of  mortals  ?   Must 

the  soul 
Be  formlessly  absorbed  into  the  in- 
finite whole  ? 

No  :   I  shall  pass  into  the  Morning 
Land 
As  now  from  sleep  into  the  life  of 

mom  ; 
Live  the  new  life  of  the  new  world, 
unshorn 
Of  the  swift   brain,    the    executing 

hand ; 
See  the    dense    darkness    suddenly 

withdrawn. 
As  when  Orion's  sightless  eyes  dis- 
cerned the  dawn. 

I  shall  behold  it :  I  shall  see  the  utter 
Glory  of  sunrise  heretofore  unseen, 
Freshening  the  woodland  ways  with 

brighter  green. 
And  calling  into  life  all  wings  that 

flutter, 
AU  throats  of  music  and  all  ayes  of 

light. 
And  driviii|g  o'er  the  veige  the  intolsir> 

ablo  night. 
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We  will  oondude  with  the 
stately  music  of  ''  Coming  of  Age," 
of  a  stanza  of  which  one  of  the 
contributors  to  this  paper  obtained 
insertion  in  Punch  at  the  time  of 
the  author's  death.  We  may  turn 
to  the  question  we  asked  on  the 
first  page  of  these  papers,  '*How 
far  is  the  life  of  a  man  as  it  is 
presented  to  our  gaze  his  essential 
me,  and  how  far  merely  circum- 
stantial," and  in  this  poem  see 
its  most  hopeful  answer: — 

The  poet  may  tread  earth  sadly, 
Tet  is  he  Dreamland's  king. 

And  the  fays,  at  his  bidding,  gladly 
Visions  of  beauty  bring ; 

But  his  joys  will  be  rarer,  finer. 
Away  from  this  earthly  stage, 

When  he,  who  is  now  a  minor. 
Gomes  of  age. 

For  him  soft  leaflets  cluster, 

Of  violet,  ivy,  and  vine  ; 
For  him  leaps  livelier  lustre 

From  purple  depth  of  wine  ; 
Pauses  the  song  of  the  sirens, 

Closes  the  Sibyl's  page, 
Till  he,  whom  earth  environs. 
Comes  of  age. 

He  seems  to  the  moiling  million 

A  very  pestilent  knave  ; 
Yet  the  sky  is  his  pavilion. 

And  the  maiden  moon  his  slave ; 


And  the  sea,  with  its  mvriad  laughter, 

And  maddening  freaks  of  rage. 
Owns  him  who,  a  king  hereafter. 
Comes  of  age. 

The  wailing  winds  and  the  thunder. 
And  the  roar  of  a  war  that  whirls, 

Breaking  great  realms  asunder, 
And  the  merry  songs  of  girls. 

All  in  one  music  mingle, 
All  the  great  joys  presage. 

Of  the  poet  who,  royal  and  single, 
Comes  of  age. 

Roll  on,  0  tardy  cycle. 

Whose  death  is  the  poet's  birth ! 
Blow  soon,  great  trump  of  Michael, 

Shatter  the  crust  of  earth  ! 
Let  the  slow  spheres  turn  faster ; 

Hasten  the  neritage 
Of  him  who,  as  life's  true  master. 
Comes  of  age ! 

What  is  wanted,  to  put  to  the 
best  use  the  large  and  yaluable 
stores  that  Mortimer  Collins  has  left 
us,  is  a  volume  of  choice  poems  and 
sparkling  passages.  There  is  much 
tnat  is  worth  extracting  from  the 
long  series  of  essays  and  romances, 
in  prose  as  well  as  in  verse.  The 
work  requires  one  willing  to  take 
some  trouble,  and  able  to  discern 
between  the  mere  chaff  which  the 
poet  himself  is  no  longer  here  to 
blow  away,  and  the  toie  grain, 
sound  and  dean  and  germinative. 

K.  M.  0. 
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A  PEEP  INTO  TRANSYLVANIA. 


Pbbhaps,  of  all  tlie  mountain 
countries  of  Europe,  Transylvania, 
the  Switzerland  of  the  East,  is  the 
least  generally  known.  Little 
wonder,  indeed,  that  this  should  be 
the  case,  for  it  is  far  out  of  the 
usual  beat  of  the  regular  tourist, 
to  whom  Vienna,  or,  at  most,  Buda- 
Pesth,  forms  the  Ultima  Thule 
of  a  wandering  experience.  More- 
over, up  to  a  comparatively  recent 
date  Transylvama  was  almost 
entirely  unconnected  with  the 
Magyar  capital  by  that  iron  chain 
which  is  now  fast  extending  itself 
even  along  out-of-the-way  regions 
such  as  these.  Five  years  ago  the 
railroad  had  only  penetrated  to 
Hermanstadt ;  now  it  has  reached 
Cronstadt,  and  found  an  outlet  at 
one  of  the  Carpathian  passes. 

Few  countries,  perhaps,  can  be 
visited  with  greater  profit  to  the 
health,  the  heart,  and  the  brain  of 
the  weary  toiler  of  the  West  than 
this  remote  comer  among  the 
hills.  Transylvania  possesses  every 
attraction — fine  mountains,  pure 
air,  lovely  scenery,  healthy  towns 
and  villages.  Its  mountains,  while 
they  cannot  reach  the  shoulders  of 
their  Alpine  rivals,  are  still  well 
worth  a  glimpse,  for  they  abound 
in  views  of  the  utmost  beauty,  and 
in  a  fund  of  mineral  wealth  of 
which  few  can  form  any  conception. 
The  myriad  rills  which  purl  from 
their  craggy  sides,  the  mass  of 
foliage  inwhichthey  are  enveloped, 
combine  to  form  a  picture  alto- 
gether new  to  the  explorer  of 
snow-capped   peak,   glacier,    and 


avalanche.  They  cannot,  however, 
be  designated  as  tame,  though 
they  are,  perhaps,  more  lovely  than 
grand.  The  home  of  the  bear,  the 
wild  boar,  and  the  wolf,  the 
Carpathians  should  be  fascinating 
ground  to  the  enterprising  8x>ort8- 
man;  while  innumerable  trout- 
streams,  filled  with  the  finest 
fish,  might  attract  the  tired 
wanderer  to  linger.  The  inhabi- 
tants of  these  mountains,  I  may 
here  observe,  often  eat  their  trout 
raw,  and  have  to  be  instructed 
how  to  cook  it  when  limch  is  being 
prepared  for  the  traveller.  There 
are  also  mineral  baths,  which  have 
gained  a  great  renown  among  the 
gentry  of  the  surrounding  re^ons. 
The  Hungarian  noble  and  the 
Boumanian  boyard  come  alike  to 
drink  of  the  healing  waters.  The 
pleasant  Saxon  towns  from  which 
Transylvania  derives  its  German 
name  of  Siebenburgen  are  a  perfect 
model  of  cleanliness  and  comfort, 
and  the  trim  villages  dotted  in 
profusion  over  the  maize-grown 
plain  and  by  the  side  of  the 
jutting  rock,  testify  in  eloquent  ex- 
pressions to  the  thrifty  and  hard- 
working habits  of  the  native  popu- 
lations. 

Transylvania  is,  par  exceUeiMe^  a 
land  of  the  primitive  type,  a  species 
of  earthly  paradise  yet  unnuurred 
by  the  vices  and  follies  of  the 
civilised  world.  It  is  so  pure,  so 
fresh,  that  it  seems  a  region  apart, 
a  sweet  well'undefiled  of  poetry 
and  romance.  But  it  has  a  histoiy 
too,  and  that  none  of  the  most 
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■joyous.  A  very  slight  sketch  of 
this  will  answer  our  purpose  here. 
Forming,  like  its  sister  of  Rou- 
mania,  a  portion  of  the-  ancient 
Dacia,  Transylvania  shared  the  lot 
•of  the  conquered  province  when  it 
fell  into  Trajan's  hands.  The 
early  Daco-Eoman  inhabitants 
were  compelled  to  submit  to  the 
incursions  of  the  countless  hordes 
which  hurried  on  from  East  to 
West  in  one  continual  stream ;  but 
ihe  mountains  afforded  a  happy 
asylimi  to  the  fugitive,  and  pre- 
served the  settlers  from  the  oppres- 
sion and  massacre  which  tortured 
their  brethren  of  the  plains.  So 
there  were  always  Koumanian 
•oolonies  blessed  with  a  certain 
amount  of  prosperity,  and  secure 
from  imdue  molestation.  When 
the  huge  armies  of  Attila  passed, 
a  veritable  scourge,  over  the  pro- 
vinces of  Central  Europe,  some  of 
the  soldiers  remained  behind  in 
ihe  hill  country  bordering  on 
Moldavia,  at  the  sources  of  the 
Olto,  preserving  the  true  Hunnish 
physiognomy :  a  type,  it  may  be 
remarked,  by  no  means  as  bad  as 
it  has  been  represented  in  legendary 
lore.  These  were  the  Szeklers, 
ihe  prototypes  of  the  famous 
hussar.  The  Szeklers  are  magni- 
ficent men,  speaking  the  purest 
Himgarian.  They  are  Magyars 
of  the  Magyars,  and  have  com- 
posed the  very  cream  of  the 
Austrian  cavaliy  from  time  im- 
memorial ;  their  horses,  uniforms, 
and  equipments  being  second  to 
none.  Formerly  the  high  reputa- 
tion of  the  Szekler  hussars,  and 
their  romantic  mode  of  life,  brought 
to  them  a  midtitude  of  British 
officers.  The  Hungarians — pro- 
perly so  called — on  their  arrival  in 
Transylvania  united  with  their 
Bzekler  kinsmen,  and  under  their 
Idng,  Tuhutun,  so  utterly  routed 
ihe  Koimianian  army,  near  Oyula, 
iihat  the  people,  thoroughlv  dis- 
lieaitenedy  took  an  oaUi  of  fidelity 


to  the  Ma^ars,  in  the  plain  which 
is  named  Eskiello  to  tlus  day.  The 
Magyars,  having  reduced  the  Bou- 
mans  to  a  state  of  vassalage, 
divided  amongst  themselves  their 
forts  and  estates.  But  another, 
and  that  not  the  least  interesting, 
element  of  the  Transylvanian  popu- 
lation now  claims  our  attention.  It 
was  about  the  middle  of  the  twelfth 
century  that  some  Saxon  colonists 
were  invited  by  Oevza  IE.  to  settle 
in  Siebenbiirgen,  free  rights  and 
full  privileges  being  guaranteed  to 
them.  Lett  in  complete  and  un- 
disturbed enjoyment  of  their  muni- 
cipal institutions,  the  Saxons  soon 
throve,  and  their  cities  of  Herman- 
stadt  and  Cronstadt  bore  witness  to 
their  rapid  development.  But  ere 
long  a  dark  cloud  rose  above  the 
horizon.  The  hardy  Osmanli  came 
upon  the  scene,  and  Solyman,  sepa- 
rating Transylvania  from  Himgary, 
entrusted  its  government  to  Isa- 
bella, the  widow  of  John  Zapolya. 
The  country,  however,  retained  its 
social  distinctions,  the  Magyar 
being  the  feudal  lord,^  the  Eouman 
the  vassal  and  the  tiller  of  the 
soil.  In  1526,  the  Magyars  of  Hun- 
fi;ary  proper,  in  order  to  escape 
from  tne  aomination  of  the  Sultan, 
voluntarily  threw  themselves  into 
the  arms  of  Austria,  Transylvania 
only  becoming  subject  to  German 
rule  in  1698,  as  a  residt  of  the 
Treaty  of  Carlowitz.  But  although 
Hungary  and  Transylvania  had 
been  rent  asimder  for  more  than  a 
century  and  a  half,  the  haughty 
Mag3rar  had  always  held  the  pro- 
vince to  *  be  a  dependency  of 
the  crown  of  St.  Stephen.  From  the 
seventeenth  century  Transylvania 
entirely  participated  in  the  fortunes 
of  Hungary,  and  played  a  promi- 
nent part  in  the  revolutionary  wars 
of  1848.  For  the  Bouman  popu- 
lation, which  comprised  a  large 
proportion  of  the  sum  total  of  tlie 
mhabitants,  like  the  subjeet  Sel%i 
Yonic  races,  rose  m  nuui^  agaiMi 
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Hungarian  oppression,  and,  united 
with  the  armies  of  Kussia  and 
Austria,  completely  bore  down  the 
power  of  the  feudal  lords.  On  the 
pedestal  of  the  statue  of  Joseph 
Jj.  at  Vienna  are  inscribed  the 
words,  ''  Felicitas  Dacise,"  in  com- 
memoration of  the  ffood  under- 
standing prevalent  between  the 
Boumans  and  the  throne. 

As  we  have,  therefore,  noticed, 
the  Transylvanians  ofPer  ample 
material  for  the  study  of  the  poli- 
tician and  the  man  of  the  world. 
Magyars,  Szeklers,  Saxons,  Bou- 
mans, Gipsies  (of  whom  there  are 
thousands  in  Hungary),  Jews  and 
Armenians,  all  form  quite  a  little 
society  of  their  own  in  this  remote 
region ;  and  the  varieties  of  type, 
style,  and  language  cannot  fail  to 
prove  interesting  even  to  the  most 
superficial  observer. 

In  order  to  give  the  reader  some 
idea  of  life  in  Transylvania,  we  shall 
select  for  description  Cronstadt, 
as  one  of  the  best  specimens  of  the 
Saxon  settlements  in  this  genial 
land.  Cronstadt  lies  to  the  east  of 
Hermanstadt,  and  not  far  from  the 
Buzeo  Pass,  which  connects  the 
province  with  Wallachia.  It  is 
very  old,  and  is  surrounded  by 
ramparts,  walls,  and  trenches,  now 
peacefully  overgrown  with  ivy  and 
other  creeping  plants.  In  the 
middle  of  the  town,  and  close  to 
the  market  square,  is  the  grand 
Lutheran  cathedral,  a  splendid 
relic  of  the  past,  though  dark  and 
dreary  inside.  It  boasts  some  ex- 
cellent wood-carving;  though  we 
must  except  from  praise  the 
painted  effigy  of  a  saint  which 
covers  one  of  the  panels  of  the 
pulpit,  as  it  is  one  of  the  most 
hideous  figures  we  ever  beheld  in 
our  travels.  The  organ  enjoys 
a  world-wide  renown,  and  is  only 
played  in  its  full  compass  on  rare 
and  special  occasions.  There  are 
ajLso  one  or  two  Boman  Catholic 
fuijd  Qre^k.  Orthodox  churches  in 


the  town.      The  market-place  is 
an  open  square,  filled  with  vener- 
able women  in  quaint  oostumeB, 
who  sit  there  from  morning  till 
night,  and  sell  everything,  from  a 
hat  and  a  pair  of  boots  down  to 
pipes  and  mammaligaf  to  the  in* 
habitants    and    to   their    country 
cousins,  who  flock  in  on  certain 
days  to  lay  in    a  stock  of   the 
necessary  provisions.      The  light 
wines  of  Transylvania  are  to  be 
procured  here,   as    well    as  some 
of    the   best     Hungarian   wines* 
We     shall    never     forget      the 
Ofen-wtin  and  the  capital  rum,  the 
only  good  spirit  here.  It  is  curious^ 
by  the  way,   how  Latin  is    still 
retained.    All  the  inscriptions  on 
arches    and  walls   were    in    that 
tongue;  and  in  the  tavern  window 
appeared  the    word    "  Spiritus,'*' 
prmted  on  a  large  scroll,  to  shew 
that  strong  liquors  could  be  pro- 
cured  vrithin.      The    streets   are 
fairly  regular,  and  are  tolerably 
well  paved;    although  the  open, 
drains,  covered  only  with  a  fragile 
plank,  which  course   along   their 
sides    still     leave    much    to    be 
desired    in     this     respect.      The 
houses    all     have    an    agreeable 
and  well-to-do  aspect ;    and  many 
of   the    shops    are     very    credit- 
able affairs.      Tou  have,  by  the 
way,     sometimes    to    consult     a 
chemist  if    you  are  taken  ill,  aa 
there  is .  only  one  doctor  in  the 
place,  who  is  often  called  far  away 
into  the  hills.     Happily  the  spot 
is  very  healthy,  as  this  fact  alone 
would    demonstrate.        The    new 
town,    which     lies    without    the 
old  fortified  one    just  described, 
is     divided     from      it     by    an 
enormous    gate,    which    heads    a 
beautiful    promenade    called    the 
A116e,  where,  twice  in  the  week, 
the   bands  of    the  regiments    in 
garrison  perform.      This    is    the 
Prater  of    Cronstadt.      The  best 
hotels,    by  the    way,    are   either 
situated  on  the  A116e  itself  or^i 
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its  immediate  vicinity.  We  know  of 
nothing  more  pleasant  than  to  sit 
of  a  summer's  evening  at  one  of 
the  manjjr  little  tables  in  this  fine 
walk,  drmking  in,  with  the  cooling 
Vienna  beer,  the  strains  of  the 
splendid  military  bands,  which 
plaj  in  alternate  concert  with  the 
shrill  pipes  of  the  far-famed 
laautari^  or  g^psy  musicians.  The 
laoutari  are  here,  for  some  reason 
or  another,  even  better  than  they 
are  in  Wallachia.  Their  music  is 
wilder,  more  weird,more  character- 
istic, in  the  mountain  than  in  the 
plain.  So,  again,  the  voices  of  the 
coimtless  pretty  women  who  prattle 
in  the  Magyar  accent  sound  even 
sweeter  than  those  of  their  Rou- 
manian sisters  with  their  Italian 
speech.  And  what  an  animating 
scene!  Scores  of  dashing  Hun- 
garian officers  with  clanking  sabres, 
peasants  in  bright  costumes,  f  air- 
naired  Saxon  girls,  and  Kouman 
maids  with  the  brightest  of  eyes, 
and  the  blackest  of  tresses  neatly 
tied  into  long  flowing  braids. 
There  we  see  the  Hungarian  noble 
of  the  old  school,  arrayed  in  the 
national  costume,  and  wearing  a 
pair  of  high  top-boots  of  the  most 
faultless  make.  There,  too,  is  the 
Wallachian  boyard,  seeking  in  the 
pure  ether  some  refreshment  after 
the  oven-like  atmosphere  of  Bucha- 
rest. After  the  promenade  comes 
the  social  supper — they  live  in  the 
German  style  here — and  you  wind 
up  with  a  valse  or  two  at  one  of 
the  subscription-balls  so  much  in 
vogue  at  the  pleasant  season  of  the 
year.  Close  to  Cronstadt,  and 
forming  as  it  were  •  a  portion 
of  the  town  itself,  lies  the  Oapel- 
lanberg,  a  little  mountain  whose 
sunmiit  is  enveloped  in  a  perennial 
•doud.  It  is,  however,  capable  of 
easy  ascent,  as  an  admirable  path- 
way meanders  up  its  flank.  The 
view  from  this  mountain  is  sur- 

fiassingly  beautiful  and  instructive, 
t   was,  we  may  add,  in  the  year 


1849  the  scene  of  a  furious 
strugfi;le  between  the  Himgarian 
and  the  Eussian  forces;  a  struggle 
which  some  of  the  townspeople,  at 
least,  remember  with  bitter  resent- 
ment. At  the  foot  of  the  mountain 
is  a  lovelv  garden,  planted  with 
beautiful  shrubs  and  flowers,  and 
intersected  by  many  a  pleasant 
path,  the  resort  of  the  younger 
l^eneration.  In  this  quarter  too 
are  the  barracks,  a  (ueanly  and 
commodious  building,  which  can 
accommodate  a  number  of  troops. 
A  fortress  erected  on  a  low  hill 
beyond  the  Allee  is  also  worthy  of 
notice.  The  military  authorities 
attach  g^eat  importance  to  this 
stronghold,  and  woe  betide  the 
incautious  visitor  whose  love  for 
the  picturesque  beguiles  him  into 
taking  a  sketch  of  its  battlements. 
He  will,  if  perceived  by  the 
ubiquitous  sergeant,  be  led  before 
the  commandant,  and  forced  to 
undergo  a  searching  cross-examina- 
tion. The  swimming-baths  should 
not  be  forgotten.  Thej  are  large 
and  open;  but  the  water,  which 
flows  from  the  mountain  sides, 
is  usually  uncomfortably  chilly. 
Cronstadt  i8,ever3rthing  considered, 
one  of  the  nicest  little  towns  that 
one  could  wish  to  visit.  It  is 
well  off  in  the  matter  of  amuse- 
ment during  the  season,  as  in  the 
winter  months,  and  the  hotels 
are  good  and  inexpensive.  You 
can  live  very  fairly  at  these  at 
the  rate  of  ten  shillings  a  day. 
Carriages  and  horses  are  to  be 
had  at  moderate  rates.  Not  far 
from  Cronstadt  are  the  famous 
baths  of  Elipatak  and  Sizon, 
which  are  fairly  thronged  during 
the  autumn  season. 

I  shall  have  fully  attained 
my  purpose  if  I  have  suc- 
ceeded in  creating  some  interest 
in  the  minds  of  my  readers 
with  regard  to  Siebenbiirgen,  its 
fair  scenery  and  hardy  inhabi- 
tants.   Transylvania  is  still  new 
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ground,  and  at  present,  though  so 
near  the  sanguinary  fields  of 
conflict,  enjoys  repose.  Yet  it 
was  very  near  beins^  otherwise. 
Had  the  mysterious  httle  attempt 
of  September  last,  now  desig- 
nated tiie  "  Transylvanian  affair," 
not  been  promptly  suppressed, 
a  fiery  thnll  might  haye  com- 
municated itself  oyer  the  pas- 
sionate bosom  of  this  sequestered 
region.  The  affair  was  indicative 
of  volunteer  forces  and  ardent 
sympathies,  but  was  premature, 
and  too  insignificant,  as  it  turned 
out,  to  have  any  political  import- 
ance.   The  contents  of  an  English 


gentleman's  purse,  it  is  said,  were 
turned  into  cartridges,  fezzes,  and. 
Martini  rifles,  and  a  few  men  of 
position  agreed  to  take  a  place  in 
a  regiment  of  a  guerilla  character, 
for  a  dash  through  the  borders  of 
the  more  plebeian  Boumans.  But 
the  enterprise  was  nipped  in  the 
bud,  before  it  attained  dimensions 
large  enough  to  give  trouble  to* 
the  Hungarian  Gk>vemment.  The 
Boumanian  railways  are  not  cut^ 
no  Egyptian  corps  has  effected  a 
conjunction  with  the  Hungarian 
band,  and  at  the  date  of  this  paper 
Transylvania  still  sleeps  peaceably 
among  her  hills. 

J.   W.   OZANHX^ 
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CROSS     CURRENTS. 

A  Sketch  :  by  aw  Old  Contributok. 


**  My  dear,  do  you  know  you  are 
an  extremely  silly  girl  ?  " 

**Well,  g^ndmamma,  if  I'm 
made  so,  I  can't  help  it." 

^*  We  are  all  indeed  the  children 
of  wrath,  but  by  the  means  of 
grace  we  can  enter  into  salvation 
and  become  regenerate." 

The  speaker  was  a  tall  old  lady, 
stooping  slightly,  and  dressed  in 
an  iincompromisingly  old-ladyish 
way.  The  little  elegancies  and 
softnesses  which  may  make  an  old 
lady  charming  were  evidently  not 
countenanced  by  her.  She  had 
lon^  passed  the  temptations  and  the 
vanities  of  this  wicked  world,  and 
she  would  bear  no  trace  of  them 
upon  her.  Her  face  wasone  of  power 
and  vigour,  with  strongly  marked 
features  ;  and  it  was  strangely  re- 
produced in  the  uplooking,  youth- 
ful face  which  she  bent  over. 

The  same  type,  but  bearing  a 
different  stamp.  Lil  Warrington's 
countenance  would  never  be  like 
her  grandmother's,  even  when  she 
had  equally  distanced  her  youth- 
ful follies,  and  sobered  her  appear- 
ance with  a  large  white  cap  and  a 
dowdy  dress.  Yet  there  were  the 
same  strong  features,  broad  brow, 
firm  mouth,  and  vigorous  air. 

Otherwise,  two  women  could 
scarcely  be  less  alike.  Ghrand- 
mamma  Warrington  we  have  some 
idea  of — a  staid,  stern  old  lady.  The 
g^rand-daughter  may  be  described 
as  an  incorrigible  young  woman. 

Lil  Warrington  was  a  little 
scamp ;  her  father  had  told  her  so 
a  thousand  times,  and  she  had  not 
objected  to  the  phrase.    But  when 


it  came  to  an  extremely  silly  g^l, 
and  a  child  of  wrath,  she  began 
to  wonder  what  it  all  meant. 

**  Do  you  know,  my  dear,"  said 
the  old  lady,  with  a  deep  tone  of 
voice  which,  with  her,  mdicated 
the  greatest  solemnity,  ''do  you 
know  that  you  have  darned  youi 
stockings  on  the  wrong  side  ?'' 

Lil  went  hot  all  over.  She  had 
exerted  herself  to  a  degree  unpa- 
ralleled in  her  career,  in  the  Jiope 
of  deeply  impressing  her  grand- 
mother with  her  virtue  and  indus- 
try— she  had  darned  a  pair  of 
stockings  this  morning.  But  what 
was  this  ?  What  new  horror  dawned 
upon  her?  Had  stockings  not 
only  to  be  darned,  but  was  there  a 
right  and  wrong  side  ? 

''  I  found  that  you  had  left  them 
l3ring  about,"  said  grandmamma, 
with  the  same  deep  solemnity,  *^  so 
I  looked  and  found  that  you  had 
been  darning  them  on  the  outside. 
No  wonder  they  took  you  so  long. 
I  have  unpicked  your  work,  and  it 
is  perhaps  a  good  thing  that  it 
is  useless,  for  it  is  very  badly 
done." 

The  prolonged  and  unpromising 
continuance  of  this  solemn  manner 
provoked  Lil.  At  first  she  had 
really  felt  ashamed ;  but  now  she 
determined  to  brazen  it  out.  If 
only  grandmamma  had  had  the 
humanity  to  laugh  at  her,  the 
child  would  have  been  glad  to 
learn.     But  as  it  was 

''It's  all  very  fine,"  said  she, 
putting  her  hands  in  her  apron 

Sockets,   and  stretching  out  two 
aintily-slippered  little  feet,  "  but 
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I  never  darned  stockings  in  all 
mj  life  before.  I  can't  be  expected 
to  know  how  to  do  it  !** 

**  It's  hieh  time  you  learned,  my 
poor  child,"  was  the  reply.  *  *  Why, 
my  dear,"  said  the  old  lady,  sitting 
down,  and  taking  off  her  spectades, 
the  bettor  to  look  at  this,  to  her, 
astounding  and  imaocountable 
piece  of  womanhood,  "how  are 
you  going  to  manage  your  house,  / 
if  you  marry  ? — and  if  you  don't 
marry,  what  are  you  to  do  ?  You 
don't  know  how  to  do  any  of  a 
woman's  work." 

This  was  said  with  deep  indig- 
nation. 

lil  looked  down.  A  volume  of 
Shelley  lay  in  her  lap.  This  in- 
corrigible Lil  was  a  capital  critic 
of  poetry,  and  no  ill  verse-maker 
herself.  She  wa  s  wont  to  be  rather 
proud  of  these  capacities  of  hers 
when  in  her  fathers  society.  But 
when  she  attempted  to  raise  her 
voice  and  urge  this  in  her  defence, 
it  died  within  her ;  such  a  sugges- 
tion would  only  draw  additional 
contumely  upon  her.  So  she  said, 
rather  feebly — 

"  It  isn't  my  fault." 

**Itis  not  your  fault  that  you 
have  been  educated  for  an  heiress, 
when  you  don't  inherit  a  farthing; 
but  now  you  are  old  enough  your- 
self to  see  your  position.  And  if 
your  father  will  not  send  you  to 
school — and  he  ought  to  do  that, 
even  now — ^you  can  at  least  endea- 
vour to  learn  what  you  can.  Now 
look  at  this."  The  old  lady  rose, 
and  going  to  a  cabinet,  searched 
for  someming  in  one  of  its  cup- 
boards. She  returned  to  her  seat 
with  a  piece  of  fine  muslin  in  her 
hand.  ''Look  at  this;  it  is  a 
piece  of  your  Aunt  Ann's  damins^. 
She  imderstood  her  work;  this 
will  serve  you  for  an  example 
better  than  anything  which  I  can 
do  now  with  my  old  eyes." 

She  handed  the  muslin  to  Lil, 
who  took  it  reluctantly.     "But," 


said  that  young  lady,  after  a  glance 
at  it,  "  this  is  not  darned." 

Ghrandmamma  chuckled. 

"Oh,  yes,  it  is,  my  dear;  only 
look  closer.  I  cannot  imagine  what 
Aunt  Ann  would  have  said  to  you! " 

Lil  looked  closer ;  and,  with  a 
sigh,  discovered  that  there  was 
indeed  a  faint  tracery  upon  the 
fabric.  But  it  was  so  delicate  that 
it  needed  looking  for. 

"But,"  said  Lil,  lugubriously, 
"I  don't  see  the  use  of  darning 
muslin  like  this.  We  don't  wear 
such  muslin  aprons  now-a-day: 
nor  muslin  dresses  very  often." 

"No  indeed,  and  more's  the 
pity:  nothing  else  looks  so  dean 
and  nice  for  a  young  girl  as  a 
white  dress." 

"  But  it  costs  so  much  to  wash, 
you  see,  grandmamma." 

"  Costs  so  much !  Why,  when  I 
was  your  age,  young  ladies  would 
have  been  ashamed  to  let  anyone 
wash  their  white  dresses  but  them- 
selves. Many  a  time  have  Ann 
and  I,  when  we  were  asked  out 
for  the  afternoon,  g^t  up  early  in 
the  morning  to  iron  our  dresses." 

Lil  g^t  up  and  gazed  out  of 
window.  She  looked  very  pretty, 
with  the  ruffled  temper  expressing 
itself  in  her  face  and  attitude. 
Some  of  her  father's  friends  were 
fond  of  saying  that  she  would  make 
a  pre-Kaphaelite  picture.  But  poor 
Ijil's  charms  were  at  a  discount 
here.  Grandmamma  only  looked 
disapprovingly  at  the  wild  soft 
curls  which  tossed  about  Lil's  face. 

"  Well,  it's  no  use  talking  about 
that,  grandmamma ;  times  are 
changed;  and  so  are  backs,  I 
suppose.  I  should  have  a  back- 
ache for  a  week  if  I  ironed  a  dress 
early  in  the  morning." 

Grandmamma  only  looked  at 
her  with  a  look  which  meant» 
"You  child  of  a  degenerate  ag^," 
and  then  she  said — 

"Well,  my  dear,  it  will  not 
give  you  a  back-ache  to  dam  your 
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«tockmg^.     How  can  it  be  that 
you  have  never  learned  ?  " 

''Because  papa  doesn't  like  to  see 
me  sewing :  and  when  I  did  bring 
out  some  stockings  once  or  twice, 
he  said  I  must  mend  them  with 
patches  of  sticking  plaister,  and 
not  waste  mj  time  on  them  wh^n 
lie  had  better  things  for  me  to  do." 

''  Patches  of  sticking  plaister ! 
patches  of  sticking  plaister !"  re- 
peated the  old  lady,  with  an  in- 
describable emphasis,  while  she 
held  her  hands  above  her  head  in 
horror.  But  lil  was  gone.  She 
had  slipped  out  of  the  room  and 
was  wandering  down  the  strip  of 
garden  which  lay  at  the  back  of 
g^randmamma's  suburban  cottage. 

A  melancholy  attempt  at  an  ar- 
bour stood  at  ihe  end  of  the  strip, 
and  here  Lil  sat  down  to  thint. 
She  looked  and  felt  excessively  out 
of  place  here.  Pre-Baphaelite 
visions  are  not  very  common  in 
suburban  garden  strips.  There  is 
a  lype  of  suburban  younff  lady 
which  Lil  certainly  did  not  belong 
io.  And  her  artistic  sensibilities 
were  pained  by  the  sight  of  the 
rows  of  back  doors  and  back  win- 
•dowB  which  bounded  her  view  on 
every  side. 

So  she  looked  up  to  the  sky  for 
some  comfort,  and  sat  thus  with 
upturned  face,  thinking  a  long 
wnile  over  her  own  shortcomin&^s. 

She  was  very  much  ashamed  of 
not  being  feminine  in  her  ways, 
and  not  knowing  how  to  dam 
delicately,  although  she  had  bra- 
zened it  out  to  grandmamma. 
Often  before  now  had  she  blushed 
at  her  own  ignorance  of  the  little 
ways  of  womanliness;  and  now  she 
was  beginning  to  think  over  the 
matter  very  seriously. 

Because  she  was  the  daughter 
of  a  literary  man,  was  that  any 
reason  why  she  should  be  a  blue- 
stocking and  nothing  else  ?  Be- 
cause grandmamma  bored  her,  was 
that  any  reason  why  the  aid  and 


advice  of  this  sole  feminine  relative 
might  not  be  of  value  ? 

Lil  began  to  think  that  she  could 
retain  uiat  position  no  longer. 
She  was  yielding  to  s^andmamma's 
influence.  It  was  cUscraceful  and 
imgraceful  that  she  md  not,  and 
positively  could  not,  sew  and  knit, 
dam  and  embroider,  and  do  a 
dozen  things  that  made  her  fidgetty 
only  to  think  of. 

"I'm  afraid," said  Lil, gravely,  to 
herself,  '*  that  even  learned  women, 
or  at  all  events  the  best  of  them, 
have  generally  known  which  side 
to  dam  their  stockings.  I  know  that 
terrible  Mrs.  Carter  was  a  dab 
at  needlework — and  at  making 
puddings  too !  And  oh  dear  !  I  can 
mix  punch,  and  decant  wine,  and 
light  papa's  pipe  for  him — ^but — 
puddings ! ! 

**  Well,  I  shan't  say  anything  to 
Oran  ;  for  she  does  make  me  feel 
so  small.  Besides  I  should  have 
to  allow  that  I  was  a  child  of 
wrath  if  I  acknowledged  myself  a 
miserable  sinner  to  her.  No ;  I 
shall  be  at  home  to-morrow,  and 
now  I'll  turn  over  a  new  leaf  and 
see  if  I  can't  teach  myself  some 
of  these  horrid  feminine  duties. 
Oran  is  quite  right,  I  believe." 

Having  arrived  at  this  conclu- 
sion Lil  deserted  the  dreary  arbour, 
and  walked  down  the  little  path 
again  with  a  melancholy  and 
somewhat  hopeless  feeling  in  her 
heart,  but  wearing  on  the  outside 
a  rather  defiant  and  impregnable 
air.  Gran,  looking  over  her  spec- 
tacles at  her  through  the  window, 
saw  the  signs  of  this  compound 
mood,  sighed,  and  shook  her  head. 
Indeed,  she  groaned  quietly  to 
herself,  for  Gran  was  terribly  op- 
pressed with  the  conviction  that 
unless  she  could  work  a  change  in 
Lil's  unregenerate  heart  the  poor 
child  womd  be  condemned  to 
eternal  torments. 

Lil  entered,  and  seeing  Gran 
still  absorbed  in   her  work  upon 
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the  unfortunate  stockings  which 
had  caused  all  this  discussion, 
sat  down  and  took  up  her  Shel- 
ley. But  she  turned  no  page. 
LU  was,  in  appearance,  a  young 
woman,  yet  she  had  by  no  means 
passed  by  the  tender  sensitiveness 
of  extreme  youth.  Gran's  implied 
blame  and  contempt  of  her  un- 
leamedness  in  things  essentially 
feminine,  humiliated  her  bitterly. 
But  she  kept  her  bitterness  down, 
for  this  was  the  last  evening.  De- 
corously she  sipped  weak  tea  and 
ate  bread  and  butter,  as  if  she 
enjoyed  it ;  and  when,  after  tea, 
a  friend  of  Gran's  came  in,  and 
the  two  sat  and  talked  of  their 
religion  with  a  candour  which,  to 
Lil's  dismayed  ears,  sounded  irre- 
verent, she  allowed  no  trace  of 
this  to  appear  on  her  face ;  she  sat 
quietly,  her  book  on  her  lap,  and 
her  lips  wisely  closed. 

And,  on  the  morrow,  she  gaily 
put  her  belongings  together  and 
prepared  to  depart.  **Why,  my 
dear,"  said  Gran,  who  was  of  a 
cruelly  outspoken  nature,  **I  be- 
lieve you  are  always  glad  to  leave 
your  old  grandmother.''  And  Lil 
said  nothing,  but  pretended  not 
to  hear.  For  the  accusation  was 
true,  and  Lil's  inheritance  of  that 
unspanned  outspokenness  was  re- 
presented by  uncompromising 
truthfulness. 

A  brief  hour's  railway  journey 
was  all  that  separated  her  from 
her  own  home.  At  the  station  she 
saw  on  the  platform  her  father's 
famihar  figure,  attended  by  the 
two  greyhounds  who  followed  him 
everywhere. 

"Well,  little  scamp,  are  you 
glad  to  get  back?"  he  asked,  as 
she  sprang  out  of  the  carriage. 

**0h,  so  glad,  papa!"  was  her 
answer,  as  she  patted  the  im- 
portunate dog^,  and  endeavoured 
to  ward  off  their  muddy  paws  and 
affectionate  lickings. 

"  The  boat  is  here,  Lil.     Are 


you  tired,  or  will  you  row  me- 
home?  Jim  wanted  to  come  to- 
the  village,  so  I  got  him  to  brinff 
me  down ;  but  he's  walked  0%. 
where  I  don't  know." 

"  Oh,  I'm  not  tired!  That's  joUy^ 
for  it's  getting  home  all  the  sooner. 
I  suppose  the  boat  is  nearly  aa 
much  my  abode  as  thehouse !"  and 
laughingly  Lil  ran  on  down  to  the 
river,  wnich  was  but  a  few  yards- 
from  the  railway  station. 

She  could  row,  and  manage  a 
sail  moderately  well.  And  as  she- 
got  out  the  litUe  boat,  and  brought 
it  round  to  receive  her  father  and  the 
greyhounds,  she  very  much  won- 
dered to  herself  what  grandmama 
would  have  thought  if  she  had 
urg^  these  accomplishments  in  her 
own  defence !  Gran  regarded  Lil  in 
her  boat  with  uplifted  hands :  not 
only  unregenerate  but  a  hoyden  I 

**  Well,  and  how  did  your  grand- 
mother amuse  you?"  asked  the 
eentleman  who  formed  the  link 
between  these  dissimilar  relations, 
as  he  comfortably  settled  himself 
down  in  the  boat  with  a  rug  and 
his  dogs  to  keep  him  warm. 

"  She  tried  to  convert  me,"  said 
Lil,  her  voice  somewhat  lost,  for  she 
was  getting  out  her  second  sculL 

*^  I  thought  she  had  decided  that 
you  were  no  go — surrendered  you 
to  your  own  wickedness? " 

"  Not  quite,  I  suppose :  for  she 
had  several  props  of  ner  church  in 
to  tea  each  day,  and  they  talked 
at  me  so  that  I  was  too  shame- 
faced to  eat  any  bread  and  butter 
— oh,  papa,  don't  upset  us  ! " 

Mr.  Warrinffton  had  burst  into 
a  roar  of  laughter  that  shook  his 
very  sides,  and  shook  the  boat 
into  the  bargain. 

"  Oh,  she's  a  charminfi^  old  lady* 
She  doesn't  understand  chits  of 
your  age  having  opinions  of  their 
own.  I  don't  thmk  you've  the 
making  of  a  Plymouth  sister  in. 
you,  baby  ;  which  I'm  not  sorry 
for,  for  who'd  light  my  pipe  and 
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brew  my  mulled  claret  if  you  g^t 
too  pious  ?  Faith,  I  should  have 
to  marry  again." 

**0h,  don't,  papa! — at  least, 
not  till  I'm  married  too.  I  should 
like  to  see  you  soberly  settled 
then,  I  think  ! " 

Brough  Warrington  laughed 
again,  and  Lil,  who  was  practised 
in  this,  balanced  the  boat  as  well 
as  she  could.  For  her  father  was  a 
big  man,  and  to  anyone  unaccus- 
tomed to  it,  the  oscillations  of  the 
boat  when  its  master  shook  his 
sides  with  laughter  were  quite 
alarming. 

•*  You  little  Miss  Impudence — 
how  often  have  I  told  you  that 
impudence  doesn't  become  a  young 
woman?  You're  a  plucky  little 
chap  too,  to  defy  your  Gran  and 
the  elders  of  her  church.  Did  you 
have  any  discussions  as  to  the  state 
of  your  wicked  little  soul,  and  the 
probability  of  its  burning  to  all 
eternity?^' 

"  Oh  yes — ^but  I'm  not  going  to 
talk  about  that  now.  It's  so  awfully 
jolly  to  be  back  again." 

'*  All  right,  baby.  When  you've 
any  thing  amusing  to  say,  say  it." 

Brough  Warrington  took  up  a 
book  which  lay  by  his  side,  and 
proceeded  to  turn  over  its  pages, 
not,  however,  without  continual 
observant  glances  at  sky  and  stream 
and  the  glories  of  foHage  which 
drooped  over  the  very  river  marge. 
Thus  they  went  silentiy  through  the 
water,  in  their  accustomed  fashion. 

The  tide  was  with  them,  so  it 
did  not  take  long  to  leave  the  vil- 
lage far  behind,  and  to  approach 
the  solitary  part  of  the  river  where 
Brough  Warrington  lived,  much  to 
the  surprise  of  some  of  his  friends. 

The  river  was  not  very  wide  here, 
yet  there  was  room  in  it  for  a  pretty 
island,  which  bore  upon  it  a  oeau- 
tiful  group  of  trees.  A  brids^ 
spanned  the  narrowest  part  of  the 
belt  of  water  which  encircled  it ; 
and  on  that  side  of  the  island  lay  a 


cultivated  piece  of  garden  around, 
purple  with  clematis  and  sweet 
witn  roses.  But  at  the  other  side- 
the  island  appeared  to  be  undese- 
crated  by  the  gardener's  hand; 
only  a  little  boat-house  unobtru- 
sively nestled  itself  under  some 
drooping  trees.  Here  Lil  ran  her 
boat  in;  and  then  sprang  on  to 
the  shore,  and  clapped  her  hands- 
with  delight. 

Why  Brough  Warrington  should 
live  on  an  island  and  in  a  position 
in  which  the  shortest  way  every- 
where was  by  river,  puzzled  some 
people  ;  for  he  could  not  manage  a 
boat,  nor  would  take  the  trouble 
to  learn.  But  Brough  knew  how 
to  look  out  for  himseU  ;  the  prin- 
cipal accomplishment  req\iired  of' 
his  man-§ervant  was  that  he  could 
row,  and  then  having  trained  up 
his  child  in  the  way  she  should  go, 
he  was  tolerably  free  of  his  high- 
way, the  river. 

**  I  know  you'll  be  drowned  yet, 
papa,"  said  Lil,  gravely,  as  her  big^ 
father  got  out  of  the  boat. 

"  My  dear  little  woman,  you  have 
said  that  before.  But  there's  no 
such  luck  for  the  rest  of  the  world, 
as  to  get  rid  of  me  so  easily." 

He  strode  away  over  the  grass,, 
while  Lil  followed  more  leisurely. 
The  return  home  was  very  delight- 
ful ;  bat  yet  she  was  a  good  deal 
haunted  by  the  idea  that  she  must  be, 
after  all,  rather  a  sadtom-boy,  to  en- 
joy boating  and  Bohemia  so  much. 

As  she  approached  the  house^ 
which  had  once  been  the  abode  of 
the  owner  of  a  ruined  watermiU 
which  stood  on  the  island,  and  was 
of  a  queer,  half  old-fashioned, 
half-modernised  sort,  with  many 
door- windows  openinfi;  to  the 
garden — she  noticed  her  father 
already  at  his  table,  which  stood 
just  inside  one  of  these  windows. 
He  was  writing  busily,  and  looked 
as  absorbed  as  though  he  had  sat 
there  for  hours.  A  moment  more, 
and  he  came  sauntering  out  to  meet 
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her.  His  brain,  incessantly  at  work, 
was  wont  thus  to  accumulate  mat- 
ter, when  he  was  severed  from  his 
writing-table;  and  Lil  was  quite 
4tccustomed  to  his  rushing  hastily 
home  to  deliver  it  of  its  burden. 

"There's  lots  for  you  to  do, 
baby,"  said  he,  as  he  approached 
her.  "Dr.  Swift  has  been  here, 
you  know,  and  the  villain  of  course 
carried  half  the  books  to  bed  with 
him,  and  never  put  them  back. 
I'm  sure  he  left  more  books  about 
than  usual — because  you  weren't 
here  to  talk  to  him,  I  suspect,"  he 
added,  slvly. 

He  had  slipped  his  arm  through 
hers,  and  they  went  up  to  the  open 
window  thus  linked  :  but  then  he 
drew  his  arm  out  again,  and  pushed 
back  the  short  curls  from  his  fore- 
head with  an  abstracted  action. 
"  And,"  he  went  on,  "  I  can't  find 
a  line  I  want  in  Wordsworth.  I'm 
positive  no  one  but  Wordsworth 
wrote  it  —and  yet  it  eludes  me.  I 
made  Swift  look,  but  the  fellow 
went  to  sleep  over  the  'Excur- 
sion.' " 

"  I'll  look  after  dinner,  papa — 
I  must  run  and  take  off  my  hat, 
for  dinner  is  coming  in."  Lil 
vanished,  and  Brough  Warrington 
took  down  a  volume  of  Words- 
worth and  looked  through  the 
pages,  with  corrugated  brow. 

"Dinner,  sir,"  announced  the 
man-servant,  who,  as  his  most  ne- 
cessary qualification  was  rowing, 
could  scarcely  be  expected  to  be 
anything  very  dignified  as  a  butler. 

And  so  the  man  of  genius — the 
literary  lion — sat  down  to  a  very 
quiet  dinner  in  this  very  quiet  abode 
of  his — with,  for  society,  a  very  ? — 
— well.  Miss  Lil  would  have  been 
surprised  if  she  had  heard  herself 
described  as  very  quiet.  But  she 
would  have  been  compelled  to 
allow  that  she  was  very  young ; 
yet  Brough  Warrington  preferred 
her  society  to  that  of  the  rest 
-of    the    world,    for    a    consider- 


able portion  of  the  year.  In  his 
long  periods  of  literary  labour  hd 
liked  only  those  about  him  who 
were  aooiistomed  to  his  odd  ways. 
Visitors  of  the  "ordinary"  dasa, 
who  would  regard  his  abstractions 
and  occupations  without  respect, 
were  unendurable ;  and  even  men 
of  his  own  stamp  distracted  him 
too  much  from  the  conoentratioA 
necessary  to  carry  out  his  work. 
This  was  the  case  with  him  peir* 
haps  more  than  with  most  writers; 
concentration  was  difficult  to  him, 
distraction  easy.  So  that  for  a  great 

Eart  of  his  time  he  chose  to  sedude 
imself  in  this  queer  country  resi- 
dence, contenting  himself  with  but 
a  brief  visit  now  and  then  from 
one  of  his  friends  by  way  of  di«- 
sipation. 

After  dinner  Lil  applied  herself 
to  the  Wordsworth,  and  searched 
till  she  found  what  was  wanted. 
When  that  was  done,  and  a  little 
chattering,  she  began  to  think  that 
her  row  and  journey  justified  bed, 
without  any  more  moral  doing^. 

But  in  the  morning — before 
breakfast — ^Lil  opened  a  certain 
drawer  in  her  room  which  had 
troubled  her  inner  vision  ever 
since  grandmamma's  solemn  man- 
ner hs^  so  overwhelmed  her. 

Full — ^full!  and  all  of  various 
lamentably  unmended  articles  of 
apparel.  Lil  stood  and  looked  at  it. 

"All  I  say  is,"  she  remarked 
aloud,  "  that  I  consider  it  a  shame 
that  we  women  should  do  all  thd 
sewing.  However,  I  donH  want  to 
be  unfeminine,  so  I  suppose  I 
must  try." 

"  Hullo,  baby,  what's  up  now?" 
asked  a  mysterious  voice ;  and» 
turning  round,  Lil  saw  that  her 
father  had  been  attracted  by  her 
soliloquy  to  look  in  at  her  half- 
open  door. 

"Only  granny's  been  soolding 
me,  papa ;  and  I'm  going  to  take 
to  sewing — and  making  jam !" 

"Don't  be  a  ridiculoiis  babj. 
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If  Gran  can't  convert  you  to  her 
religion  it  seems  she  can  to  femi- 
nine follies.  Come  along  to  break- 
fast— I  won't  have  my  baby  queen 
of  Bohemia  turned  into  a  seam- 
stress. As  if  there  weren't  enough 
sewing-women  without  com- 
jdexions  already !" 

But  Lil  was  not  convinced.  Her 
mind  was  sorely  troubled  about 
the  '*  Whole  Duty  of  Girl,"  which, 
says  a  poet  whose  sentiments  were 
not  imiike  her  father's,  ''is  to  be 
happy  and  idle."  Brough  War- 
rington did  not  wholly  encouraee 
idleness,  but  he  hated  to  see  a  girl 
with  a  frown  on  her  forehead,  a 
bend  in  her  back,  and  a  piece  x)f, 
to  his  mind,  useless  stitching  in  her 
hand.  This  seemed  to  him  a  wast- 
ing of  woman's  beauty  on  some- 
thing very  menial  and  unneeded. 

Said  l2l,  as  she  followed  him 
into  the  breakfast-room,  ''  Tou  re- 
member your  Aunt  Ann,  don't  you, 
papa?  Gbran  shewed  me  such  a 
wonderful  piece  of  her  darning.  I 
could  hardly  see  it." 

"Ah,  I  daresay.  She  darned 
according  to  the  true  Johnsonian 
definition  of  darning — ,  '  to  mend 
holes  by  imitating  the  stufp  of 
which  they  are  made.'  " 

"  WeU,"  said  lil,  half  laughing, 
*'  I  don't  believe  even  Aunt  Ann 
could  have  imitated  the  stuff  of 
which  holes  are  made !  What  are 
holes  made  of?" 

"  Clever  child !  Have  you  caught 
out  the  great  Johnson?  Even 
Jupiter  is  caught  napping,  some- 
times. Aunt  Ann  wasn't  though ; 
but  then  she  was  one  of  the  real 
old  sort.  I  don't  fancy  our  dege- 
nerate day  could  produce  another 
such  old  maiden  lady  as  my 
Aunt  Ann." 

"  Then,"  said  lil,  reflectively, 
as  she  sat  down  behind  her  dainty 
little  coffee-pot,  **  these  are  de- 
generate days,  as  cranny  says." 

^*Why,  yes,  httle  woman,  I 
guess  they  are.    People  used  to  be 


stolid  and  sturdy:  they  weren't 
compelled  to  have  a  '  diarrhoea  of 
thought,'  as  Dion  Boucicault  hath 
it,  and  drink  light  claret  in  con- 
sequence. My  great-grandfather 
could  afford  to  get  comfortably 
drunk  by  the  afternoon :  he  had 
breakfasted  at  five  in  the  mominfip 
on  strong  ale  and  beef,  and  had 
done  his  day's  business  before  the 
modem  world  is  aired.  Fastidious 
little  woman !  if  you  had  been  a 
contemporary  of  Anne  Boleyn's 
you'd  have  had  half-a-poimd  of 
bacon  and  a  pint  or  two  of  good 
ale  for  breakfast  hours  ago,  instead 
of  fiddling  with  your  coffee-cup  in 
the  midst  of  the  bright  forenoon." 

''  And  should  I  have  been  able 
to  dam  like  Aunt  Ann  if  I  had  ?*' 

"  Very  likely.  My  Aunt  Ann's 
back  was  as  straight  as  a  poker, 
with  none  of  that  flexibility  and 
droop  which  belongs  to  a  Du 
Maurier-ish  young  woman  like 
yourself.  And  she  sat  on  a  chair 
that  you  would  propose  having 
made  into  firewood  at  once." 

*'  Then  Gran's  right  after  all !" 
said  Lil,  with  an  utter  deplorable- 
ness  of  tone — ^relapsing  mto  her 
degenerate  coffee-cup,  for  her  fa- 
ther had  once  more  buried  himself 
behind  the  Times,  which,  when  he 
lived  on  his  island,  he  generally 
read  down  to  the  printer's  name. 

Brough  was  always  indulginc^ 
in  new  little  fads,  which  pleased 
him  in  his  leisure  moments,  as  a 
toy  pleases  a  child.  The  present 
one  consisted  in  grilling  underdone 
slices  of  beef  on  a  new-fashioned 
fancy  sridiron  ;  and  as  he  always 
depended  on  Lil  to  do  the  actual 
business  of  such  things,  breakfast 
was  an  important  meal  to  her  this 
morning.  When  some  two  or  three 
slices  had  been  correctly  peppered, 
salted,  mustarded,  and  gmled  to 
the  exact  brownness,  and  Lil  had 
had  her  own  coffee  and  toast,  the 
morning  had  worn  half  away. 

''Baby,"    said   her   father,  as 
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«lie  rose  from  table,  ''  there's  a 
heap  of  reviews  of  the  last  book 
to  stick  in,  and  some  articles  to  be 
pasted  in  the  newspaper  cutting 
book.  Will  you  do  these  at  once, 
ior  I  don't  want  them  lost." 

She  set  to  work  with  a  will, 
-sitting  in  her  special  nook,  just 
within  reach  of  her  father's  writmg- 
iable.  He,  meantime,  sat  down 
to  complete  an  article  which  must 
be  dispatched  by  that  day's  post, 
and  in  the  course  of  it  he  needed 
some  half-dozen  volumes  which 
'*  that  Swift "  had,  of  course,  left 
about.  So  Lil  had  to  hunt  over 
the  house  for  them.  Several  she 
found  on  a  chair  by  the  doctor's 
bedside  ;  for  Dr.  Swift  was  one  of 
those  unhealthily  omnivorous  men 
who  require  four  or  five  different 
authors  to  send  them  to  sleep.  But 
others  lay  hid  under  sofa  cushions, 
giving  Lil  more  trouble ;  and  one 
she  foimd  lying  open,  face  down- 
wards, on  a  window-seat.  Of  this 
she  did  not  tell  her  father;  it 
always  made  him  more  angpry  than 
anything  else  to  see  a  precious 
book  thus  ill-used.  So  as  Dr. 
Swift  was  rather  a  favourite  of 
hers,  she  hid  his  misdeeds,  so 
that  he  should  not  be  sworn  at 
behind  his  back. 

"Here's  the  proof  of  my  poem 
in  this  month's  Rambler ^^^  said 
her  father,  just  as  under  these  dif- 
ficulties she  was  getting  to  the  end 
of  ber  task  of  gpmiming  in  news- 
paper cuttings.  **  Look  it  over, 
baby,  and  tell  me  if  you  like  it.  You 
know  I  think  something  of  your 
opinion,  you  sage  young  scamp." 

Lil,  with  a  sigh  of  relief  that 
her  nasty,  sticky  work  was  over, 
threw  herself  back  in  her  arm- 
chair to  read  the  new  poem.  The 
audacious  young  woman  informed 
her  father  that  it  was  very  pretty, 
but  spoiled  by  the  weakness  of  a 
certain  line.  Now  her  father 
always  asked  her  opinion,  and  in- 
variably objected  to  any  suggestion 


of  improvement;  while  Lil,  who, 
as  her  father  had  said,  was  a  chit 
with  opinions,  had  learnt  to  keep  to 
her  pomt,  and  fight  it  out ;  so  such 
an  affair  generaUy  went  through 
three  phases :  first,  Brough  laughed 
at  her  ob j  ections ;  secondly,  Lu  got 
red  in  the  face  and  her  father 
wavered ;  thirdly,  he  took  her  ad- 
vice, and  Lil  retired  from  the  scene, 
hot,  but  triumphant.  In  this  instance 
that  law  of  progress  was  observed; 
and  Lil,  having  rained  her  point, 
put  her  gum  and  cuttings  away, 
and  ran  to  her  room  to  cool  the 
inflamed  cheeks  of  controversy. 
She  forgot,  however,  that  she  haid 
not  yet  restored  order  in  the  dis- 
turbed library,  or  put  up  a^ain  the 
two  or  three  poets  which  she  her- 
self had  taken  from  the  shelf  in 
the  heat  of  argument. 

Once  in  her  room,  her  mind 
suffered  a  revulsion.  There  were 
the  half  open  drawers,  full  of  im- 
mended  articles  of  female  appareL 
Alas,  poor  Lil !  Her  heart  again 
sank  within  her.  (branny  and  her 
Qreat-aunt  Ann  seemed  standing 
horror-stricken  before  her.  For- 
getting all  else  in  the  desire  to 
carry  out  some  of  her  new  made 
resolutions,  she  seized  upon  a  little 
basket,  and  set  to  work  to  gather 
together  within  its  sheltering  and 
ti<^  limits  the  few  widely  scattered 
needles,  cotton-reels,  &c.,  which 
she  possessed. 

And  then  she  sat  herself  on  the 
stiffest  chair  in  her  room,  pulled 
out  manifold  garments,  setting  to 
work  upon  me  easiest  looking 
rents  with  an  intensity  of  purpose 
that  did  her  honour.  Every- 
thing vanished  from  her  ardent 
young  mind  save  the  idea  of 
becoming  precise  and  feminine. 
Pity  the  poor  little  ill-taught 
Bohemian  in  her  gigantic  effort! 
''  Dear,  dear,"  she  said,  wiaelv  and 
sorrowfully  to  herself,  ''  what  a 
lot  of  money  I  might  have  saved 
papa  if  I  had  bat  mended  theaa  be- 
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fore,  instead  of  having  so  many  new 
thines.  Beallj,  Gran  was  quite  jus- 
tified in  her  horror  of  my  ways  !  " 
The    bright,    warm    afternoon 

Sassed  on,  and  still  Lil  sat,  with 
ushed  cheeks  and  bright  eyes, 
stitching  away.  In  the  midst  of 
her  deep  absorption  she  was 
startled  by  a  call  from  her  father, 
who  was  standing  at  the  bottom  of 
the  stairs.  **  BaS)y,  I  want  you," 
was  all  he  said,  but  lal's  quick  litUe 
^ars  detected  a  sound  of  annoyance 
in  his  voice.  "  Whatever  can  be 
the  matter?"  she  thought;  and 
quickly  dropping  her  work,  ran 
•downstairs.  He  stood  by  her  little 
table,  his  brow  all  ploughed  with 
lines  of  anger  and  indignation 
rarely  to  be  seen  on  it. 

"Oh,  papa,"  she  exclaimed, 
"what  is  It?" 

"  Why,  look  here,"  he  exclaimed, 
"not  only  half  a  dozen  poets  lying 
about,  and  none  of  the  shelves  re- 
stored to  order,  but  actually  Brown- 
ing left  on  its  face !  T  called  you  to 
see  it  because  I  could  hardly  my- 
self believe  that  f/ou  had  done  it." 

Such  words  as  these,  and  in  such 
a  tone,  were  most  unusual  from 
her  father.  Lil  stood  convicted  of 
a  terrible  offence.  Brough,  who 
never  could  maintain  annoyance  for 
more  than  a  minute  or  two,  walked 
away  to  his  writing-table,  while 
Lil  set  to  work  on  the  forgotten 
books.  A  few  minutes  after  he 
said,  in  his  ordinarv  manner — 
"  Have  you  been  asleep  all  the 
afternoon,  baby  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  lil,  after  a  moment's 
pause,  to  recover  her  voice,  and 
hide  that  she  was  crying. 

"  What  then  ?  "  he  went  on,  now 
quite  in  his  usual  pleasant  way. 

"I—,"  said  Lil,  timidly,  "I 
have  been  sewing." 

"  Con — found  it  all! "  exclaimed 
her  father,  "the  secret's  out!  I 
thought  something  extraordinary 
had  happened  to  the  baby.  She's 
got  an  attack  of  sewing !    Think 


of  it,  ye.  gods  and  little  fishes. 
Baby,  I  assure  you  sewing  doesn't 
become  a  younc:  woman." 

"  But,  ^a,'"^  remonstrated  LU, 
laughing  through  her  tears,  *  *  other 
people  think  it  does  ;  and  you 
yourself  allowed  that  I  was  a 
specimen  of  a  degenerate  race, 
which  can't  dam  like  Aunt  Ann." 

"But,"  exclaimed  her  father 
fiercely,  wheeling  round  upon  her, 
chair  and  all,  "my  dear  child, 
you've  got  Bkadts  I !  " 
"  Hadn't  Aunt  Ann?  "  asked  LU. 
"  I  believe  she  had,  for  she  was 
a  charming  old  girl,  but  then  she 
didn't  use  them.  Now  I  have 
educated  you  intellectually :  you 
can  do  a  few  things,  I  flatter  my- 
self, which  Aunt  Ann  couldn't : 
why,  then,  waste  your  time  upon 
confoimded  stockings  ?  " 

"  But,"  said  Lil,  perplexedly, 
"  I  have  to  wear  them ;  and  holes 
are  horrid." 

"  In  half-an-hpur  I  can  write 
a  review  which  will  buy  you 
several  pairs  of  stockings." 

"  But  /  can't  do  that,"  said  Lil, 
timidly. 

"No;  but  you  will  some  day. 
You  are  training  for  a  learned 
profession  as  mudi  as  any  boy  at 
Eton.  Boys  with  brains  are  not 
allowed  to  waste  their  time  work- 
ing samplers;  why  then  should 
g^rls?  I  don't  object  to  young 
women  who  are  incapable  of  any- 
thing else,  and  are  unable,  through 
vacmty  of  mind,  to  be  rational 
companions,  turning  to  dress- 
makmg;  but  how  a  girl  of  in- 
telligence can  be  so  interested  in 
her  damation  stockings  as  to 
leave  Browning  on  his  face  is  be- 
yond my  limited  understanding !" 

This  was  unanswerable ;  and 
Lil,  having  completed  her  ar- 
rangements, retired  from  the 
scene.  Brouffh,  feeling  that  he 
had  worked  mmself  into  an  ill- 
humour  again,  took  up  a  novel 
to  distract  his  mind,  for  he  had 
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plenty  of  work  to  do,  and  could 
not  i^ord  to  feel  cross.  Before 
he  laid  the  novel  down,  how- 
ever, another  distraction  arrived, 
in  the  shape  of  a  very  elegant 
and  fashionable  lady  who  was 
their  nearest  neighbour.  This 
lady  had  "taken  up"  the  War- 
ringtons  for  some  time  past;  and 
was  believed  by  her  friends  to  be 
setting  her  cap  in  the  most  ap- 
proved fashion  at  the  literary  lion, 
ohe  often  called  in  the  afternoon, 
and  under  cover  of  kindness  to 
Lil,  obtained  a  charming  little  in- 
terview with  **  that  delightful 
man." 

After  a  few  minutes'  talk,  said 
she,  "Where  is  Lil?  I  want  to 
know  if  she  will  come  for  a  drive 
with  me.  I  am  quite  alone  in  the 
carriage  this  afternoon." 

"  I  believe.  Lady  Lynne,"  said 
Brough,  "  that  she  is  in  her  room, 
darning  stockings." 

"  How  industrious ! "  laughed 
Lady  Lynne.  **  But  it  is  a  pity 
she  should  stay  in  on  so  fine  a  day. 
I  daresay  the  dear  child  will  excuse 
me  if  I  nm  up  into  her  room  and 
see  if  she  is  too  busy  to  come  out." 

Of  lata  such  litde  familiarities 
had  been  affected  by  her  ladyship, 
and  Lil  had  looked  rather  askant 
upon  them ;  they  seemed  to  her  to 
have  a  savour  of  domesticity  which 
she  did  not  quite  like. 

Lady  Lynne  went  upstairs,  and 
knocking  at  Lil's  door  received  in 
answer  a  kind  of  muffled  sound. 
She  pushed  it  open,  and  entering, 
beheld  Lil  sitting  on  the  ground, 
in  the  midst  of  the  signs  of  her 
new  industry,  and  half  drowned 
in  tears. 

"Why — my  dear  child — what's 
the  matter  ?  "  exclaimed  the  visitor, 
in  unfeigned  astonishment  at  the 
sunny-natured  Lil's  woe-beg^ne 
appearance. 

Lil,  in  her  perplexities,  was 
rather  pleased  to  have  a  fresh 
feminine  opinion ;  so  after  a  little 


while,  she  related  the  whole  matter 
to  her  ladyship. 

"  Gh>od  heavens ! "  mentally  ex- 
claimed that  lady  when  it  came  to 
the  Browning  episode.  "  Can  that 
delightful  man  be  so  fidgetty  ?  I 
should  so  mad  with  a  man  who 
bothered,  about  his  books  like 
that ! " 

"WeU,  my  dear,"  she  said„ 
sweetly,  when  Lil's  tale  was  done, 
['  ril  tell  you  what  /  think.  You're 
just  a  very  silly  girl  to  spoil  your 
pretty  eyes  wi&  crying  about  such 
nonsense.  Take  care  of  your 
looks,  my  dear.  Men  may  say 
what  they  like,  but  tin  intellectual 
woman  who  has  worried  herself 
plain  might  as  well  be  without  her 
mtellect.  Do  just  what  you  like 
best ;  don't  drmk  much  tea ;  go  to 
bed  early  when  you  are  not 
dancing,  and  never  cry.  Then 
you'll  xeep  your  looks ;  and  I 
assure  you  it  s  worth  your  while 
to  take  care  of  them,  x  ou  won't 
get  another  moment's  notice  from 
any  man  if  you  cry  them  all  away. 
Never  mina  the  stitching  or  the 
books ;  nothing  matters  so  long  as 
you  look  pretty.  Now — come  out 
with  me ;  the  air  will  soon  bring 
the  colour  back  to  your  cheeks." 

Li],  sitting  on  tiie  floor,  leaned 
back  against  her  bed,  and  seriously 
reviewed  Lady  Lynne  as  she  spoke. 
Aflutter  of  flounce  and  lace,  an  ethe* 
real  breath  of  scentedness  emanat- 
ing from  her,  pervaded  the  room. 
Her  vivacious  face,  her  delicate 
dress,  her  little  gray-gloved  hands, 
so  daintily  used  to  add  emphasis 
to  her  words — all  were  very  pretty 
and  butterfly-like. 

*  *  No,  thadkyou  very  much, "  said 
Lil,  "  I  am  too  tired  to  cometo-day.'^ 

"  Then  I  must  run  away,"  said 
her  ladyship,  rising-  "Take  my 
advice  now!" — ^and  with  a  light 
caress  of  her  gloved  finger-tips, 
which  passed  with  her  for  ftli^lriTig 
hands,  she  was  gone. 

Two  or  three  hours  later  Brough, 
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sorely  needing  the  generally  omni- 
present baby,  began  to  look  for 
ner.  He  found  her  in  her  loom, 
in  the  attitude  in  which  Lady 
Lynne  had  left  her.  There  she 
sat  on  the  floor,  contemplating, 
apparently,  her  two  little  shppered 
feet  and  her  scattered  sewing. 
She  looked  gravely  up  as  her 
father  walked  in,  but  said  no- 
thing. 

**  You're  a  nice  young  woman," 
said  he,  regarding  the  scene  with 
equal  gravity. 

''I  suppose  I  am,"  she  replied. 

'*  Still  sewing  ?" 

**  No,"  she  ans fleered,  "  still 
thinking  about  it.  I  asked  Lady 
Lynne' 8  advice,  and  am  more  per- 
plexed than  ever." 

**  How's  that  ?"  he  inquired, 
taking  a  chair. 

*'  I'll  tell  you,  papa,"  said  she, 
"  if  you  won't  be  bored.  It  seemed 
to  me  that  Lady  Lynne  always  did 
exactly  the  right  thing  at  the  right 
moment,  and  that  therefore  she 
was  the  person  to  help  me.  But 
we  don't  begin  at  the  same  place  ; 
it's  no  use.  Lady  Lynne  does 
what  she  does  simply  to  please 
and  to  be  admired,  while  I'm 
blindly  and  stupidly  trjring  to  find 
out  what's  right  to  do." 

"You're  a  precious  little  ca- 
suist, ' '  remarked  her  father,  grimly. 
"  What  did  Lady  Lynne  say  ?  " 

Lil  repeated  the  advice  given, 
word  for  word,  and  was  not  dis- 
pleased to  see  her  father's  look  of 
amusement .  *  *  Come, ' '  she  thought 
to  herself,  '*  he  won't  marry  her  if 
he  laughs  at  her ; "  while  the  father 
was  thinking,  '*What  a  little  imp 
this  child  of  mine  is !  I  believe 
she's  just  prevented  my  falling  in 
love  with  that  woman." 

lil's  thought  of  this,  however, 
was  but  a  passing  one ;  she  was 
absorbed  with  her  own  troubles. 


**  It's  all  very  well  to  laugh  at 
Lady  Lynne,"  she  said,  dolefully, 
"but  what  am /to  do?" 

"The  mistake  lies  in  you  pre- 
cocious nineteenth  century  babies 
expecting  to  be  matured  characters 
when  you  ought  to  be  still  living 
on  spoon-meat.  Believe  me,  baby, 
that's  true.  Just  wait,  and  learn 
what  you  can,  and  your  vocation 
will  dawn  upon  you  when  you  are 
ready  for  it.  ^d  you  mil  find 
that  even  if  literature  is  not  your 
work  in  life,  your  education  won't 
have  hurt  you.  A  properly  de- 
veloped mind  can  turn  its  special 
training  to  account  in  ahnost  evenr 
branch  of  living  work.  You  won  t 
nurse  your  babies,  or  dam  your 
husband's  socks,  or  whatever  you 
earnestly  choose  to  do,  any  the 
worse  when  the  time  comes  for 
doing  it  because  you  know  some- 
thins^  about  the  Ilaglish  language 
and  Uterature.  Don  t  worry  over  it, 
but  grow  slowly,  with  flie  sure 
growth  of  a  tree  or  flower — don't 
try  to  force  yourself,  but  look  up 
to  the  sun  as  they  do,  gaining 
strength  from  its  light,  and  keep- 
ing your  roots  fast  in  affection  and 
use.  Your  littlebrancheswiU  throw 
themselves  out  in  a  beautiful  and 
orderly  way,  if  you  do  but  grow  to 
the  sky.  In  the  meantime,  as  we 
have  both  worked  hard  to-day,  I 
at  writing  and  you  at  crying,  I 
should  suggest  that,  as  there  is 
still  an  hour  before  dinner,  you 
row  me  round  the  river  bend. 
Come  alone,  baby,  you  can  put 
away  all  this  rubbish  when  we 
come  in.  Here's  your  hat;  now 
then,  dogs ! " 

Away  went  father  and  daughter. 
Gran  at  this  moment,  as  it  happen- 
ed, was  busily  engaged  in  her  uttle 
room  writing  Lil  a  letter  (crossed), 
which  contained  a  laboured  re- 
sumption of  her  admonitions. 
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THOREAU:  HERMIT  AND  THINKER. 


DoiTBTLESs  there  are  many  in  this 
country  to  whom  Henry  David 
Thoreau  is  altogether  unknown, 
and  others  to  whom  he  is  only 
known  as  an  odd  sort  of  man  who 
liked  living  alone  in  a  wood.  To 
such  a  class  as  the  latter  we  can 
readily  imagine  even  the  few 
farmers  who  drove  past  his  hut 
to  have  belonged ;  and  doubtless 
most  of  his  curiosity-led  visitors 
thought  but  little  more  of  him. 

Yet  his  writings,  simple  in  style 
and  full  of  his  peculiar  earnestness 
of  thought,  are  of  the  kind  which 
find  admirers  here  and  there, 
wherever  his  language  is  read. 
He  does  not  appeal  to,  or  catch, 
the  popular  mind;  but  yet  his 
thoufi^hts  have  a  power  in  the 
world  by  reason  or  the  continual 
existence  of  certain  readers  who 
have  tasted  deeply  of  them. 

In  "  Walden,"  his  best  known 
and  perhaps  most  charming  book, 
he  depicts  nimself  physically  rebel- 
line  against  civilisation  by  electing 
to  live  in  a  narrow  and  solitary 
wood  hut,  and  intellectually  rebel- 
line^  against  the  toil  and  absorption 
which  civilisation  necessitates  by 
bathing  his  soul  in  nature  and 
granting  his  mind  freedom  to 
wander  in  her  trcu^ks.  Now,  the 
Yankee,  as  a  rule,  has  a  keener  eye 
for  business  than  for  the  beauties 
of  nature;  and  it  is  in  this  es- 
sential unlikeness  to  the  modem 
American  mind  that  Thoreau  ap- 
pears so  distinctive.  He  was  full 
of  the  deep  and  simple  Indian 
philosophy  :  while  his  nature  and 
UiStiucts  seemed  rather  to  be  those 


of  the  native  Indian  than  of  the 
artificially-grown  American. 

He  was  partly  of  Norman  ex- 
traction and  partly  of  Scotch :  of 
good  though  variable  ancestxy. 
Kis  parents,  ''active,  vivadous 
people,"  do  not  seem  to  have 
opposed  their  son's  quaint  views 
of  life  and  unusual  choice  of  a 
career. 

He  went  through  the  ooUege 
course  at  Harvard :  but  instead  of 
making  this  the  preparation  for 
'*  a  learned  profession,"  the  prin- 
cipal use  he  made  of  it  afterwards 
was  to  obtain  the  books  he  needed 
from  the  libraiy,  and  so  continue 
his  studies.  He  seems  to  have 
been  a  great  reader,  but  he  pre- 
served a  quaint  originality  in  his 
style  and  thought,  drawn  from 
his  own  inner  earnestness  and 
simplicity. 

It  appears  that  when  his  career 
at  college  was  run  he  was  allowed 
to  choose  any  course  of  life  he 
preferred.  His  choice  led  him 
at  once  and  inevitably  to  the 
mountains  and  the  woods.  His 
future  must  be  one  of  companion- 
ship with,  and  observation  of, 
nature.  It  appears  that  daring 
his  life  he  was  both  a  schoolmaster 
and  a  private  tutor,  and  assisted 
his  father  in  his  business;  but 
these  are  only  side  yieldings  to 
the  ways  of  the  world.  His  life 
in  the  woods,  aiid  wanderings  on 
the  mountains  ;  his  deep  delifi;ht 
in  nature,  and  his  sense  of  her 
almost  articulate  speech  and  vast 
spiritual  suggestiveness;  his  teach- 
ing of  stoical  simplicity  in  phjsi- 
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<5al  livinff — these  tiling^  make  up 
Thoreau  s  life  to  the  readers  of 
his  volumes.  Yet  there  must  have 
been  much  of  value  to  be  gathered 
irom  him  even  during  me  time 
when  he  consented  to  civilised 
life.  From  the  schoolmaster  who 
would  not  flog,  but  announced 
that  he  should  talk  morals  as  a 
punishment,  a  pupil  sufficiently 
jirecocious  to  keep  a  note-booK 
might  have  collected  some  cu- 
rious things. 

And  now  to  follow  this  man 
into  his  real  existence,  let  us  iirst 
draw  some  kind  of  picture  of  him 
in  our  mind. 

He  was  a  tall,  spare  man,  with 
4i  remarkable  countenance,  and 
deeply  expressive  eyes.  His  long 
legs,  beak-like  nose,  habitually 
denched  hand,  and  observant  air, 
«eem  to  have  made  most  impression 
on  his  portrait-takers.  He  liked  to 
wear  homespim  stuffs,  not,  indeed, 
disdaining  corduroy,  feeling  that 
in  them  he  was  safe  from  the 
«hoddy  he  so  abhorred  in  any- 
tthing  ;  and  he  would  have  Ms 
•clothes  cut  in  his  own  fashion, 
measured  to  his  character,  as  well 
■as  to  the  breadth  of  his  shoulders. 
Add  to  this  a  wallet  containing 
tea  and  plumcake  (two  articles  c3 
iood  much  believed  in  by  him  for 
walking  diet),  and  many  other 
•curious  items,  and  perhaps  we  have 
as  good  an  idea  of  the  ''  Poet- 
Naturalist's "  general  appearance 
410  we  can  command. 

The  first  great  event  of  his  youth 
was  a  journey  to  the  White 
Mountains ;  the  second  the  build- 
ing of  his  hut  by  Walden  Pond. 
In  this  hut  he  proposed  to  carry 
on  his  ''business. '  Here  he  could 
be  as  odd  and  as  free  as  he  chose ; 
elaborate  his  thoughts,  and  hold 
undisturbed  talk  with  his  much^ 
loved  mother.  Dame  Nature.  Even 
a  deeper  companionship  than  hers 
lie  looked  for  in  his  solitude,  for 
teidhe— 


''I  have  a  great  deal  of  eompany 
in  my  hoUte  ;  eapedally  in  the  mom* 
ing  when  nobody  oatls  ....  I  have 
ocoasional  visits  in  the  long  winter 
evenings,  when  the  snow  falls  fast  and 
the  wind  howls  m  the  wood,  from  aa 
old  settler  and  original  proprietor^ 
who  is  reported  io  have  dug  Walden 
Pond,  and  stoned  it,  and  fringed  11 
with  pine  woods ;  who  tells  me  storiea 
of  old  time  and  of  new  eternity ;  and 
between  us  we  manage  to  pass  a 
cheerful  evening  with  social  mirth 
and  pleasant  views  of  things,  eveft 
without  apples  or  dder, — a  most  wisa 
and  humorous  friend,  whom  I  lovo 
much,  who  keeps  himself  more  secret 
than  ever  did  Goffe  or  Whalley  ;  aad 
though  he  is  thought  to  be  dead  none 
can  shew  where  he  is  buried.  An 
elderly  dame,  too,  dwells  in  my 
neighbourhood,  invisible  to  moat 
persons,  in  whose  odorous  herb  rarden 
I  love  to  stroll  sometimes,  ga&ering 
simples  and  listening  to  her  fablea ; 
for  she  has  a  genius  of  unequalled 
fertility,  and  her  memory  runs  badi 
farther  than  mvthology,  and  she  can 
tell  me  the  original  of  every  fable, 
and  on  what  fact  every  one  is  f ounded, 
for  the  incidents  occurred  when  she 
was  young.  A  rudd^  and  lusty  old 
dame,  who  delighta  m  all  weathexa 
and  seasons,  and  is  likely  to  outlive 
all  her  children  yet." 

He  was  by  no  means  morbidi 
and  not  a  whit  insane,  but 
he  desired  to  test  the  possi- 
bilities of  free  and  simple  living : 
he  is  driven,  by  what  he  seea 
around  him,  to  wonder  whether 
it  is  indeed  necessary  for  every 
man  to  be  harassed  by  possessiona. 

*^  I  see  yoong  men,  my  townsmen 
whose  misfortune  it  is  to  have  in- 
herited farms,  houses,  bams,  cattle, 
and  farming  tools  ;  for  these  are  more 
easily  aoouired  than  got  rid  of.  Better 
if  they  nad  been  lM>m  in  the  open 
pasture  and  suckled  by  a  wolf,  that 
they  might  have  seen  with  clearer 
eyes  what  field  they  were  called  to 
labour  in.  Who  made  them  serfs  of 
the  soil  ?  Why  should  they  eat  their 
sixty  acres,  when  man  is  condemned 
to  eat  only  his  peck  of  dirt?  Why 
should  they  begin  digging  their  ^Ej».^«tk 
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as  soon  as  they  are  bom  ?  Thejr  have 
got  to  Uve  a  man's  life,  pushing  all 
these  things  before  them,  and  get  on 
88  well  as  they  can.  Hovr  many  a 
poor  immortal  soul  have  I  met  well 
nigh  crushed  and  smothered  under 
its  load,  creeping  down  the  road  of 
life,  pushing  before  it  a  bam  seventy- 
five  feet  by  forty,  its  Augean  stables 
never  cleansed,  and  one  hundred  acres 
of  land,  tillage,  mowing,  pasture,  and 
wood-lot !  The  portionless,  who 
struggle  with  no  such  unnecessary 
inherited  encumbrances,  find  it  labour 
enough  to  subdue  and  cidtivate  a  few 
cubic  feet  of  flesh/' 

Again — 

''Most  men,  even  in  this  com- 
paratively free  country,  through  mere 
Ignorance  and  mistake,  are  so  occupied 
with  the  factitious  cares  and  super- 
fluously coarse  labours  of  life  that  its 
finer  fruits  cannot  be  plucked  by  them. 
Their  fingers,  from  excessive  toil,  are 
too  clumsy  and  tremble  too  much  for 
that.  Actually,  the  labouring  man 
has  not  leisure  for  a  tme  integrity 
day  by  day  ;  he  cannot  afibrd  to  sus- 
tain the  manliest  relations  to  men ; 
his  labour  would  be  depreciated  in 
the  market.  He  has  no  time  to  be 
auything  but  a  machine.  How  can  he 
remember  well  his  ignorance — which 
his  growth  requires — who  has  so  often 
to  use  his  knowledge  ?  We  should 
feed  and  clothe  him  gratuitously 
sometimes,  and  recruit  him  with  our 
cordials,  before  we  judge  of  him.  The 
finest  qualities  of  our  nature,  like  the 
bloom  on  fruits,  can  be  preserved 
only  by  the  most  delicate  handling. 
Yet  we  do  not  treat  ourselves  nor 
one  another  thus  tenderly. 

Some  of  you,  we  all  know,  are 
poor,  find  it  hard  to  live,  are  some- 
times, as  it  were,  gasping  for  breath. 
I  have  no  doubt  that  some  of  you 
who  read  this  book  are  unable  to  pay 
for  all  the  dinners  which  you  have 
actunlly  eaten,  or  for  the  coats  and 
shoes  which  are  fast  wearing  or  are 
already  worn  out,  and  have  come  to 
this  page  to  spend  borrowed  or  stolen 
time,  robbing  your  creditors  of  an 
hour.  It  is  very  evident  what  mean 
and  sneaking  lives  many  of  you  live, 
for  my  sight  has  been  whetted  by 
ezperienoe;     always  on  the  limits, 


trying  to  get  into  business  and  trying 
to  get  out  of  debt,  a  very  ancient 
slough,  called  by  the  Latins  cu  aliefiWLmy 
another's  brass,  for  some  of  their 
coins  were  made  of  brass  ;  still  livine, 
and  dying,  and  buried  by  this  other^s 
brass ;  always  promising  to  pay,  pro- 
mising to  pay,  to-morrow,  and  djring^ 
to-day,  insolvent ;  seeking  to  cnny 
favour,  to  get  custom,  by  how  many 
modes,  only  not  state-prison  offences; 
lying,  flattering,  voting,  contracting^ 
yourselves  into  a  nutshell  of  civility, 
or  dilating  into  an  atmosphere  of  thin 
and  vaporous  generosity,  that  yoit 
may  persnade  your  neighbour  to*  let 
you  make  his  shoes,  or  his  hat,  or  hia 
coat,  or  his  carriage,  or  import  his. 
groceries  for  him ;  making  your- 
selves sick,  that  you  may  lay  up 
something  against  a  sick  day,  some- 
thing to  be  tucked  away  in  an  old 
cheat,  or  in  a  stocking  behind  ihe 
plastering,  or,  more  safely,  in  th& 
brick  bank  ;  no  matter  where,  no* 
matter  how  much  or  how  little." 

It  is  interesting  to  see  how  good 
a  case  can  be  made  out  for  the 
very  opposite  of  the  ways  of  civili* 
sation : — 

"  However,  if  one  designs  to  con- 
struct a  dwelling-house,    it  behoves 
him  to  exercise  a  little  Yankee  shrewd- 
ness, lest  after  all  he  find  himself  in 
a  workhouse,  a  labyrinth  without  a^ 
clew,  a    museum,   an  almshouse,   a 
prison,  or  a  splendid  mausoleum  in- 
stead.    Consider  first  how  slight  a. 
shelter  is  absolutely  necessary.      I 
have  seen  Penobscot  Indians,  in  this- 
town,  living  in  tents  of  thin  cotton 
cloth,  while  the  snow  was  nearly  a 
foot  deep  around  them,  and  I  thought 
that  they  would  be  ^lad  to  have  it 
deeper  to  keep  out  the  wind.     For- 
merly,   when   how  to  get  my  living 
honestly,   with  freedom  left  for  my 
proper  pursuits,  was  a  question  which 
vexed  me  even  more  than  it  does 
now,  for  unfortunately  I  am  become 
somewhat  callous,   I  used  to  see  a 
large  box  b^  the  railroad,  six  feet  long* 
by  three  wide,  in  which  the  labourers 
locked  up  their  tools  at  night,  and  it 
suggested  to  me  that  every  man  who> 
was  hard  pushed  might  get  such  8 
one  for  a  dollar,  and,  having  bored  a. 
few  anger  holes  in  it,  to  admit  the  air 
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at  least,  get  into  it  when  it  rained 
4uid  at  night,  and  hook  down  the  lid, 
and  so  have  freedom  in  his  love,  and 
iu  his  soul  be  free.  This  did  not 
appear  the  worst,  nor  by  any  means 
•a  despicable  alternative.  You  could 
lit  up  as  late  as  you  pleased,  and, 
whenever  you  got  up,  go  abroad  with- 
out any  landlord  or  house-lord 
dogging  you  for  rent.  Many  a  man  is 
harassed  to  death  to  pay  the  rent  of  a 
larger  and  more  luxurious  box 
who  would  not  have  frozen  to  death 
in  such  a  box  as  this.  I  am  far  from 
jesting.  Economy  is  a  subject  which 
admits  of  being  treated  with  levity, 
but  it  cannot  so  be  disposed  of.*' 

Thoreau  appears  to  have  been 

freatly  impressed  with  the  *'  quiet 
esperation  "  which  he  says  charac- 
terises the  mass  of  men.  He  sees 
how  much  the  hard  struggle  for  a 
livelihood  leads  men  into  deceit, 
meanness,  subterfuge,  vice ;  and 
he  believes  that  they  might  attaiu 
a  different  state  if  they  would 
relinquish  some  of  their  expensive 
food,  drink,  and  clothing,  and  aim 
to  grasp  instead  something  of  the 
sweetness  and  the  mystery  of  life. 
But  such  an  idea  is  wholly  foreign 
to  the  modem  mind;  and  l£e 
strength  with  which  Thoreau  enun- 
ciated it  makes  us  regard  him  as  a 
stray  product  of  an  ancient  and 
purer  philosophy.  To  him  the 
building  of  his  house  is  a  strange 
-and  eventful  thing ;  of  how  much 
more  significance  in  his  career  than 
is  the  building,  by  some  firm  of 
whom  he  only  knows  the  name,  of 
many  a  stately  mansion  to  its 
owner : — 

"  It  would  be  worth  the  while  to 
build  still  more  deliberately  than  I 
did,  considering,  for  instance,  what 
•foundation  a  door,  a  window,  a  cellar, 
a  garret,  have  in  the  nature  of  man, 
and  perchance  never  raising  any 
«uperstructure  until  we  found  a  better 
reason  for  it  than  our  temporal  neces- 
sities even.  There  is  some  of  the 
same  fitness  in  a  man's  building  his 
own  house  that  there  is  in  a  bird's 
^uildin^r  its  own  nest.     Who  knows 


but  if  men  constructed  their  dwellings 
with  their  own  hands,  and  provided 
food  for  themselves  and  families 
simply  and  honestly  enough,  the 
poetic  faculty  would  be  universally 
developed,  as  birds  universally  sing 
when  tney  are  so  engaged  ?  But  alas  ! 
we  do  like  cowbi^s  and  cuckoos, 
which  lay  their  eggs  in  nests  which 
other  birds  have  buUt,  and  cheer  no 
traveller  with  their  chattering  and 
unmusical  notes.  Shall  we  forever 
resign  the  pleasure  of  construction  to 
the  carpenter?  What  does  architec- 
ture amount  to  in  the  experience  of 
the  mass  of  men  ?  I  never  in  all  my 
walks  came  across  a  man  engaged  in  so 
simple  and  natural  an  occupation  as 
building  his  house.  We  belong  to 
the  community.  It  is  not  the  tailor 
alone  who  is  the  ninth  part  of  a  man ; 
it  is  as  much  the  preacher,  and  the 
merchant,  and  the  farmer.  Where  is 
this  division  of  labour  to  end  ?  and 
what  object  does  it  finallv  serve  1  No 
doubt  another  may  also  tiiink  for  me ; 
but  it  is  not  therefore  desirable  that 
he  should  do  so  to  the  exclusion  of 
my  thinking  for  myself." 

As  an  honorary  member,  Thoreau 
belonged  to  the  Boston  Society  of 
Natural  History,  and  added  valu- 
able matter  to  its  reports.  But 
even  so  congenial  an  employment 
as  this  is  not  allowed  any  promi- 
nence in  his  life. 

*'  I  delight  to  come  to  my  bearings, 
— ^not  walk  in  procession,  with  pomp 
and  parade,  in  a  conspicuous  place, 
but  to  walk  even  with  the  Builder  of 
the  universe,  if  I  may, — not  to  live 
in  this  restless,  nervous,  bustling, 
trivial  nineteenth  century,  but  stand 
or  sit  thoughtfully  while  it  goes  by." 

He  would  seem  to  have  put  aside 
ambition  or  possible  eminence  in 
anything  save  actual  daily  living. 
He  says,  '*To  affect  the  quality  of 
the  day,  that  is  the  highest  of 
arts,  *  * — and  from  every  record  made 
by  his  associates,  in  this  art  he 
attained  eminence.  He  was  a 
remarkable  companion.  There  are 
men  of  genius  who  wield  a  world- 
wide power  by  their  writings,  and 
of  personal  influence  have  less  thaa 
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their  commonplace  neighbours ; 
while  some  few,  like  Thoreau,  have 
made  so  deep  a  personal  mark 
upon  their  actual  comrades  that  its 
memory  lives  along  with  their 
other  work.  Thoreau  numbered 
among  his  friends  Emerson, 
Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  Bronson 
Alcott,  and  all  have  some  special 
word  to  say  of  their  intercourse 
with  him.  Hawthorne  in  his 
**  Note  Books  **  says — 

"Ou  my  own  account,  I  should 
like  him  to  remain  here,  he  being  one 
of  the  few  persons,  I  think,  with 
whom  to  hold  intercourse  is  like 
bearing  the  wind  among  the  bonghs 
of  a  forest-tree  ;  and  with  all  this 
wHd  freedom,  there  is  hiffh  and 
daasic  cultivation  in  him,  too. ' 

From  Hawthorne's  "  Note 
Books''  we  gather  a  pleasant 
idea  of  the  intercourse  existing 
among  these  distinguished  per- 
sonages, who  walked  through 
wooiuand  glades  and  forest  depms 
to  pay  morning  calls  upon  each 
other.  It  sounds  like  something 
Arcadian,  and  altogether  unlike 
the  conmion  lot  of  man,  for  such 
a  gathering  as  Emerson,  Haw- 
thorne, Thoreau,  and  Margaret 
Fuller  to  dwell  within  wooSand 
walks  of  one  another,  without 
dingy  streets,  dull  general  society, 
or  uncomfortable  conventionalities 
to  interfere  with  their  interchange 
of  thought,  and  their  talks  of 
'*high  and  low  philosophy." 
Ha^^ome  and  Thoreau  have 
^ven  us  such  glowing  pictures  of 
uie  scenery  in  the  midst  of  which 
this  pleasant  society  existed,  that 
it  seems  as  if  Mother  Nature  was 
well  pleased  to  have  so  favoured 
and  loving  a  group  of  her  children 
thus  near  her  heart. 

It  appears  that  when  Thoreau 
left  them,  Hawthorne  took  the 
Musketaquid,  the  boat  in  which 
Thoreau  paddled  on  many  a  note- 
worthy excursion : — 

**  Concord,  Thursday,  Sept  Ut,  1842. 
—  Mr.  Thoreau  dined  wich  us  yes- 


terday. ...  He  is  a  keen  and  deli- 
cate observer  of  nature, — a  genuine 
observer, — which,  I  suspect,  is  aknost 
as  rare  a  character  as  even  an  original 
poet :  and  Nature,  in  return  for  his> 
love,  seems  to  adopt  him  as  her  es^ 
cial  child,  and  shews  hiui  secrets  which 
few  others  are  allowed  to  witness.  H» 
is  familiar  with  beast,  fish,  fowl,  and 
reptile,  and  has  strange  stories  to  tell 
of  adventures  and  friendly  passages 
with  these  lower  brethren  of  mortality. 
Herb  and  flower,  likewise,  wherever 
they  grow,  whether  in  garden  or  wild 
wood,  are  his  familiar  friends.  Ue 
is  also  on  intimate  terms  with  th» 
clouds,  and  can  tell  the  portents  of 
storms.  It  is  a  characteristic  trait«. 
that  he  has  a  great  regard  for  the 
memory  of  the  Indian  tribes,  whose 
wild  life  would  have  suited  him  so 
well ;  and,  strange  to  say,  he  seldom 
walks  over  a  ploughed  field  without 
picking  up  an  arrow-point,  spear-head 
or  other  relic  of  the  red  man,  as  If 
their  spirits  willed  him  to  be  the  in* 
heritor  of  their  simple  wealth. 

With  all  this  he  has  more  than  a 
tinctnre  of  literature — a  deep  and  true 
taste  for  poetry,  eepocially  for  the 
elder  poets, — and  he  is  a  good  writer,-— 
at  least,  he  has  written  a  good  article, 
a  rambling  disquisition  on  Natural 
History,  in  the  last  Dial,  whidi,  he 
says,  was  chiefly  made  up  from  jour- 
nids  of  his  own  observations.  Me- 
thinks  this  article  gives  a  very  fair 
image  of  his  mind  and  character,— so 
true,  innate,  and  literal  in  observa> 
tion,  yet  giving  the  spirit  as  well  as 
letter  of  what  he  sees,  even  as  a 
lake  reflects  its  wooded  banks,  shew- 
ing every  leaf,  yet  giving  the  wild 
beauty  of  the  whole  scene.  Then 
there  are  in  the  article  passages  of 
cloudy  and  dreamy  metaphysics,  and 
also  passages  where  his  thoughts  seem 
to  measure  and  attune  themselves  into 
spontaneous  verse,  as  they  rightfully 
may,  since  there  is  real  poetry  ia 
theuL  There  is  a  basis  of  good  sense 
and  of  moral  truth,  too,  throufl^out 
the  article,  which  also  is  a  reflection  of 
his  character  ;  for  he  is  not  unwise  ta 
think  and  feel,  and  I  find  him  a 
healthy  and  wholesome  man  to  know. 

After  dinner  (at  which  we  out  the 
first  water-melon  and  musk-meloii 
that    our  garden    has   grown^,  Mr*. 
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Thoreau  and  I  walked  up  the  bank  of 
ite  river,  and  at  a  certain  point  he 
shouted  for  his  boat.  Forthwith  a 
young  man  paddled  it  across,  and  Mr. 
Thoreau  and  I  voyaged  farther  up  the 
stream,  which  soon  became  more  beau- 
tiful than  any  picture,  with  its  dark 
and  quiet  sheet  of  water,  half  shaded, 
half  sunny,  between  high  and  wooded 
banks.  The  late  rains  have  swollen 
the  stream  so  much  that  many  trees 
are  standing  up  to  their  knees,  as  it 
were,  in  the  water ;  and  boughs,  which 
lately  swung  high  in  air,  now  dip 
and  drink  deep  of  the  passing  wave. 
As  to  the  poor  cardinals  which  glowed 
upon  the  bank  a  few  days  since,  I 
could  see  only  a  few  of  their  scarlet 
hats  peeping  above  the  tide,  Mr. 
Thoreau  managed  the  boat  so  per- 
fectly, either  with  two  paddles  or  with 
one,  that  it  seemed  instinct  with  his 
own  will,  and  to  require  no  physical 
effort  to  guide  it.  He  said  that,  when 
some  Indians  visited  Concord  a  few 
years  ago,  he  found  that  he  had  ac- 
quired, without  a  teacher,  their  pre- 
cise method  of  propelling  and  steering 
a  canoe.  Nevertheless  he  was  desir- 
ous of  selling  the  boat  of  which  he 
was  so  fit  a  pilot,  and  which  was  built 
by  his  own  hands  ;  so  I  agreed  to  take 
it,  and  accordingly  became  possessor 
of  the  MuaketcK^id,  I  wish  I  could 
acquire  the  aquatic  skill  of  the  origi- 
nal owner. 

Sept  2nd. — Yesterday  afternoon 
Mr.  Thoreau  arrived  with  the  boat. 
The  adjacent  meadow  being  over- 
flowed by  the  rise  of  the  stream,  he 
had  rowed  directly  to  the  foot  of  the 
orchard,  and  landed  at  the  bars,  after 
floating  over  forty  or  fifty  yards  of 
water  where  people  were  lately  making 
hay.  I  entereil  the  boat  with  him,  in 
order  to  have  the  benefit  of  a  lesson 

in  rowing  and  paddling I 

managed,  indeed,  to  propel  the  boat 
by  rowing  with  two  oars  ;  but  the  use 
of  the  single  paddle  is  quite  beyond 
my  present  skill.  Mr.  Thoreau  had 
assured  me  that  it  was  only  necessary 
to  will  the  boat  to  go  in  any  particu- 
lar direction,  and  she  woidd  imme- 
diately take  tliat  course,  as  if  imbued 
with  the  spirit  of  the  steersman.  It 
may  be  so  with  him,  but  it  is  certainly 
not  so  with  me.  The  boat  seemed  to 
be  bewitched,  and  turned  its  head  to 


every  point  of  the  compass  except  the 
ri^ht  one.  He  then  took  the  paddle 
himself  ;  and,  though  I  could  observe 
nothing  peculiar  in  his  management 
of  it,  the  Mtuketciquid  immediatebf 
became  as  docile  as  a  trained  steed. 
I  suspect  that  she  has  not  yet  trans- 
ferred her  affections  from  her  old 
master  to  her  new  one.  By  and 
by,  when  we  are  better  acquaintedy 
she  will  grow  more  tractable.  .  .  . 
We  propose  to  change  her  name 
from  mtuketaquid  (the  Indian  name 
of  the  Oonoord  river,  meaning  the 
river  of  meadows)  to  the  Pond-LHy, 
which  will  be  very  beautiful  and 
appropriate,  as,  during  the  summer 
season,  she  will  bring  home  many 
a  cargo  of  pond  lilies  from  along 
the  river's  weedy  shore.  It  is  not 
very  likely  that  I  shall  make  such 
long  voyages  in  her  as  Mr.  Thoreau 
has  msde.  He  once  followed  our 
river  down  to  the  Merrimack,  and 
thence,  I  believe,  to  Newburyport,  in 
this  little  craft." 

That  Hawthorne  was  no  un- 
worthy successor  to  the  little 
boat's  beloved  master  may  be  seen 
from  the  following : — 

'*  Sept  4th. — I  made  a  voyage  in 
the  Fond-lALy  all  by  myself  yesterday 
morning,  and  was  much  encouraged 
by  my  success  in  causing  the  boat  to 

go  whither  I  would.  I  have  always 
ked  to  be  afloat,  but  I  think  I  have 
never  adequately  conceived  of  the 
enjoyment  till  now,  when  I  begin  to 
feel  a  power  over  that  which  supports 
me.  I  suppose  I  must  have  felt  some- 
thing like  this  sense  of  triumph  when 
I  first  learned  to  swim ;  but  I  have 
forgotten  it.  Oh,  that  I  could  run 
wild  ! — that  is,  that  I  could  put  my- 
self into  a  true  relation  with  Nature, 
and  be  on  friendly  terms  with  all  con- 
genial elements. 

We  had  a  thunder-storm  last  even- 
ing ;  and  to-day  has  been  a  cool, 
breezy  autumnal  day,  such  as  my 
soul  and  body  love." 

Of  his  mode  of  training  himself 
for  his  especial  business  of  daily 
living  Thoreau  gives  his  own  ac- 
count : — 

"  I  went  to  the  woods  because  I 
wished  to  live  deliberately,  to  front 
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only  the  essential  facts  of  life,  and 
see  if  I  could  not  learn  what  it  had  to 
teach,  and  not,  when  I  came  to  die, 
discover  that  I  had  not  lived.  I  did 
not  wish  to  live  what  was  not  life, 
living  is  so  dear ;  nor  did  I  wish  to 
practise  resignation,  unless  it  was 
quite  necessary.  I  wanted  to  live 
deep  and  suck  out  all  the  marrow  of 
life,  to  live  so  sturdily  and  Spartan- 
like ns  to  put  to  rout  all  that  was  not 
life,  to  cut  a  hroad  swath  and  shave 
close,  to  drive  life  into  a  comer,  and 
reduce  it  to  its  lowest  terms,  and,  if 
it  proved  to  he  mean,  why  then  to 
get  the  whole  and  genuine  meanness 
of  it,  and  publish  its  meaneas  to  the 
world ;  or  if  it  were  sublime,  to  know 
it  by  experience,  and  be  able  to  give 
a  true  account  of  it  in  my  next  ex- 
cursion. For  most  men,  it  appears 
to  me,  are  in  a  strange  uncertainty 
about  it,  whether  it  is  of  the  devil  or 
of  God,  and  have  somewhat  hastily 
concluded  that  it  is  the  chief  end  of 
man  here  to  'glorify  God  and  enjoy 
him  for  ever.* 

Still  we  live  meanly,    like  ants  ; 
though  the  fable  tells  us  that  we  were 
long  ago  changed  into  men  ;  like  pyg- 
mies we  fight  with  cranes ;  it  is  error 
upon  error,  and  clout  upon  clout,  and 
our  best  virtue  has  for  its  occasion  a 
superfluous    and   evitable  wretched- 
ness.    Our  life  is  frittered  away  by 
detail.      An  honest  man  has  hardly 
need  to  count    more   than   his  ten 
fingers,  or  in  extreme  cases  he  may 
add  his  ten  toes,  and  lump  the  rest. 
Simplicity,  simplicity,  simplicity  !     I 
say,  let  your  afifairs  be  as  two  or  three, 
and  not  a  hundred   or  a  thousand  ; 
instead  of  a  million  count  half  a-dozen, 
and  keep   your    accounts     on    your 
thumb  nail.     In   the  midst    of  this 
chopping  sea  of   civilised   life,  such 
are  the  clouds  and  storms  and  quick- 
sands and  thousand-and-oue  items  to 
be  allowed  for,    that   a  man   has  to 
live,  if  he  would  not  founder  and  go 
to  the  bottom  and  not  make  his  port 
at   all,   by  dead   reckoning,   and  he 
must   be  a  great    calculator  indeed 
who   succeeds.       Simplify,   simplify. 
Instead  of  three  meals  a  day,  if  it  be 
necessary  eat   but  one ;  instead  of  a 
hundred  dishes,  five ;    and    reduce 
other  things  in  proportion.    Our  life 
is  like  a  German  Confederacy,  made 


up  of  petbr  states,  with  its  boundary 
for  ever  fluctuating,  so  that  even  a 
German  cannot  tell  you  how  it  is 
bounded  at  any  moment." 

'*Let  us  spend  one  day  as  delibe- 
rately as  Nature,  and  not  to  be  thrown 
off  the  track  by  every  nutshell  and 
mosquito's  wing  that  falls  on  the  rails. 
Let  us  rise  early  and  fast,  or  break 
fast,  gently  and  without  perturbation  ; 
let  company  come  and  let  company 
go,  let  the  bells  ring  and  the  children 
cry, — determined  to  make  a  day  of  it. 
Why  should  we  knock  under  and  go 
with  the  stream  ?    Let  us  not  be  upset 
and    overwhelmed    in    that    terrible 
rapid  and  whirlpool  called  a  dinner, 
situated    in    the  meridian  shallows. 
Weather  this  danger  and  you  are  safe, 
fur  the  rest  of  the  way  is  down  hilL 
With  unrelaxed  nerves,  with  morning 
vigour,   sail   by  it,   looking  another 
way,  tied  to  the  mast  like  Ulysses. 
If  the  engine  whistles,  let  it  whistle 
till  it  is  hoarse  for  its  pains.     If  the 
bell  rings,  why  should  we  run  ?     We 
will  consider  what  kind  of  music  they 
are  like.      Let  us  settle  ourselves, 
and  work  and  wedge  our  feet  down- 
ward through  the  mud  and  slush  of 
opinion,  and  prejudice,  and  tradition, 
and  delusion,   and  appearance,  that 
alluvion    which     covers     the    globe, 
through  Paris  and  London,  through 
New  York  and  Boston  and  Concord, 
through   church   and  state,    through 
poetry  and  philosophy  and  religion, 
till  we  come  to  a  hard  bottom  and  rocks 
in  place,    which  we  can   call  reality^ 
and  say.  This  is,  and  no  mistake  ;  and 
then  begin,  having  a  point  d'appui, 
below  freshet  and  frost  and  fire,  a 
place  where  you  might  found  a  wall 
or  a  state,  or  set  a  lamp-post  safely, 
or  perhaps  a  gauge,  not  a  Nilometer, 
but  a  Realometer,   that  future  ages 
might  know  how  deep  a  ireshet  of 
shams  and  appearances  had  gathered 
from   time  to   time.     If    you    stand 
right  fronting  and  face  to  face  to  a 
fact,  you  will  see  the  sun  glimmer  on 
both   its  surfaces,   as  if  it    were    a 
cimeter,    and    feel     its    sweet  edge 
dividing  you  through  the  heart  and 
marrow,  and  so  you  will  happily  con- 
clude your  mortal  career.     Be  it  life 
or  death,  we  crave  only  reality.     If 
we  are  really  dying,  let  us  hear  the 
rattle  in  our  throats,  aud  feel  cold  in 
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the  exii-emities ;  if  we  are  alive,  let 
us  go  about  our  business." 

The  paradoxical  saying  of  Thor- 
eau's  in  the  following  passage, 
**Much  is  published,  but  little 
■printed,"  will,  when  understood 
as  he  meant  it,  give  the  key  to 
his  system ; — 

''  But  while  we  are  confined  to 
books,  though  the  most  select  and 
•classic,  and  read  only  particular  writ- 
ten languages,  which  are  themselves 
but  dialects  and  provincial,  we  are  in 
•danger  of  forgetting  the  language 
which  all  things  and  events  speak 
without  metaphor,  which  alone  is 
•copious  and  standard.  Much  is  pub- 
lislied,  but  little  printed.  The  rays 
which  stream  through  the  shutter  will 
be  no  loiiger  remembered  when  the 
shutter  is  wholly  removed.  No 
method  nor  discipline  can  supercede 
the  necessity  of  being  for  ever  on  the 
alert.  What  is  a  course  of  history,  or 
philosophy,  or  poetry,  no  matter  how 
well  selected,  or  the  best  society,  or 
the  most  admirable  routine  of  life, 
-compared  with  the  discipline  of  luck- 
ing always  at  what  is  to  be  seen  ? 
Will  you  be  a  reader,  a  student  merely, 
or  a  seer  ?  Read  your  fate,  see  what 
is  before  you,  and  walk  on  into 
futurity. 

I  did  not    read    books   the    first 
4iummer  ;  I  hoed  beans.     Nay,  I  often 
did  better  than  this.      There   were 
times  when   I   could    not    afiford  to 
sacrifice  the   bloom    of    the  present 
moment  to  any  work,  whether  of  the 
head  or  hands.     I  love  a  broad  mar- 
gin   to  my    life.      Sometimes,   in  a 
summer  morning,  having  taken   my 
4M>customed  bath,  I  sat  in  my  sunny 
doorway  from  suniise  till  noon,  rapt 
in  a  revery,   amidst  the    pines  and 
hickories  and  sumachs,  in  undisturbed 
solitude  and  stillness,  while  the  birds 
sang     around     or    flitted     noiseless 
through     the    house,    urtil    by    the 
«un  falling  in   at  my  west  window, 
•or  the  noise  of  some  traveller's  wagon 
•on   the  distant  highway,   I  was  re- 
minded of  the  lapse  of  time.     I  grew 
in  those  seasons    like    corn    in   the 
tnight,  and  they  were  far  bet^^er  than 
aHy  work  of  the  hands  would  have 
1)6en .    They  were  not  time  subtracted 


from  my  life,  but  so  much  over  and 
above  my  usual  allowance.  I  realised 
what  the  Orientals  mean  by  contem- 
plation and  the  forsaking  of  works. 
For  the  most  part,  I  minded  not  how 
the  hours  went.  The  day  advanced 
as  if  to  light  some  work  of  mine ;  it 
was  morning,  and  lo,  now  it  is  even- 
ing, and  nothing  memorable  is  accom- 
plished. Instead  of  singing  like  the 
birds,  I  silently  smiled  at  my  incessant 
good  fortune.  As  the  sparrow  had 
its  tii'l,  sitting  on  the  hickory  before 
my  door,  so  had  I  my  chuckle  or  sup- 
pressed warble  which  he  might  hear 
out  of  my  nest.  My  days  were  not 
days  of  the  week,  bearing  the  stamp 
of  any  heathen  deity,  nor  were  they 
minced  into  hours  and  fretted  by  the 
ticking  of  a  clock  ;  for  I  lived  like 
the  Pari  Indians,  of  whom  it  is  said 
that  *  for  yesterday,  to-day,  and  to- 
morrow they  have  only  one  word,  and 
they  express  the  variety  of  meaning 
by  pointing  backward  for  yesterday, 
forward  for  to-morrow,  and  overhead 
for  the  passing  day.'  This  was  sheer 
idleness  to  my  fellow -townsmen,  no 
doubt ;  but  if  the  birds  and  flowers 
liad  tried  me  by  their  standard,  I 
should  not  have  been  found  wanting. 
A  man  must  find  his  occasions  in 
himself,  it  is  true.  The  natural  day 
is  very  calm,  and  will  hardly  reprove 
his  indolence." 

There  are  not  many  persons 
now-a-days  who  have  the  oppor- 
tunity, or  perhaps  the  courage  to 
try  the  effects  of  solitude  upon 
their  character.  To  shallow  natures 
solitude  is  a  horror  ;  and  even 
natures  that  have  some  inner  re- 
sources are  often  afraid  of  it. 
And  it  is  little  wonder :  for  how 
few  of  us,  in  our  lack  of  sensitive- 
ness and  finer  appreciativeness, 
can  apprehend  any  sympathy  or 
sociability  apart  from  embodied 
man.  Thoreau  describes  one  occa- 
sion upon  which  solitude  over- 
powered him : — 

**  I  have  never  felt  lonesome,  or  in 
the  least  oppressed  by  a  sense  of  soli- 
tude, but  once,  and  that  was  a  few 
weeks  after  I  came  to  the  woods, 
when,  for  an  hour,  I  doubted  if  the 
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near  neighbourhood  of  man  was  not 
essential  to  a  serene  and  healthj 
life.  To  be  alone  was  something  un- 
pleasant. Bat  I  was  at  the  same 
time  conscious  of  a  slight  insanity  in 
my  mood,  and  seemed  to  foresee  my 
recovery.  In  the  midst  of  a  gentle 
rain  while  these  thoughts  preysBed,  I 
was  suddenly  sensible  of  such  sweet 
and  beneficent  society  in  Nature,  in 
the  very  pattering  of  the  drops,  and  in 
every  sound  and  sight  arou  td  my 
house,  an  infinite  and  unaccountable 
friendliness  all  at  once  like  an  atmo- 
sphere sustaining  me,  as  made  the 
fancied  advantages  of  human  neigh- 
bourhood insignificant,  and  I  have 
never  thought  of  them  since.  Every 
little  pine  needle  expanded  and 
swelled  with  sympathy  and  befriended 
me.  I  was  so  distinctly  made  aware 
of  the  presence  of  something  kindred 
to  me,  even  in  scenes  which  we  are 
accustomed  to  call  wild  and  dreary, 
and  also  that  the  nearest  of  blood  to 
me  and  humanest  was  not  a  person 
nor  a  villager,  that  I  thought  no  place 
could  ever  be  strange  to  me  again." 

A  man  must  be  conscious  of  the 
spirit  which  makes  nature  lovely 
to  write  so  beautiful  a  passage  as 
this.  He  looks  on  her  with  the 
eyes  of  the  seer,  which  gaze  into 
depths  that  are  reserved  even  from 
the  average  artist,  botanist,  or 
gardener.  There  is  something 
always  held  back  from  the  busy 
ants  that  make  up  the  mass  of 
men ;  something  which  cannot  be 
given  to  those  whose  eyes  look 
fixedly  down  upon  a  small  particu- 
lar aim  ;  something  which  that 
"  elder  brother  "  of  men,  the  poet, 
receives  with  ease,  as  his  heritage. 
And  although  we  dare  not  call 
Thoreau  a  poet  in  the  sense  of  a 
maker  of  lyrics  or  epics,  yet  he 
lived,  felt,  and  thought  as  a  poet ; 
and  now  and  again  nis  terse  prose 
rings  with  the  music  which  beau- 
tiful thinking  milst  carry  with  it. 

As  an  instance  of  his  powers  of 
observation  we  may  quote  his  de- 
scription of  the  Battle  of  the  Ants 
which  he  witnessed  while  dwelling 


in  this  residence  which  appeared 
so  solitary.  Here  we  £uid  him 
acting  as  war  correspondent  on  a 
most  exciting  occasion ;  and  in- 
deed his  report  may  arouse  nearly 
as  much  interest  as  the  graphic- 
accounts  of  a  JDailif  Telegraph 
correspondent  now  that  we  are 
sated  and  over  filled  with  the 
horrors  of  war. 

"  I  was  witness  to  events  of  a  less 
peaceful  character.     One  day  when  I 
went  out  to  my  wood-pile,  or  rather 
my  pile  of  stumps,  1  observed  two> 
large  ants,  the  one  red,  the  other 
much  larger,  nearly  half  an  inch  long, 
and  black,  fiercely  contending  wiUi 
one  another.     Having  once  got  hold 
they  never  let  go,  but  struggled  and 
wrestled    and    rolled  on    £e   chipa 
incessantly.     Looking  farther,  I  waa 
surprised  to  find  that  the  chips  were 
covered  with  such'combatants,  that  it 
was  not  a  d\Mum^  but  a  htUwn^  a 
war  between  two  races  of  ants,  the 
red  always  pitted  against  the  black, 
and  freauently  two  red  ones  to  one 
black.  The  legions  of  these  Myrmidons 
covered  all  the  hills  and  vales  in  my 
wood-yard,  and  theground  was  already 
strewn  with  the  dead  and  dying,  both 
red  and  black.   It  was  the  only  battle 
which  I  have  ever  witnessed,  the  only 
battle-field  I  ever  trod  while  the  bat- 
tie  was  raging  ;  internecine  war  ;  the 
red  republicans  on  the  one  hand,  and 
the  black  imperialists  on  the  other. 
On  every  side  they  were  engaged  in 
deadly  combat,  yet  without  any  noise 
that  I  could  hear,  and  human  soldiera 
never  fought  so  resolutely.  I  watched 
a  couple  that  were  fast  locked  in  each 
other  s  embraces,   in  a  Uttle  sunny 
valley   amid  the  chips,  now  at  noon- 
day prepared  to  fight  till  the  son 
went  down,   or  life  went  out.     The 
smaller    red      champion     had    fas- 
tened   himself    like    a   vice  to  hia 
adversary's  front,    and    through  all 
the  tumblings   on   that    field    never 
for  an  instant  ceased  to  gnaw  at  one' 
of  his  feelers  near  the  root,  having 
already  caused  the  other  to  go  by  th» 
board ;  while  the  stronger  black  one 
dashed  him  from  side  to  side,  and,  aa 
I  saw  on  looking  nearer,  had  already 
divested  him  of  several  of  hia  mem* 
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ben.  They  fought  with  more  per- 
tinaoity  than  bull-dogs.  Neither 
manifested  the  least  disposition  to 
retreat.  It  was  evident  that  their 
battle-cry  was  Conquer  or  die.  In 
the  mean  while  there  came  along  a 
single  red  ant  on  the  hill-side  of  tiiis 
▼aUey,  evidently  full  of  excitement, 
who  either  had  despatched  his  foe,  or 
had  not  yet  taken  part  in  the  battle ; 
probably  the  latter,  for  he  had  lost 
none  of  his  limbs ;  whose  mother  had 
charged  him  to  return  with  his  shield 
or  upon  it.  Or  perchance  he  was 
some  Achilles,  who  bad  nourished  his 
wrath  apart,  and  had  now  come  to 
avenge  or  rescue  his  Patrodus.  He 
■aw  this  unegual  combat  from  afar, — 
for  the  blacks  were  nearly  twice  the 
size  of  the  red, — he  drew  near  with 
rapid  pace  till  he  stood  on  his  guard 
within  half  an  inch  of  the  combatants ; 
then,  watching  his  opportunity,  he 
sprang  upon  the  black  warrior,  and 
oommenced  his  operations  near  the 
root  of  his  right  fore-leg,  leaving  the 
foe  to  select  among  his  own  members ; 
and  so  there  were  three  united  for 
life,  as  if  a  new  kind  of  attraction 
had  been  invented  which  put  all 
other  locks  and  cements  to  shame.  I 
shoidd  not  have  wondered  by  this 
time  to  find  that  they  had  their 
respective  musical  bands  stationed  on 
some  eminent  chip,  and  playing  their 
national  airs  the  while,  to  excite  the 
slow  and  cheer  the  dying  combatants. 
I  was  myself  excited  somewhat  even 
as  if  they  had  been  men.  The  more 
you  think  of  it,  the  less  the  difference. 
And  certainly  there  is  not  the  fight 
recorded  in  Concord  history,  at  least, 
if  in  the  historv  of  America,  that  will 
bear  a  moment  s  comparison  with  this, 
whether  for  the  numbers  engaged  in 
it^  or  for  the  patriotism  and  heroism 
displayed.  For  numbers  and  for  car- 
nage it  was  an  Austerlitz  or  Dresden. 
Concord  Fight !  Two  killed  on  the 
patriots'  side,  and  Luther  Blanchard 
wounded  !  Why  here  every  ant  was 
a  Buttrick,— 'Fire !  for  God's  sake 
fire !' — and  thousands  shared  the 
fate  of  Davis  and  Hosmer.  There 
was  not  one  hireling  there.  I  have 
no  doubt  that  it  was  a  principle  they 
fought  for,  as  much  as  our  ancestors, 
and  not  to  avoid  a  three-penny  tax  on 
their  tea;    and  the  results  uf  this 


battle  will  be  as  important  and  memo*^ 
rable  to  those  whom  it  concerns  a» 
those  of  the  battle  of  Bunker  Hill,  at- 
least. 

I  took  up  the  chip  on  which  th» 
three  I  have  particularly  described 
were  struggling,  carried  it  into  my 
house,  and  pla^d  it  under  a  tumbler 
on  my  window-sill,  in  order  to  see  the 
issue.  Holding  a  microscope  to  the 
first  mentioned  red  ant,  I  saw  that, 
though  he  was  assiduously  gnawing: 
at  the  near  fore-leg  of  his  enemy, 
having  severed  his  remaining  feeler,, 
his  own  breast  was  all  torn  away,  ex- 
posing what  vitals  he  had  there  to- 
the  jaws  of  the  black  warrior,  whose 
breast-plate  was  apparently  too  tluck 
for  him  to  pierce  ;  and  the  dark  car- 
buncles of  the  sufferer's  eyes  shone 
with  ferocity  such  as  war  only  could 
excite.  They  struggled  half  an  hour 
longer  under  the  tumbler,  and  when  I 
looked  again  the  black  soldier  had 
severed  the  heads  of  his  foes  from 
their  bodies,  and  the  still  living  heads 
were  hanging  on  either  side  of  hink 
like  ghastly  trophies  at  his  saddle- 
bow, still  apparently  as  firmly  fastened 
as  ever,  and  he  was  endeavouring  with 
feeble  struggles,  being  without  feelers 
and  with  only  the  remnant  of  a  leg, 
and  I  know  not  how  many  other 
wounds,  to  divest  himself  of  them  ;. 
which  at  length,  after  half  an  hour 
more,  he  accomplished.  I  raised  the 
glass,  and  he  went  off  over  the  window- 
sill  in  that  crippled  state.  Whether 
he  finally  survived  that  combat,  and 
spent  the  remainder  of  his  days  in 
some  Hotel  des  Invalides,  I  du  not 
know ;  but  I  thought  that  his  in- 
dustry would  not  be  worth  much 
thereafter.  I  never  learned  whichf 
party  was  victorious,  nor  the  cause  o . 
the  war  ;  but  I  felt  for  the  rest  o 
that  day  as  if  1  had  had  my  feelings- 
excited  and  harrowed  by  witnessing 
the  struggle,  the  ferocity  and  carnage, 
of  a  human  battle  before  my  door. 

Kirby  and  Spence  tell  us  that  the 
battles  of  ants  have  long  been  cele- 
brated and  the  date  of  them  recorded, 
though  they  say  that  Huber  is  the 
only  modem  author  who  appears  to- 
have  witnessed  them.  '  ^neas  Syl- 
vius,'say  tliey,  'after  giving  a  very 
circumstantial  account  of  one  con- 
tested with    great   obstinacy    by  a 


^20 


Thoreau :  Hermit  and  Thinker. 


[November 


•great  and  small  species  on  the  trunk 
of  a  pear  tree,  adds  that  ''This 
action  was  fought  in  the  pontificate 
of  Jiiugenius  the  Fourth,  in  the  pre- 
sence of  Nicholas  Pistoriensis,  an 
eminent  lawyer,  who  related  the 
whole  history  of  the  battle  with  the 
greatest  fidelity.''  A  similar  engage- 
ment between  great  and  small  ants  is 
recorded  by  Olaus  Magnus,  in  which 
the  small  ones,  being  victorious,  are 
said  to  have  buried  the  bodies  of 
their  own  soldiers,  but  left  those  of 
their  giant  enemies  aprey  to  the  birds. 
This  event  happened  previous  to  the 
expulsion  of  the  tyrant  Ghristiern  the 
Second  from  Sweden.'  The  battle 
which  I  witnessed  took  place  in  the 
Presidency  of  Polk,  five  years  before 
the  passage  of  Webster's  Fugitive- 
Slave  Bill." 

The  following  probes  modem  civi- 
lisation very  deeply ;  can  political 
economists  meet  the  criticism  ? — 

''  In  the  savage  state  every  family 
owns  a  shelter  as  good  as  the  best,  and 
sufficient  for  its  coarser  and  simpler 
wants  ;  but  I  think  that  I  speak  within 
bounds  when  I  say  that,  though  the 
birds  of  the  air  have  their  nests,  and 
the  foxes  their  holes,  and  the  savages 
their  wigwams,  in  modern  civilised 
society  not  more  than  one  half  the 
families  own  a  shelter.  In  the  large 
towns  and  cities,  where  civilisation 
especially  prevails,  the  number  of 
those  who  own  a  shelter  is  a  very 
small  fraction  of  the  whole.  The  rest 
pay  an  annual  tax  for  this  outside 
garment  of  all,  become  indispensable 
summer  and  winter,  which  would  buy 
a  village  of  Indian  wigwams,  but  now 
helps  to  keep  them  poor  as  long  as 
they  live.  I  do  not  mean  to  insist 
here  on  the  disadvantage  of  hiring 
compared  with  owning,  but  it  is  evi- 
dent that  the  savage  owns  his  shelter 
because  it  costs  so  little,  while  the 
civilised  man  hires  his  commonly  be- 
cause he  cannot  afford  to  own  it ;  nor 
can  he,  in  the  long  run,  any  better 
afford  to  hire.  But,  answers  one,  by 
merely  paying  this  tax  the  poor  civil- 
ised man  secures  an  abode  which  is  a 
palace  compared  with  the  savage's. 
An  annual  rent  of  from  twenty-five  to 
a  hundred  dollars,  these  are  the 
country    rates,    entitles  him  to  the 


benefit  of  the  improvements  of  oeniu- 
ries,  spacious  apartments,  clean  paint 
and  paper,  Rumford  fireplace,  back 
plastering,  Venetian  blinds,  copper 
pump,  spring  lock,  a  commodious  cel- 
lar, and  many  other  things.  But  how 
happens  it  that  he  who  is  said  to  en- 
joy these  things  is  so  commonly  a 
jpoor  civilised  man,  while  the  savage, 
who  has  them  not,  is  rich  as  a  savage  f 
If  it  is  asserted  that  civilisation  is  a 
real  advance  in  the  condition  of  man, 
— and  I  think  that  it  is,  though  only 
the  wise  improve  their  advantages, — 
it  must  be  shewn  that  it  has  produced 
better  dwellings  without  making  them 
more  costly ;  and  the  cost  of  a  thing 
is  the  amount  of  what  I  will  call  life 
which  is  required  to  ba  exchanged  for 
it,  immediately  or  in  the  long  run. 
An  average  house  in  this  neighbour- 
hood costs  perhaps  eight  hundred  dol- 
lars, and  to  lay  up  this  sum  will  take 
from  ten  to  fifteen  years  of  the  la- 
bourer's life,  even  if  he  is  not  encum- 
bered with  a  family  ; — estimating  the 
pecuniary  value  of  every  man's  labour 
at  one  dollar  a  day,  for  if  some  receive 
more,  others  receive  less  ; — so  that  he 
must  have  spent  more  than  half  his 
life  commonly  before  his  wij^wam  will 
be  earned.  If  we  suppose  him  to  pay 
a  rent  instead,  this  is  but  a  doubtful 
choice  of  evils.  Would  the  savage 
have  b^en  wise  to  exchange  his  wig- 
wam for  a  palace  on  these  terms?" 

Some  of  Thoreau*8  brief  pithy 
aphorisms  are  full  of  peculiar  sog- 
gestiveness,  and  well  worth  accept- 
ing as  proverbs  for  our  own  use. 
Here  are  a  few  of  them  : — 

**  As  if  you  could  kill  time  with- 
out injuring  eternity." 

**  We  may  waive  just  so  much 
care  of  ourselves  as  we  honestly 
bestow  elsewhere.** 

"How  vigilant  we  are!  deter- 
mined not  to  live  by  faith  if  we 
can  avoid  it ;  all  the  day  long  on 
the  alert,  at  night  we  unwillingly 
say  our  prayers,  and  commit  our- 
selves to  uncertainties." 

**  Of  a  life  of  luxury  the  fruit  is 
luxury,  whether  in  agriculture,  or 
commerce,  or  literature,  or  art." 

"There    are    now-a-days    pro- 
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feasors  of  philosophy,  but  not 
philosophers.'* 

''  When  man  has  obtained  those 
things  which  are  necessary  to  life, 
there  is  another  alternative  than 
to  obtain  the  superfluities,  and 
that  is,  to  adventure  on  life  now, 
his  vacation  from  humbler  toil 
having  commenced." 

'*  We  know  but  few  men,  a  great 
many  coats  and  breeches."  Our 
friend  here  is  quite  Oarlylean. 

'^  Beware  of  all  enterprises  that 
require  new  clothes,  and  not  rather 
a  new  wearer  of  clothes." 

"In  the  long  run  men  hit  only 
what  they  aim  at." 

**  Men  have  become  the  tools  of 
their  tools." 

*'  We  have  built  for  this  world  a 
family  mansion,  and  for  the  next 
a  family  tomb." 

"  If  you  give  money,  spend 
yourself  with  it." 

'*  To  be  awake  is  to  be  alive.  I 
have  never  yet  met  a  man  who  "was 
quite  awake.  How  could  I  have 
looked  him  in  the  face  ?  " 

"What  sort  of  space  is  that 
which  separates  a  man  from  his 
fellows  and  makes  him  solitary? 
I  have  found  that  no  exertion  of 
the  legs  can  bring  two  minds 
much  nearer  to  one  another." 

"A  man  sits  as  many  risks  as 
he  rims." 

"  Sometimes  we  are  inclined  to 
class  those  who  are  once-and-a-half 
witted  with  the  half-witted,  because 
we  appreciate  only  a  third  part  of 
their  wit." 

"Shall  a  man  go  and  hang  him- 
self because  he  belongs  to  the  race 
of  pygmies,  and  not  be  the  biggest 
pygmy  that  he  can  ?" 


"  If  a  man  does  not  keep  pace 
with  his  companions,  perhaps  it  is 
because  he  hears  a  difterent  drum- 
mer. Let  him  step  to  the  musio 
which  he  hears,  however  measured 
or  far  away." 

"  The  fault-finder  will  find  faults 
even  in  paradise." 

"  Only  that  day  dawns  to  which 
we  are  awake.  There  is  more  day 
to  dawn.  The  sun  is  but  a  morn- 
ing^ star." 

Bystanders,  it  is  said,  see  most 
of  the  game.  It  may  equally  be 
affirmed  that  the  most  excited 
player  would  not  move  a  step  to 
listen  to  the  wisest  bystander.  In 
America,  as  well  as  in  England,  a 
gigantic  experiment  is  being  tried, 
the  experiment  called  civilisation. 
It  means  multiplicity  of  small 
things  with  little  room  for  what  is 
calm,  and  great,  and  full  of  love. 
It  means  luxury  and  fret  com- 
bined. Having  noble  elements 
within  it  also,  it  may  have  a  noble 
outcome,  but  in  many  of  its  pro- 
vinces it  will  first  have  to  wear 
itself  out.  We  are  too  apt  to  think 
that  the  old  prophets  are  dead,  and 
not  to  remember  that  when  they 
came  it  was  wont  to  be  in  humble 
guise. 

Thoreau,  bom  1817,  died  1862, 
is  much  too  modem  to  have  been 
a  prophet,  but  some  of  his  words 
are  better  worth  studying  than 
the  more  elaborate  works  of  the 
popular  professors  of  philosophy, 
who  touch  nothing  but  the  outer 
fringe  of  the  garment  of  life,  or 
of  the  frightened  sentimentalists 
to  whom  everything  real  and  vital 
is  a  "  tender  topic  "  not  to  be 
touched. 

Mabel  Colliks. 
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PoPi'B  ''niad,"  xviii.  686. 

ly  the  year  1534,  imp.  Henry 
Vm.,  Patrick  Finglaes  became 
Cfhief  Justice  of  Xreland.  His 
eariy  years  had  beeti  spent  at  his 
ancestrd.  home  at  "Westpalston, 
near  Swords,  in  the  county  of 
Dublin  *  His  father  being  lord 
of  the  manor,  there  wa^  on  the 
fipot  a  manorial  court  in  which  the 
tenants  sued  and  were  sued,  and 
here  the  future  Chief  Justice 
learned  the  first  principles  of 
JBnglish  law.  Haying  prosecuted 
his  travels  into  the  countries  be- 
yond the  Pale,  he  had  ample  oppor- 
tunity of  observing  the  laws  ad- 
ministered by  the  Srehons,  and  of 
instituting  comparison  between 
those  and  the  English  laws. 

His  name  on  the  records  is  spelt 
in  many  ways ;  at  one  time  **  l^n- 
glass,"  at  another  "  Fynglass,"  and 
again  **  Feingles.*'  Accordingly, 
in  searching  for  his  acts,  care  must 
be  taken  to  examine  under  each  of 
those  spellinfl^.  He  had  been  in- 
tended in  early  life  for  the  Church, 
and  was  sent  by  his  father  to  an 
ecclesiastical  college  at  Oxford, 
where  he  acquired  the  friendship 
of  one  whose  brilliant  talents  won 
for  him  the  high  eminence  to  which 
he    subsequently     rose   alike    in 


Church  and  State.  We  allude  to 
John  Allen,  afterwards  Archbiahop 
of  Dublin  and  Lord  Chancellor  of 
Ireland.  The  life,  however,  of  a 
theologian  was  irksome  to  Fin- 
glass  ;  he  found  no  pleasure  "  in 
weariness,  in  painf  ulness,  in  watdh- 
ings  often,  in  fastings  often  ;  ** 
for  St.  Paul  these  things  may 
have  had,  perhaps,  he  thou|;ht,  a 
heavenly  charm,  but  they  had  nona 
such  for  him.  He  therefore  retired 
from  a  calling  to  which  he  was  un- 
suited,  and  applied  himself  to  the 
study  of  the  law.  But  he  con- 
tinued to  reside  at  Oxford,  and  to 
enj  oy  the  friendship  of  young  Allen, 
who  was  ordained  priest  in  1507| 
the  same  year  in  which  he  (Fin- 
glass)  was  called  to  the  Bar.  The 
abilities  displayed  by  Allen  soon 
brought  him  under  the  notioe 
of  Cardinal  Wolsey,  and  as  he 
rAllen)  rose  to  hieh  eminence  in  the 
Church  so  Finglass  rose  to  high 
eminence  at  the  Bar.  If  one  was 
made  Judge  of  the  Legatine  Court 
in  Enffland,  the  other  was  created 
Chief  %aron  in  Ireland.  In  1515, 
the  vear  after  his  appointment, 
Finglass  wrote  a  work  on  ''The 
Decay  of  Ireland, "  with  suggestions 
for  its  reformation.  The  monas- 
teries on  the  borders,  he  says, 
should  be  suppressed,  inasmuch  as 
they  afforded  entertainment  to  the 
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Trieh  enemy.    This  suggestion  is 
surprising,  written  as  it  was  many 
jrears  be&ro  the  general  suppres- 
sion was  thought  of.     His  descrip- 
tion of  the  English  colonists,  ''bee 
they  high  or  bee  they  low,"   is 
painful  to  contemplate,  for  ''there 
:is  not  eight  of  the  knights,  lords, 
esquires,  and  gentlemen  of  the  four 
shires  but  be  in  debt,  and  without 
brief  remedy  they  must  sell  their 
lands,  and  go  to  some  other  land;  *' 
and  as  to  the  humbler  classes,  he 
states  that    "there  be  no  better 
labourers  than  the  poor  commons 
of  Irelande,"  but  that  they  were 
orerweighted      with      extortions, 
•called    coyne    and    lirery,   which 
were  taxes  in  the  shape  of  com- 
mutations for    "  entertainments,'* 
which  was  somewhat  analogous  to 
the  right  of  billeting  of  troops  in 
private  houses  in  modem  times,  a 
right  which  the  English  lords  both 
claimed    and    enforced,    "  and  it 
^as  quite  customary  for  them  to 
billet  their  children  on  their  tenants 
throughout  the  year.*'    These  poor 
commons    were    also    subject  to 
dirers  other  sore  g^evances,  which 
it  would  now  weary  the  reader  to 
read  so  many  centuries  after  they 
have  been  abolished.*    Was  there 
no  remedy,  it  will  be  asked,  in  a 
court    of    law   for    the    humbler 
classes    to    rifi^ht    their    wrongs? 
Where  was  the  Court  of  King's 
Bench  ?    Where  the  other  Courts  ? 
The  Courts  were  nominally  open, 
it  is  true,  but  virtually  they  were 
•closed  to  the  poor,  "for  no  lord 
or  esquire,"    writes  Sir   Thomas 
Luttrel    (Chief    Justice    of    the 
Common  Pleas  in  1534),  "would 
permit  their  tenants  to  sue  each 
other  in  the  King's  Courts  under  a 
penalty  of   five  marks."     In  one 
sense  perhaps  they    were    right. 
Once  embarked  in  a  suit  the  suitor 
was  ruined,  for  winners  and  losers 


were  alike  engulphed  in  a  ruin 
that  threatened  to  swallow  all. 
Causes  commenced  in  one  genera- 
tion were  ended  in  another !  Nor 
were  the  judges  to  be  blamed  for 
a  system  tnat  they  were  powerless 
to  correct.  There  were,  indeed, 
some  judges — Chief  Justices — but 
they  were  few,  who  were  open  to 
bribery.  In  other  times  and-  in 
other  countries  the  venality  of  the 
Bench  was  even  as  a  household 
word,  but  in  these  countries  such 
things  were  happily  rare.  There 
are  writings  extant  descriptive  of 
lawsuits  in  ancient  Greece,  where 
the  judges  are  described  as  "  the 
bribe-devouring  judges."  f 

As  a  rule,  let  us  say  it  with  pride, 
the  Irish  judges  were  not  such 
then,   but  it  was  impossible  for 
them  to  stem  the  torrent  of  abuses 
with  which  the  system  was  flooded. 
If  a  jury  were  about  to  be  swoim 
the  jurors  were  challenged  for  con- 
sanguinity or  want  of   freehold, 
and  if  a  jury  were  empanelled, 
the  question  was  tried,  exceptions 
were  argued  in  the  Court  above^  a 
judgment    was    then    had,    that 
judgment  was  appealed  from  and 
was  affirmed  or  set  aside  by  the 
Court  of  dernier  resiort — the  Privy 
Council.     So  far  their  system  har- 
monised with  ours,  but  it  diverged 
in  this,  that  years  after  final  judg- 
ment the  cause  might  be  re-opened 
and  brought  on  to  another  "  final" 
hearing,  and  thus  be  kept  going 
round     in    never-ending    cycles. 
This    was    exemplified     in     the 
romantic  case  of   White  v,  JFhite^ 
where    the    only    question    was, 
whether  the  first  marriage  of  James 
White  was  legal  or  the  reverse. 
He  was  blessed  with  worldly  wealth, 
had  large  estates  in  the  counties  of 
Kildare    and  Dublin,   and  those 
estates  descended  to  his  supposed 
heir    according    to    the    l^glish 
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rather  than  the  Irish  law.  The 
lady  to  whom  he  was  first  married 
was  a  widow  of  remarkable  beauty; 
she  had  ample  means,  and  had 
been  married  to  one  who  joined 
the  impostor,  Simnel,  in  his  expedi- 
tion to  England  in  1487.  Some 
said  that  her  husband  was  killed 
at  the  battle  of  Stoke,  in  Notting- 
hamshire, and  others  that  he  was 
drowned  on  his  homeward  voyage ; 
but  the  truth  is  that  he  was  kept 
with  others  as  a  State  prisoner  by 
Henry  VII.  From  1487  to  1500 
the  husband  never  met  and  never 
corresponded  with  his  wife,  and 
her  friends  persuaded  her — though 
much  against  her  will — that  he  was 
long  since  dead.  Escaping  from 
his  prison-house  in  1600,  he  re- 
turned to  his  native  city,  but  it  was 
to  find  her  for  whom  he  had  long 
sighed  married  to  another,  to  whom 
she  had  borne  a  son,  Nicholas. 
They  met  by  accident  in  the  gloom 
of  an  autumnal  evening  as  she 
was  returning  with  her  child  from 
one  of  the  city  churches  that  were 
clustered  around  the  castle ;  she 
recogpiised  him  whom  she  thought 
was  amongst  the  dead ;  his  face  was 
darker,  thinner,  and  paler  than  it 
was  wont  to  be ;  his  dress  was  a 
horseman* s  cloak,  and  he  wore  a 
hat  looped  down  over  his  face  ;  his 
expression  was  like  that  he  bore 
on  the  dreadful  morning  they  had 
parted ;  she  uttered  a  dismal  shriek 
and  fainted.  Strong  and  vigorous 
remedies  were  necessary  ere  they 
could  recall  her  to  sense  and  motion, 
and  even  then  her  language  was 
wild  and  incoherent.  The  living 
and  the  dead,  she  thought,  had 
leagued  themselves  against  her 
second  marriage.  She  knew  too 
well  what  had  called  him  up— he 
came  to  upbraid  her  that  while 
her  heart  was  with  him  in  the  deep 
and  dead  sea  she  had  given  her 


hand  to  another.     On  that  night 
her  reason  was  gone,  and  she  soon 
after  died.     James  White  married 
a  second  time,  and  by  his  second 
marriage  he  had  a  second  family, 
the^  eldest  of  whom  was  Thomas^ 
who,  dying,  left  a  son  whose  name 
was  John,   the    plaintiff  in    thia. 
action  of  ejectment ;  while  the  de- 
fendant   was  James,  the  son  of 
Nicholas.     Intense  indeed  was  the 
interest  taken  in  this  paiof  ol  case, 
which  was  tried  in  1518  before 
Chief  Baron  Finglass.     How  the 
defendant  defended  his  possession 
of  the  estates  we  know  not.     It 
may  have  been  that  he  disputed 
the  identity  of  him  who  ''sought 
to  pass  himself  off  as  the  lady 'a 
first  husband."  But  this  is  merely 
a  speculative    question    that    we 
have  no  means  of  solving.    Suffice 
it  to  say  that  the  jury  found  against 
the  defendant,  on  the  ground  that 
his  father  was  illegitimate.     From 
this  finding ''  an  appeal  was  taken," 
and  the   Chief  Justice,    and,   we 
presume,    the    secondary    judge, 
approved  of  the  verdict,  ana  made 
a  decree  to  that  effect.     From  that 
decree  an  appeal  was  taken  to  the 
Privy  Council,   where  the   whole 
question  was  re-opened,   and  the 
following  order  was  made  on  the 
21st  of  Nov.,  1521  :— 


a 


White  v.  White.* 


**  Decree  in  a  cause  wherein 
John  White  of  the  city  of  Dublin, 
gentleman,  son  of  Thomas  White, 
of  Harford  West,  gentleman,  is- 
plaintiff,  and  James  White,  of  Kil- 
dare,  is  defendant,  concerning  cer- 
tain lands  in  the  county  of  Kildare, 
which  cause  having  been  submitted 
to  the  Lord  Deputy,  the  Earl  of 
Surrey,  by  John  White,  on  the^ 
allegation  that  said  James  White 
and  his  father,  Nicholas,  were  both 
illegitimate.     Upon    hearing    the 
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evidence  which  both  parties  pro- 
duced, the  Lord  Deputy  and  Ooun- 
<eil  ordered  that .  the  said  John 
White,  plaintiff,  son  and  heir  of 
Thomas  White,  son  of  James 
White,  the  elder,  should  have  and 
enjoy  the.  premises  without  impe- 
diment from  any  person,  under  a 
penalty  of  £200  to  be  paid  to  the 
use  of  the  King. 
''  Signed— 

Sir  NiCHOLAS,Lord  Howth,Ex- 
Chancellor.  Henby,  Bishop 
of  Meath.  J.  Eawson,  Prior 
of  Elilmainham.  J£go,  thb 
Abbot  of  St  Mary's  Abbey. 
Patrick  Birmingham,  Chief 
Justice.  Patrick  Finolass, 
Chief  Baron.  P.  White, 
Baron  of  the  Ex.  W.  Dabcy. 
J.  Style." 

One  would  have  thought  that 
this  solemn  decree  was  sufficient ; 
however,  after  three  years,  on  the 
6th  of  Aug^t,  1524,  an  applica- 
tion was  made  to  the  Privy  Council 
to  have  the  case  re-heard,  when 
an  order  was  made  confirming  the 
above  decree,  and  **  direction  was 

fiven  that  if  the  petitioner  should 
e  disturbed  in  his  possession  the 
Lord  Chancellor,  Chief  Justice 
Birmingham,  Chief  Baron  Finelass, 
■and  the  Prior  of  Eilmainham, 
should  hear  and  determine  the 
suit.'*  This  order  was  followed  by 
another  without  date,  '*  requiring 
the  Chief  Justice  and  Justice  Net- 
terville  to  hear  the  same."  And 
this  was  followed  by  another  order, 
dated  22nd  of  November,  1539, 
confirming  the  above  decrees, 
which  order  was  followed  by 
another — ^the  last  in  the  cause, 
made  nearly  twenty  years  after  the 
hearing  before  the  Privy  Council. 
This  '*  final "  decree  runs  thus : — 

*'  White  v.  White. 

**  Final  decree  of  Thomas  Howth, 
Justice  of  the  King's  Bench,  and 
Patrick  White,  Baron,  arbitrators, 


to  whom  were  submitted  by  deed 
of  arbitration  all  disputes  and  dif- 
ferences existing  between  John 
White  and  James  White,  who 
upon  examination  of  witnesses 
fully  establishing  the  illegitimacy 
of  James  White,  have  ordered  and 
decreed  that  John  White  should 
have  possession  of  all  the  lands 
without  interruption  or  impedi- 
ment, but  as  James  White  had 
sown  the  lands  with  com  he  might 
reap  and  carry  it  away  without 
the  disturbance  of  the  said  John 
White."  Thus  ended  this  pro- 
tracted case;  and  it  was  one  of 
the  many  which  foreshadow  the 
Jamdyee  v,  Jamdyee  of  after  years. 
To  narrate  more  of  such  cases 
would  give  pain  to  the  writer  and 
probablj  sleep  to  the  reader — 

''  As  pensive  poota  painful  vigils  keep. 
Sleepless  themselves  to  give  their 
readers  sleep." 

The  influence  of  the  English 
nation,  no  wonder,  then,  was  de- 
clining in  the  face  of  abuses  un- 
equalled amongst  the  Brehons. 
The  Earl  of  Surrey,  who  had 
fought  at  Flodden  Field,  was  un- 
equal to  the  task  of  subduing  the 
native  Irish  and  ''  degenerate " 
English  races;  his  health  was 
shattered,  and  he  saw,  in  addition 
to  other  evils,  pirates  from  Sooi- 
land  infesting  the  coasts.  A 
meeting  of  the  Privy  Council  was 
convened,  and  Finglass  there  car- 
ried a  resolution  that  a  deputation 
be  despatched  to  Cardinal  Wolsej 
implormg  that  some  ships  of  war 
be  sent  over  to  keep  the  seas  free 
from  the  Scots.  The  Duke  of 
Bichmond,  an  illegitimate  son  of 
Henry  ViU.,  was  appointed 
Lord -Lieutenant  of  Lreland  in 
the  place  of  the  Earl  of  Surrey, 
and  he,  unwilling  to  interfere 
in  the  political  troubles  of  so 
troublesome  a  country  as  Lreland 
then  was,  selected  for  his  deputy 
the  Earl  of  Ealdare.    One  of  the 
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first  acts  of  the  Earl's  Government 
was  to  remove  Archbishop  Allen 
from  the  post  of  Chancelh>ry  and 
appoint  Cromer,  Archbishop  of 
Arm&gh,  in  his  stead.  A  powerful 
opposition  was  therefore  organised 
'  aeainst  theGbvemmentof  the  Earl 
of  Kildare.  Memorials  were  drawn 
up,  signed  by  the  ex-Chancellor, 
by  Chief  Baron  Finglass,  and  by 
others  of  the  Conncu,  and  trans- 
mitted to  the  King,  complaining  of 
the  Lord  Deputy,  who  was  com- 
manded to  proceed  at  once  to  Lon- 
don, and  there  give  an  account  of 
his  stewardship.  The  Earl  forth- 
with took  his  departure,  but  before 
doing  so  appointed  his  son,  Lord 
Thomas  Fitzgerald,  better  known 
as  Silken  Thomas,  a  young  man  of 
one-and-twenty  years  of  age,  as 
his  Vice-Deputy.  On  the  Earl's 
arrival  in  London  he  was  committed 
to  the  Tower,  and  while  there  in 
captivity  a  vacancy  occurred  in  the 
King's  Bench,  by  reason  of  the 
death  of  Chief  Justice  Dillon,  when 
{he  King,  to  insult,  as  it  were,  his 
captive,  appointed  Chief  Baron 
Finglass  to  the  vacant  Chief 
Justiceship.  Humours  were  now 
abroad  that  the  King  had  caused 
the  Earl  to  be  beheaded;  the 
thoughtless  and  inexperienced 
Vice -Deputy  believed  those 
rumours,  and  maddened  to 
desperation,  declared  war  on  the 
Crown.  In  acting  as  he  did,  the 
youthful  nobleman  displayed  much 
courage  but  no  capacity.  The 
castle,  the  arsenal,  the  whole  ma- 
chinery of  the  Irish  GK>vemment 
were  in  his  possession,  and  yet  his 
first  act  of  rebellion  was  to  resign 
the  Sword  of  State  and  retire  from 
that  oastle,  to  which  he  soon  after 
laid  siege.  It  so  happened  that 
within  its  leaguered  walls  were 
Archbishop  Allen  and  Chief  Justice 
Finglass,  both  hated  and  both 
dreaded  by  the  Earl  of  Kildare 
and  by  his  misguided  son.  The 
entrance  to  the  castle,  then  and  up 


to  the  middle  of  the  last  century, 
was  by  a  drawbridge,  placed  be- 
tween two  strong  round  towers, 
from  Castle  Street.  A  portcullis, 
apued  with  iron,  between  those 
towers  served  as  a  second  defence, 
in  case  the  bridge  should  be  sur- 
prised. 

The  fortress  was  encompassed 
with  a  broad  and  deep  moat,  and 
there  were  two  sally  ports  in  the 
walls.  On  the  night  of  the  28th 
of  July,  1534,  the  drawbridge  was 
raised,  the  sally  ports  were  dosed, 
and  all  egress  was  stopped  by  the 
besiegers  and  in  stress  by  the  be- 
sieged. The  Archbishop  and  Chief 
Justice  felt,  perhaps,  uncomfortable 
at  the  prospect  of  a  siege,  and  both 
determmed  to  withdraw  as  best 
they  could  from  the  danger.  To 
escape  through  the  guarded  gates 
was  an  impossibility,  but  Lord 
Thomas  Fitzgerald  was  not  aware 
that  there  existed  a  covered  or 
secret  passage  that  led  from  the 
castle  to  the  river  hard  by. 
Entering  the  chapel  on  that  night, 
which  was  shaken  by  the  storm, 
the  Archbishop  beckoned  to  the 
Chief  Justice  to  follow  him.  Pass- 
ing behind  the  altar  he  pressed  a 
spring  which,  opening  without 
noise,  shewed  a  secret  iron  door 
wrought  in  the  wall  of  the  church. 
Within  was  a  narrow  staircase  cut 
in  the  wall.  The  Archbishop  be- 
gan to  descend  as  one  too  much 
accustomed  to  the  way  to  require 
the  use  of  lights,  while  at  the  same 
time  he  held  the  lamp  to  Finglass, 
who  followed  him  for  many  steps 
down  the  steep  descent ;  at  length 
they  rested  in  a  narrow  vault  of 
great  length,  at  the  far  end  of 
which  they  saw  as  they  approached, 
a  staircase,  which  they  rapidly  as- 
cended. This  conducted  them  to  a 
wicket  that  seemed  to  opon  sponta- 
neously and  close  after  them.  As 
they  emerged  under  the  bastion 
that  flanked  the  seaward  gate  at 
a  point  on  the  south  side  of  the 


1877.]      Chief  nTu8tice%  of  Ireland  in  the  Sixteenth  Century. 


627 


Liffey  close  to  where  Ghratton 
Bridge  now  stands,  they  shuddered 
at  the  prospect  of  a  voyage  on  so 
wild  a  night.  The  rain  descended 
in  torrents,  and  the  f  req uent  flashes 
of  lightning,  followed  oy  bursts  of 
thunder,  deepened  the  surrounding 
darkness ;  out  the  captain,  an 
experienced  seaman,  said  that  at 
the  turn  of  the  tide  the  wind 
would  fall,  and  that  it  sat  in  the 
west  and  would  waft  them  to 
Holyhead  before  the  day  was  far 
advanced.  It  may  have  been  that 
the  captain  preferred  facing  the 
fury  of  the  tempest  to  the  fury  of 
the  conflict  that  was  to  open  the 
following  day. 

The  vessel  got  under  weigh,  and 
passing  the  bar  at  the  mouth  of 
the  Liffey,  she  stood  out  to  sea. 
The  wind  then  went  to  the  south, 
the  stays  were  made  fast,  and, 
leaning  on  her  side,  she  went 
foaming  through  the  sea ;  but 
ill-luck  followed  her  track,  for  the 
boom  of  the  mainsheet  snapped  in 
the  centre,  and,  refusing  to  obey 
the  helm,  the  vessel,  turning  her 
bow  from  the  wind,  and  bearing 
away,  headed  for  the  shores  of 
Clontarf ,  upon  which  she  was  soon 
flung  a  miserable  wreck.  The  tide 
was  ebbing  fast,  and  before  morn- 
ing had  rolled  the  clouds  away, 
the  passengers  had  descended  from 
the  stranded  ship ;  and  many  of 
them  were  hospitably  taken  by  a 
Mr.  Holywood,  who  was  one  of 
their  number,  to  his  house  close 
by  at  Artivne.  The  tidings  of 
the  catastrophe  spread,  and  Lord 
Thomas  Fitzgerald,  accompanied 
by  a  troop  of  spears,  was  soon  on 
the  spot.  The  aged  Archbishop 
was  dragged  from  his  bed,  and, 
falling  on  his  knees,  like  St. 
Stephen  of  old  he  cried  with  a 
loud  voice,  **  Lord,  lay  not  this  sin 
to  their  charge;"  he  was  then 
murdered  in  the  presence  of  the 
Chief  Justice,  and  of  many  others, 
who  sought  to  shelter  him.    That 


Finglass  escaped  was  miraculous. 
He  did  escape ;  but  the  horrors  of 
that  night  unfitted  him  fox  further 
mental  exertion ;  his  ideas  became 
restive,  and  his  mind  lapsed  into  a 
flighty  condition  without  the  power 
of  continuity  of  thought.  Fully 
recognising  his  impaired  and  fail- 
ing energies,  he  repeatedly  tried  to 
conquer  the  defect,  but  it  was  to 
no  purpose.  The  form  of  the 
murdered  Archbishop  was  ever 
shaking  his  gory  locks  before  him. 
If  he  sat  down  to  dinner  the  spectre 
took  his  seat  opposite.  If  he 
walked  in  the  street  the  phantom 
was  by  his  side ;  and  when  he  was 
sitting  in  his  Oourt  the  apparition 
was  on  the  Bench.  His  mind 
became  harassed  and  bewildered 
by  odd  notions,  by  unusual  feel- 
ings, and  unnatural  trains  of 
thought.  He  was  intensely  ir- 
ritable, and  he  was  conscious  of 
confused,  irregular,  painful,  and 
sometimes  ludicrous  associations. 

As  these  unhealthy  feelings  were 
forcing  an  entrance  and  tiying  to 
obtain  a  settlement  on  his  mind,  the 
imhappy  Finglass  became  vexed 
and  irritated  with  himself  for  per- 
mitting them  to  intrude.  It  was 
now  evident  that  his  recovery  was 
hopeless  ;  the  rebellion  of  Lord 
Thomas  was  at  its  height ;  and  a 
Chief  Justice  who  could  wield  the 
sword  as  well  as  the  pen  was  want- 
ing in  those  trying  times.  Finglass 
was  called  upon  to  retire,  and  he  did 
so  within  six  months  from  his  ap- 
pointment. The  remainder  of  his 
days  was  spent  in  retirement  at  his 
ancestral  home.  He  left  at  his  death 
two  children ;  a  daughter,  the  wife 
of  Sir  Thomas  Fitz  William,  grand- 
father of  the  first  Lord  FitzWil- 
liam ;  and  a  son.  Sir  John  Finglass, 
married  to  the  widow  of  Chief  Jus- 
tice Barnwell,  and  sister-in-law  of 
Chief  Justice  Plunket.  Sir  John 
left  a  son,  whose  grandson,  John 
Finglass  of  Wesfpalston,  was,  in 
1647,    one    of    the    Confederate 
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Catholics  of  Eilkennj.  On  his 
forfeiture  of  the  place  of  his  fore- 
fathers the  castle  and  manor  of 
WestpaLston  were  granted  to  Sir 
Theophilus  Jones,  whilst  Sir 
George  Lane  became  grantee  of 
an  annual  chief  rent  of  £2  10s., 
issuing  thereout.  **  Cities,"  says 
Mercury  to  Choaron  somewhere 
in  Lucian,  **  die  like  men  " — so  do 
families.  The  name  of  Finglass, 
once  powerful  in  this  country,  is 
utterly  lost,  and  no  such  name  is 
now  to  be  found  in  the  Hsts  of  the 
dergy,  aristocracy,  or  the  humbler 
classes  of  society. 

After  the  brief  sway  of  Finglass 
we  come,  in  1535,  to  Sir  G-erald 
Aylmer,  who  served  under  four 
soyereigns — Henry  Ylil.,  Edward 
VI.,  Mary,  and  Elizabeth.  The 
family  of  Aylmer,  said  to  be 
deduced  from  Ailmer  or  Aethel- 
mare.  Earl  of  Cornwall  in  the  time 
of  King  Aethelred,  has  long  been 
seated  at  Donadea,  in  the  county 
of  Kildare,  where  Bartholomew 
Aylmer,  the  chief  of  the  family, 
was  resident  at  the  dose  of  the 
fifteenth  century.  He  had  two 
sons,  Bichard,  his  successor,  and 
Oerald,  the  subject  of  this  memoir, 
of  Dollardstown,  in  the  county  of 
Meath.  His  lot  was  cast  amongst 
lawyers,  his  grandfather,  Sir  Wil- 
liam Welles,  having  been  Lord 
Chancellor  of  Ireland,  and  his 
elder  brother,  Bichard,  Chief  Ser- 

f;eant  of  the  coimty  of  Kildare. 
n  1526  he  was  appointed  Se- 
condary Justice  of  the  Court  of 
Common  Pleas.  This  appoint- 
ment, which  was  made  by  U-erald, 
Earl  of  Kildare,  then  Lord  Deputy, 
was  said  to  have  given  mortal 
offence  to  the  Bar,  who  affected  to 
look  upon  Aylmer  as  an  incom- 
petent man.  That  the  charge  of 
ignorance  and  incompetency  was 
made  against  him,  and  made  by 
no  less  a  person  than  the  Earl  of 
Shrewsbury,  is  true;  but  it  is 
equally  true  that  that  charge  was 


)t  up  by  a  party  opposed  to  the 
deputy.  Immediately  on  his  ap- 
pointment A^flmer  applied  himself 
unremittingly  to  the  duties  of  his 
Court,  trying  cases  the  narration 
of  which  would  be  unacceptable  to 
the  majority  of  readers.  There  is 
one  case  in  which  there  may  be  a 
grain  of  interest,  where  the  plain- 
tiff, Bobert  Lorgenan,  had  obtained 
a  decree  in  the  Court  of  Chancery 
for  the  possession  of  certain  lands 
situate  in  the  coimty  of  Kilkenny ; 
while  the  defendant,  one  Bobert 
Boboke,  scorned  to  hearken  to  the 
decree,  and  remained,  and  for 
aught  we  know,  resolved  to  re- 
main, in  possession  of  so  desirable 
a  farm.  The  plaintiff,  on  the 
other  hand,  was  desirous  to  get 
the  land  for  which  he  had  brought 
his  suit,  and  to  do  so  brought  an 
action,  which  was  tried  before 
Justice  Aylmer,  when  a  third 
party,  named  Sweetman,  appeared 
as  aiding  and  abetting  the  de- 
fendant in  keeping  adverse  pos- 
session. The  case  went  on,  and  a 
verdict  was  had  for  the  plaintiff, 
and  the  habere  w^as  directed  to  the 
sheriff,  and  was  soon  duly  exe- 
cuted. That  Aylmer  proved  by 
his  acts  that  he  was  equal  to  the 
duties  imposed  upon  him,  appears 
by  the  fact  that  he  was  summoned 
by  the  King  early  in  1584,  and 
before  the  rebellion  of  Lord 
Thomas  Fitzgerald,  to  give  evi- 
dence on  the  inquiiy  which  was 
being  made  into  the  conduct  of 
the  Lord  Deputy,  the  Earl  of 
Eiidare,  who  was  then  a  prisoner 
in  the  Tower.  On  the  removal 
of  Chief  Baron  Finglass  to  the 
King's  Bench  (June  3,  1534) 
Aylmer,  while  he  was  yet  in  Eng- 
land, was  appointed  Chief  Baron, 
and  Upon  the  patent  is  endorsed 
that  ''  Gerald  Aylmer  is  at  present 
with  us  on  our  service  in  ^gland 
by  our  commandment,  and  for  that 
it  is  uncertain  whether  these  our 
Letters  Patent  will  be  made  out 
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and  pass  the  Great  Seal  before  the 
feast  of  Easter,  1535,  and  for 
divers  other  causes  and  considera- 
tions us  hereunto  moving,  we  do 
give  and  grant  him  £20  Irish,  as 
our  gift  and  reward  to  him,  to  be 
received  out  of  our  Treasury,  with- 
out account  to  be  rendered  for  the 
same.  Dated  25th  June,  1534." 
Aylmer  returned  to  Dublin  and 
took  his  place  at  the  Privy  Coun- 
cil, immediately  before  the  rebel- 
lion of  Lord  Thomas  Fitzgerald, 
and  on  the  28th  of  July  following 
the  murder  of  Archbishop  Allen 
occurred.  On  the  suggestion  of 
Chief  Baron  Aylmer  a  sentence  of 
excommunication  was  pronoimced 
by  G-eorge  Cromer,  Archbishop  of 
ijmagh,  then  Lord  Chancellor, 
against  Thomas  Fitzgerald  and 
his  uncles.  That  sentence  was 
composed  and  endorsed  by  the 
Chancellor  and  Chief  Baron,  both 
of  them  appointed  by  the  Earl  of 
Kildare ;  it  rims  as  follows  : — 

"  MUKDER   OF   THE  ArCHBISHOP  OP 

Dtjblin. 

"Whereas  Thomas  FitzQerald, 
eldest  son  of  Gerald  FitzGerald, 
late  Earl  of  Ealdare,  not  only  pro- 
cured John  Teeling  and  Nicholas 
Wafer  to  put  violent  hands  upon 
John  Allen,  late  Archbishop  of 
Dublin,  Primate  of  Ireland,  at 
Artane,  in  the  diocese  of  Dublin, 
and  also  whereas  he,  the  said 
Thomas,  accompanied  with  John 
FitzGerald  and  Oliver  FitzGerald, 
brethren  of  the  late  Earl  James 
De  La  Hyde,  and  James  Bookes, 
and  divers  other  ill-disposed  per- 
8ons,murderedthe  said  Archbishop, 
we  publish  and  declare  all  the  said 
persons  to  be  excommimicated. 
We  also  declare  interdict  the  place 
where  the  Archbishop  was  kdled, 
and  likewise  all  cities,  lands,  towns, 
castles,  villages,  chapels,  and  other 


places  wherein  the  said  cursed 
persons  are  or  shall  be,  command- 
ing all  spiritual  persons  of  this 
province  of  Dublin  to  cease  from 
administration  of  divine  service  as 
lons^  as  any  of  the  said  persons 
shall  be  present,  and  to  continue 
three  days  after  their  departure. 
We  decree  them  to  be  deprived  of 
all  spiritual  dignities  and  profits. 
To  the  terror  and  fear  of  the  said 
damnable  persons  we  have  run^ 
those  bells,  erected  this  cross,  and 
quenched  those  candles,  and  we 
cast  three  stones  towards  their 
habitations." 

To  write  of  the  remainder  of 
this  unhappy  rebellion  would  be 
to  depart  from  the  plan  of  our 
memoir,  it  would  be  to  laimch  into 
the  wider  field  of  Irish  history — 
suffice  it  here  to  say  that  the 
insurrection  was  stamped  out,  but 
that  the  embers  were  stul  smoulder- 
ing, and  that  the  Pale  was  once 
more  during  the  summer  of  1535 
threatened  with  another  outbreak, 
and  with  an  invasion  by  a  num- 
ber of  Irish  chieftains,  O'Brien, 
O'Connor  Faby,  and  O'Kelly. 
Allen,  Master  of  the  Bolls,  and 
Chief-  Baron  Aylmer  were  des- 
patched to  England  to  represent 
the  critical  state  of  affairs;  and 
Lord  Leonard  Grey  was  thereupon 
sent  over  to  take  the  command  of 
the  army,  owing  to  the  inactivity 
and  illness  of  the  Lord  Deputy 
Skefiington.  Aylmer  immediately 
proceeded  to  join  the  Eoyal  forces, 
for  nothing  was  farther  from  his 
mind  than  to  confine  himself  to 
the  business  of  his  Court.  On  the 
21st  of  August,  1535,  he  penned  a 
despatch  rrom  the  camp  at  Naas 
to  Thomas  Cromwell  which  gave  a 
fair  though  far  from  brilliant 
account  of  the  state  of  the  country.* 

In  the  summer  of  that   year, 
Chief  Baron  Aylmer  was    again 
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summoned  to  England,  and  while 
there  a  vacancy  occurred  in  the 
Queen's  Bench  owing  to  the  resig- 
nation of  Chief  Justice  Finglass. 
Gromwell  suggested  that  Aylmer 
should  be  elevated  to  the  vacant 
seat,  and  the  King  was  about 
makine  the  appointment  when  the 
Earl  of  Shrewsbury,  upon  the  sug- 
gestion of  some  of  his  tenants  in 
the  county  Waterf  ord,  addressed  his 
Majesty  that  the  Chief  Baron  was 
an  Ignorant  man,  and  unfit  for  the 
office ;  ''  whereupon  the  King  was 
purty  sharp  with  Cromwell  for  re- 
commending so  improper  a  person. 
The  Prime  Minister  thereupon  and 
in  his  own  justification  asked  the 
King  to  send  for  the  Chief  Baron 
and  speak  to  him  so  that  his 
Highness  might  j udge  f orhimself . ' ' 
The  King  did  so,  and  asked  Aylmer 
amongst  other  things  what  in  his 
opinion  was  the  true  cause  of  the 
decay  of  Ireland.  The  Chief 
Baron,  incensed  with  the  Earl  of 
Shrewsbury,  replied  that  absen- 
teeism was  the  sole  cause ;  that  the 
gentlemen  who  had  estates  in  this 
country  should  be  compelled  to 
live  upon  them;  if  they  did  not, 
that  their  estates  should  be  con- 
fiscated. The  King  said  that  those 
suggestions  of  the  Chief  Baron 
were  wise  ones,  and  that  he  would 
see  to  enforce  them,  and  so  his 
Majesty  did,  for  in  the  very  next 
Parliament  the  Absentee  Act  (28 
Henry  VIII.,  chap.  3)  was  passed, 
and  the  Earl  of  Shrewsbury, 
amongst  others,  was  stripped  of 
every  acre  he  possessed  in  Ireland.* 
Aylmer  was  immediately  on  his 
dismissal  from  the  King's  presence 
ordered  to  return  to  Ir^and,  where 
he  arrived  on  the  1st  of  August, 
1535,  and  on  the  12th  of  the  same 
month  was  appointed  Chief  Justice 
of  the  King's  Bench.  He  now 
j  oined  the  King's  troops  and  shewed 


that  he  was  at  once  a  statesmaxii 
a  scholar,  and  a  soldier.  He  was 
able  at  the  bow,  the  pen,  and  the 
sword ;  ''  from  the  camp  of  your 
host "  (though  he  omits  to  mention 
where  that  camp  is),  he  writes  to 
the  King  on  the  27th  of  August, 
1535,  that  ''Lord  Thomas  Fitz- 
Oerald  and  his  accomplices  were 
willing  to  commune  with  Lord 
Leonard  Grey  and  with  me  your 
Chief  Justice ;  and  we  beseedi  of 
you  to  be  merciful  to  Lord  Thomas 
especially  as  concerning  his  life." 

The  changes  in  religion  which 
had  taken  place  in  the  neighbour- 
ing country  were  now  for  the  first 
time  (1536)  introduced  into  Ire- 
land; and  an  order  went  forth 
from  the  King  for  the  suppression 
of  the  monasteries.  This  order 
was  followed  by  an  Act  of  Parlia- 
ment, 28  Henry  VIII.,  chap.  16, 
and  the  doomed  houses  only 
awaited  the  arrival  of  the  Com- 
missioners to  seize  upon  their 
estates  and  effects ;  and  speaking 
of  that  commission,  the  Lords  of 
the  Council,  of  whom  Chief  Justice 
Aylmer  was  one,  inform  the  Eling 
that  ''as  to  the  suppression  of 
certain  monasteries  expressed  in  a 
commission  under  your  great  seal 
we  shall  proceed  thereunto  with 
such  convenient  speed  as  shall  be 
most  for  your  higlmess's  profit."! 

The  Commissioners  commissioned 
for  the  suppression  of  the  abbeys 
were  John  Allen,  Master  of  the 
Rolls,  nephew  of  Archbishop  Allen, 
Sir  E.  Brabazon,  and  Sir  Gerald 
Aylmer,  Chief  Justice.  They  first 
visited  the  houses  in  the  city; 
and,  having  closed  them,  the  monks 
departed  from  fiiose  retreats  in 
which  many  of  them  had  lived 
from  youth  to  old  age.  The  abbeys 
more  remote  were  next  visited, 
their  libraries  were  scattered, 
priceless  manuscripts  were  burnt. 


*  Vide  the  aoooont  of  this  transaction  in  ''  Lode's  Peerage."    Ed.  1754,  vol.  iv. 
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the  church  plate  was  vested  in  the 
Lord  Chancellor  and  Chief  Justice 
for  the  use  of  his  Majesty,  the 
bells  were  taken  down  from  their 
lofty  bell  stages,  and  the  gardens 
and  the  fields  which  the  industry 
of  the  monks  had  rescued  from 
the  forest  or  the  morass  were 
vested  in  the  Commissioners  and 
sold  by  auction,  and  the  produce 
of  the  sale  was  sent  to  theEang. 
The  Commissioners  were  authorised 
by  their  commission  to  inquire  and 
report  on  the  immoralities  of  the 
inmates ;  specifying  the  names  of 
those  ''that  led  such  damnable 
lives";  but  when  their  work  was 
done  and  they  made  their  report, 
they  failed  to  find  that  any  of  the 
accusations  were  substantiated, 
and  the  Lord  Deputy,  Lord 
Leonard  Grey,  vainly  used  his 
influence  to  shelter  six  of  the 
religious  houses  from  ruin,  **  for," 
he  writes  to  the  King,  ''there  man- 
kind and  womankinde,  and  young 
childer  be  taught  in  religion, 
virtue,  and  the  English  tongue." 
Self-denial  was  their  rule  ;  many 
of  them  slept  on  the  ground  in 
their  habits,  sometimes  on  a  hard 
mat  or  a  rough  blanket,  and  the 
same  bundle  of  palm  leaves  served 
them  as  a  seat  by  day  and  a  pillow 
by  night.  Their  food  was  frugal, 
and  they  used  to  be  awakened  at 
night  for  public  worship  ;  even 
sleep,  the  last  refuge  of  the  un- 
happy, was  rigorously  measured 
to  them. 

Of  the  Chief  Justice,  or  of  his 
acts  and  doings, nothing  is  recorded 
of  interest  during  the  years  1537 
and  1538,  but  in  1539  he  spent  the 
long  vacation  in  the  camp  of  Lord 
Leonard  Grey,  in  his  expedition 
M^st  0*Neil  and  0*Donel.  The 
Umei  Justice  was  then  rather 
touched  than  stricken  with  years. 
His  upright  statiir  e  and  strone limbs 
jBtill  snewed  him  fully  equal  to  idl 
the  exertions  and  fatigues  of  war. 
His  thick  eyebrows,  now  partially 


grizzled,  lowered  over  large  eyes 
full  of  dark  fire,  which  seemed  yet 
darker  from  the  uncommon  depth 
at  which  they  were  set  in  his  head. 
His  features,  naturally  strong  and 
harsh,  had  their  sternness  exag- 
gerated by  one  or  two  scars  re- 
ceived in  battle.  Those  features, 
naturally  calculated  to  express  the 
harsher  passions,  were  shaded 
during  the  term  in  his  Court  by 
the  judge'iB  cap,  and  durine  the 
vacation  in  the  field  of  battle  by 
an  open  steel  helmet  with  a  pro- 
jecting front,  without  a  visor,  over 
the  gorget  of  which  fell  the  black 
and  g^rizzled  beard  of  the  grim  old 
Chief  Justice.  His  whole  equip- 
ment was  that  of  a  rude  warrior 
negligent  of  his  exterior  even  to 
misanthropical  sullenness,  and  the 
harsh  and  haughty  tone  which  he 
had  acquired  in  court  and  which 
he  used  towards  his  attendants 
belonged  to  the  same  unpolished 
character.  Of  such  an  appearance 
was  the  Chief  Justice  as  he  rode 
on  a  powerful  horse  at  the  head  of 
a  troop  of  horsemen  in  pursuit  of 
the  Northern  chieftains  who  were 
returning  homewards,  encumbered 
with  enormous  spoils.  He  came 
up  with  the  Lrish  at  Belahol,  in 
the  county  Monaghan ;  a  battle 
ensued,  and  they  were  routed  with 

freat  slaughter,  400  men  having 
een  left  dead  on  the  field,  and 
all  the  booty  recaptured.  Other 
judges  have  received  the  honour 
of  knighthood  in  acknowledg- 
ment of  their  leamingin  the  law, 
but  it  remained  for  Chief  Justice 
Aylmer  to  win  at  the  point  of  the 
sword,  and  under  the  Vice-regal 
banner,  the  chivalrous  order  of 
E[night  Banneret.  This,  conferred 
on  the  field  of  battle,  raises  this 
knight  to  a  rank  higher  than  the 
younger  sons  of  viscounts,  but 
in  the  roll  of  precedence  it 
brought  to  Sir  Gerald  Aylmer, 
as  we  must  henceforward  call 
him,    no   position    higher    than 
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he  had  preyiouslj  lield,  because, 
as  Chief  Justice,  and  still  more  as 
Privy  Councillor,  he  took  rank 
above  Knights  Banneret.  Nor 
were  the  rewards  showered  upon 
this  learned  warrior  confined  to 
idle  grants  of  Gkand  Crosses  and 
Cordons ;  for  he  had  the  more  sub- 
stantial distinctions  of  the  lordship 
of  Dollardstown  and  other  lands, 
conferred  upon  him  by  the  King  at 
the  recommendation,  of  Lord 
Leonard  Grey.  The  Chief  Justice, 
nevertheless,  appears  afterwards 
to  have  been  one  of  the  witnesses 
examined  against  that  unfortunate 
Chief  Governor  when  tried  for  high 
treason  on  account  of  his  forbear- 
ance towards  certain  Lrish  chief- 
tains, and  on  account  of  his  having 
Sermitted  the  young  Earl  of  Kil- 
are  to  escape  from  Ireland.*  The 
trial,  if  it  can  be  so  called,  took 
place  in  Westminster,  but  the  evi- 
dence of  the  Ldsh  witnesses  appears 
to  have  been  taken  by  commission 
*'  by  order  out  of  England  by  Sir 
Anthony  *3t.  Leger,  then  Lord 
Deputy  of  Lreland,  against  the  Lord 
Leonard  Grey,  his  predecessor, 
whereof  a  report  in  a  great  book 
was  made,  every  leaf  whereof  was 
subscribed  by  the  said  Sir  Anthony 
St.  Leger,  and  sent  to  King  Henry 
Vm.,  whereupon  the  Lord 
Leonard  Grey  in  England  was 
arraigned,  condemned,  and  exe- 
cuted in  anno  1541."f  The  reforma- 
tion in  religion  went  on  during 
the  remaining   years    of    Henry 

Viil.,  and  uie  short  reign  of 
Edward  VI. ;  new  laws  were 
Miacted  in  favour  bf  the  new  order 

of  things,  old  laws  were  abro- 
gated ;  and  the  Chief  Justice  was 
ever  at  his  post  ready  to  administer 
the  laws  as  they  were  placed  before 
him ;  and  we  accordingly  find  that 

if  he  removed  the  lights  from  the 

altar    under    Edwwl    YI.,    he 


restored  them  under  Queen  Maiy 
and  removed  them  again  under 
Elizabeth. 

In  1552  Sir  Gerald  Aylmer  and 
Sir  Thomas  Cusacke,  Lord  Chan- 
cellor, were,  in  the  absence  of  Sir 
James  Croft,  Lord  Deputy,  raised 
to  the  high  position  of  Chief  Go- 
vernors of  Ireland,  with  the  title 
of  Lords  Justices.  **  These  to  be 
the  hed  of  the  Govemminte  during 
his  Majesties'  pleasure,"  which 
appointment  was  made  ''by patent, 
dated  at  Westminster  the  7  th  day 
of  November,  which  was  read  in 
the  church  of  the  Holy  Trinity,  as 
according  to  customs  of  the  old 
times:(."  Inunediately  previous 
to  the  departure  of  the  Lord 
Deputy  for  England,  an  order  of 
the  Coiincil,  which  was  attended 
by  Chief  Justice  Aylmer,  was  made 
for  preserving  the  records  thence- 
forward in  the  Library  of  St. 
Patrick's  Cathedral,  whither  the 
Courts  had  been  removed  from  the 
Castle  on  the  surrender  of  the 
Cathedral  by  the  Dean  and  Chapter 
in  1546.  One  of  the  first  acts  of 
Queen  Mary's  Government  was 
to  direct  the  Privy  Council  in 
England  to  notify  her  Majeslr's 
accession  to  the  throne  to  Sir 
Thomas  Cusacke  and  Sir  Gerald 
Aylmer,  Lords  Justices.  The  term 
of  their  continuance  in  this  o£&oe 
was  of  short  duration.  That  Sir 
Thomas  Cusacke  gave  the  most 
perfect  satisfaction  to  Queen  Mary 
is  manifest  from  her  Majesty's 
letter  to  him  on  the  14  th  of  Decem- 
ber, 1558,  thanking  him  for  '*  The 
great  services  exhibited  unto  ua 
and  our  dear  brother  Edward  YI., 
whose  soul  God  pardon,"  but  that 
the  Queen  held  Sir  Gerald  Aylmer 
in  the  like  affectionate  remem- 
brance is  not  so  very  clear.  It  may 
be  that  she  looked  with  indiffer- 
ence upon  one  who  had  been  active 
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in  the  suppression  of  the  monas- 
teries; he  was,  however,  con- 
tinued in  the  office  of  Chief 
Justice,  though  never  called  by  her 
Majesty  to  the  Privy  Council — 
neither  did  she  convey  him  ''the 
royal  assurances  of  her  great 
thanks,"  as  she  had  done  to  Sir 
Thomas  Cusacke.  The  Chief  Jus- 
tice's name  henceforward  appears 
many  times  on  the  patent  roIiB  as 
commissioner  for  gaol  delivery, 
but  further  we  have  not  been 
enabled  to  find  any  other  ol  his 
acts  recorded  in  this  reifi^.  That 
Queen  Elizabeth  appomted  him 
Privy-  Councillor  in  Ireland  ap- 
pears amongst  the  earliest  records 
of  her  reign,  but  he  was  ,  then 
growing  old,  and  in  the  year  fol- 
b>wing  he  was  called  on  to  retire 
from  me  Bench,  and  John  Plunket 
was  offered  the  vacant  seat.  This 
appears  from  the  instructions  g^ven 
by  Queen  Elizabeth  to  the  Lord 
Deputy,  the  Earl  of  Sussex,  dated 
the  17th  of  July,  1559.  ''The 
Chief  Justice  of  our  chief  place, 
(}erald  Aylmer,  is  aged,  and  there- 
fore not  so  able  to  exercise  that 
<^ce  as  heretofore,  and  there  has 
been  some  communication  that 
John  Plunket  should,  with  the 
assent  of  Gherald  Aylmer,  have 
the  same.  The  Deputy  shall  con- 
aider  what  shall  be  beet  for  our 


service,  and  prefer  Plunket  to  the 
office  or  otherwise  if  he  see  it  fitter 
so  to  do."*  Sir  Q-erald  then  left 
the  Bench,  and  retired  into  private 
life ;  but  like  others  whose  minda 
were  long  accustomed  to  the  active 
duties  of  office,  he  was  soon 
oppressed  with  ihe  infirmities  of 
age.  When  old,  blind,  and  so 
infirm  that  he  was  able  only  to  be 
carried  from  his  bed  to  his  chair, 
he  used  (for  his  memory  was- 
unimpaired)  to  describe  to  his 
friends  the  abbeys  and  the  monas- 
teries where  he  had  spent  so  much 
of  his  early  days,  and  he  used  to 
deplore  that  he  had  taken  part  in 
their  suppression.  * '  The  y oimg, ' ' 
says  Anstotle,  "live  forward  in 
hope,  the  old  live  backwards  in 
memory."  In  his  ninetieth  year, 
however,  that  memoiy  began  to- 
f ail  him,  and  in  a  manner  that  was 
painful  to  his  friends.  Faces  of 
other  times  seemed  to  crowd  before 
him  as  he  sat,  and  what  that  now 
vacant  mind  had  once  known,  what 
those  now  sightless  eyes  had  once 
seen,  and  what  that  now  faltering 
tongue  could  once  relate  so  well,, 
must  have  been  the  thoughts  upper- 
most in  the  minds  of  all  who  knew 
him.  He  died  in  his  ninety-first 
year,  and  was  succeeded  in  his 
estates  by  his  son,  from  whom  are^ 
descended  the  Barons  Aylmer. 

Oliver  J.  Bubkjb. 
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Servetus  and  Calvin:  a  study  of 
en  important  epoch  in  the  early  his- 
tory of  the  Reformation,  By  R. 
Willis,  M.D.  London:  H.  8. 
Kin^  &  Co.  1877. 

Jonannes  Calvinus  dies  hard, 
albeit  the  tendency  of  the  new  age 
sets  strongly  against  him.  The 
author  of  this  volume  places  him 
in  a  historic  position  tnat  surely 
no  one  would  wish  to  share  with 
him  and  still  be  reputed  a  follower 
of  the  gentle  founder  of  Christianity. 
And  yet,  a  few  weeks  after  the 
publication  of  the  volume,  we  catch 
the  echo  of  the  strong  voice  of 
Mr.  Spurgeon  enlivening  a  picnic 
with  a  confident  avowal  of  his 
unshaken  allegiance  to  the  theo- 
logical dogmatist  of  Geneva.  **  The 
longer  he  lived,"  said  Mr.  Spur- 
geon, *^the  clearer  did  it  appear 
that  John  Calvin's  system  was  the 
nearest  to  perfection ;  for,  if  all 
other  divines  stood  on  each  other's 
shoidders  they  would  not  reach  up 
to  the  reformer's  toes."  Now,  Mr. 
Spurgeon,  little  as  he  may  believe 
it,  is  something  of  a  poet ;  the  rude 
andpowerfid  metaphors  with  which 
he  mterlards  his  discourses  and 
holds  to  him  his  huge  auditory,  are 
evidence  of  his  artistic  faculty.  It 
may  want  culture,  but  it  is  there. 
Let  him  place  his  congregation  on 
the  shoulders  one  of  another,  and 
standing  on  tiptoe  on  the  human 
pile  (the  necessary  process,  as  he 
avers)  gaze  upon  John  Calvin's 
face.  There  are  many  authentic 
j>ortraits,  there  is  a  good  one  in 


the  present  volume,  skilfully  etched 
by  Dt,  Willis's  daughter.  If  the 
sturdy  preacher  and  manful  worker 
will  look  with  earnest  eyes  upon 
the  face  of  his  idol,  can  his  most 
imaginative  glance  see  therein  the 
lineaments  of  the  *^  man  of  Gk>d?" 
In  that  melancholy  jowl  is  there 
any  of  that  quality  of  gladness  that 
goes  by  the  name  of  "  grace  "  ?  In 
mose  lack-lustre  eyes  is  there  any 
love  ?  In  those  harsh,  lengthenea 
lines  is  there  a  trace  of  the  dimp- 
ling fi^eniality  of  good  will  ?  Comd 
that  hard  and  u^y  mouth  relax  to 
the  angelic  smile  of  sympathy  ?  It 
is  no  pagan  view  that  leads  us  to 
test  the  face  and  action  of  a  pro- 
fessed religious  teacher  by  the 
instinct  of  spiritual  beauty.  If  a 
painter  would  but  make  a  picture 
of  Jesus  blessing  little  children, 
and  over  the  face  of  the  Master 
paint  in,  by  way  of  palimpsest,  the 
gloomy  lantern- jaws,  the  unlovely 
brows,  never  burning  with  noble 
fire,  the  self-centred,  cold,  repul- 
sive look  of  Calvin,  even  Mr. 
Spurgeon  might  be  led  to  allow 
that  the  satire  was  too  terrible, 
and  that  he  could  no  longer  serve 
two  masters  so  different.  The  one 
ignobly  points  to  the  depressing 
certainty  of  the  chamel  house, 
offering  for  comfort  the  f ataliam 
of  hell  and  a  labyrinth  of  meta- 
physics; the  other  enfranchises  die 
spirit  by  leading  it  out  into  the 
sight  of  dawn. 

Dr.  WiUis,  in  this  volume,  shews 
strongly  his  sympathy  for  Sexretas. 
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Servetus  is  a  free-hitting,  strongly 
convinced,  somewhat  arrogant  theo- 
logian; educated  for  the  Church 
but  inclined  to  rationalism,  and 
chiefly  disting^shed  for  his  dis- 
covery of  the  pulmonary  circulation, 
^and  for  being  free  in  an  age  when 
liberality  of  diought  was  the  excep- 
tion. He  edited  several  important 
works,  and  made  some  important 
^acquaintances.  Among  these  were 
Andrea  Yesalius  and  Calvin. 

Servetus  appears  to  have  been 
possessed  by  an  idea  that  the 
Keformers  of  the  time,  being,  as  it 
were,  heretics  themselves,  might 
have  ready  sympathy  for  a  brother 
heretic.  But  he  soon  was  unde- 
ceived ;  his  heresy  was  not  the 
chosen  one.  The  account  of  his 
collisions  with  Calvin,  when  both 
were  young,  and  afterwards,  is 
somewhat  mtricate,  for  Servetus 
lived  for  many  years  of  his  life 
under  a  name  derived  from  that 
of  his  native  place. 

At  intervals  Servetus  kept  en- 
deavouring to  draw  Calvin  into 
discussion  with  himself  on  theolo- 
.gical  subjects.  This  pestering 
seems  to  have  irritated  the  great 
dogmatist ;  and  the  'attitude  of  the 
pair,  one  toward  the  other,  is  not 
unlike  the  mutual  relations,  as 
regards  temper,  of  a  black  dog  and 
a  brown. 

The  earlier  communications 
between  Servetus  and  Calvin 'had 
consisted  mainly  in  the  former 
49ending  his  books  to  the  latter, 
which  were  sharply  criticised  by 
him  ;  his  criticisms  in  turn  being 
criticised  themselves,  and  his  dis- 
paragement returned  with  interest. 

But  afterwards  the  correspond- 
ence took  a  new  phase.  To  settle 
Servetus,  Calvin  sent  him  a  book 
of  his  own,  ''  The  Institutions  of 
the  Christian  Beligion."  Far  from 
effecting  its  purpose,  it  brought 
from  Servetus  a  stinging  criticism. 
What  made  the  assault  of  argu- 
ment   more    trying   to    Calvin's 


susceptibilities  was  that  it  consisted 
in  very  freely  expressed  annota- 
tions on  the  margin  of  the  very 
copy  that  had  been  sent  to  Serve- 
tus, the  book  itself  being  the 
recognised  canon  of  the  newly- 
fo\mded  Church,  the  masterwork 
that  was  to  overthrow  all  oppo- 
sition. 

At  length  Calvin's  devil  was 
raised;  he  wrote  in  1546  to  a 
friend  : — **  Servetus  wrote  to  me 
lately,  and  besides  his  letter  sent 
me  a  great  volume  full  of  his 
ravings,  telling  me  with  audacious 
arrogance  that  I  should  there  find 
things  stupendous  and  unheard  of 
until  now.  He  offers  to  come 
hither  if  I  approve.  But  I  will 
not  pledge  my  faith  to  him.  For 
did  he  come,  if  I  have  any  autho- 
rity here,  /  should  never  suffer  him 
to  go  away  alive,  (Nam  si  venerit, 
modo  valeat  mea  authoritas,  vivum 
exire  nimquam  patiar)." 

The  arraignment  of  Servetus  is 
a  long  story,  and  we  cannot  shew 
here  how  the  concealed  hand  of 
Calvin  directed  the  prosecution, 
and  gathered  and  disposed  so  as 
to  be  most  effective  in  their  deadly 
work,  the  various  compromising 
documents.  Suffice  it  that  the 
trial  resulted — most  unexpectedly 
to  the  heretic—  in  his  condemnation 
to  death  by  slow  fire.  Servetus 
asked  for  an  interview  with  his 
powerful  opponent  in  his  cell. 
Tliis  was  granted,  and  Calvin's 
account  of  the  meeting,  though 
very  cautiously  worded,  is  most 
instructive : — 

**  I  asked  him  what  he  wanted  with 
me.  To  which  he  replied,  that  he 
desired  to  ask  my  pardon.  I  then 
said  that  I  had  never  prosecuted  any- 
one on  merely  personal  grounds ; 
that  I  had  admonished  him  with  all 
the  gentleness  I  could  command  m 
many  as  sixteen  years  ago,  and  not 
without  danger  to  my  own  life  had 
spared  no  pain  to  cure  him  of  his 
errors.  But  all  in  vain  !  My  expos- 
tulations appeared  rather  to  qsav^a 


636 


Literary  Notices. 


[November 


hii  bile.  Qaiiting  speech  of  myself, 
however,  I  then  desired  him  rather 
to  ask  pardon  of  the  Eternal  God, 
towards  whom  he  had  shewn  himself 
but  too  contumelious,  presuming,  as 
he  had  done,  to  take  from  his  essence 
the  three  hypostases  that  pertain  to 
it ;  and  saying  that  were  it  possible 
to  shew  a  personal  distinction  between 
the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  we 
should  have  a  three-headed  Cerberus 
for  a  God ;  with  much  beside  that 
need  not  now  be  repeated.  Seeing, 
ere  long,  that  all  I  said  went  for 
nothing,  and  feeling  indisposed  to 
trespass  on  the  time  of  the  magis- 
trates, or  to  appear  something  more 
than  my  Master  (!),  in  obedience  to 
the  precept  of  Paul,  I  took  my  leave 
of  the  heretic, — self-condemiied,** 

What  should  poor  Servetus  have 
prayed,  if  he  had  followed  Calvin's 
advice?  ** Heavenly  Father,  I 
am  sorry  I  cannot  see  in  Thee  the 
true  hypostases,  exactly  as  Calrin 
sees  them.  It  must  be  very  wicked 
not  to  understand  metaphysics, 
for  they  are  having  me  burned  for 
thinking'  as  I  do  think.  I  have 
asked  Calvin  to  forgive  me :  I  now 
ask  forgiveness  of  Thee."  On  the 
scaffold  he  said  what  may  be  taken 
as  the  text  of  toleration,  ^'  If  he 
had  erred,  it  was  in  ignorance." 
He  was  interrupted  by  Calvin's 
intimate,  Farel,  who  told  him 
that  ''to  obtain  any  favour  he 
should  begin  by  acknowledging 
and  shewing  contrition  for  his 
errors."  That  is  to  say,  his  igno- 
rance was  not  to  be  dispellea  by 
light,  but  was  to  be  crushed  into 
dark  conformity  by  the  mandate 
of  a  Protestant  Pope.  Servetus 
heeded  not,  and  went  on  to  say 
that  ''he  had  done  nothing  to 
deserve  death;  he  prayed  uod, 
nevertheless,  to  forgive  his  enemies 
and  persecutors."  The  critical 
works  he  had  sent  to  Calvin  were 
bound  to  him,  no  doubt  as  a 
wei^htv  stone  to  drag  him  into 
the  nell  of  Calvin's  morbid  meta- 
physical dreams.  He  was  burned 
on  the  27th  of  October,  1553. 


Illustrious  Irishwomm.  By 
E.  Owens  Blackbume.  London:: 
Tinsley  Bros. 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  of  an  Irish- 
woman who  ever  has  done,  or  ever 
could  do,  anythiM  ?  " 

It  is  said  that  me  above  inquiry 
from  an  unbelieving  Engliskman 
provoked  Miss  Blac^ume  into  the- 
production  of  these  memoirs  of  her 
countrywomen*  Whatever  other 
result  she  has  aimed  at  or  attained, 
she  has  fairly  proved  that  Irish- 
women can  do  and  have  done 
many  things.  They  have  been 
pretty,  witty,  fascinatinKt  wild, 
pious,  learned,  charitable,  and 
variously  distinguished. 

We  are  compelled  to  oonfem 
that  the  Irish  brilliancy  must  be 
capable  of  pretty  nearly  everything 
when  we  are  presented  with  a 
choice  of  heroines  from  Queen 
M6ave,  or  Medbh  (the  supposed 
original  of  Queen  Mab)  down  to* 
Peg  Woffington,  "  The  Wild  Irish 
Gid,"  Felicia  Hemans,  Maria 
Edgeworth,  and  the  Countess  of 
Blessington.  There  are  women  of 
undoubted  intellectual  abilities  in 
our  authoress's  long  list :  actresses 
who,  like  Peg  Woffington,  are  still 
famous ;  women  remarked  in  their 
own  homes  for  piety,  common 
sense,  and  charity;  and  women 
whose  power  lay  in  pretty  f acee, 
like  the  "  beautiful  Gunninfl:tons," 
those  "  Countessed  and  aouble- 
Duchessed"  ladies,  whose  fair 
faces  are  still  a  tradition. 

The  volumes  give  evidence  that 
a  gre&t  amount  of  labour  and  re- 
search has  been  spent  upon  them, 
many  of  the  stones  having  been 
obtained  from  early  Irish  manu- 
scripts, and  some  of  the  later  facts 
drawn  from  private  letters.  The 
vicissitudes  and  strange  expe- 
riences of  remarkable  persons 
must  alwavs  carry  interest  with 
them;  ana  these  pages  contain 
many  curious  stories  of  real  lifOi. 
In  these  days  of   ''lady-helpB'^ 
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and  lady-doctors,  wlien  women  are 
^ndeayouring  to  fill  all  manner  of 
positions  in  life,  how  many  would 
•care  to  occupy  a  post  such  as  that 
which  Miss  Owenaon,  afterwards 
Lady  Morgan, — always  * '  The  Wild 
Irish  GirV»  once  filled? 

*^  The  same  year  Miss  Owenson 
went  on  a  visit  to  Lady  Abercom,  at 
Baron's  Court,  in  the  North  of  Ire- 
land. They  bad  read  her  novels,  and 
were  pleased  with  them  ;  they  met 
the  authoress,  and  were  charmed. 
They  proposed  that  she  should  come 
snd  live  with  them  and  amuse  them. 
At  first  she  demurred;  but,  acting 
upon  the  advice  of  her  friends,  she 
&t  length  acceded  to  the  request  of 
the  Marquis  and  Marchioness." 

The  trial  of  such  a  life  was  that 
"  she  had  to  bear  with  all  their 
tempers,  and  was  expected  to  be 
always  in  good  spirits."  The  re- 
ward she  obtained  in  the  introduc- 
tion to  society  was  of  course  very 
valuable  to  a  rising  young  au- 
thoress. 

"They  were  very  stately  and  very 
grand ;  but,  on  the  whole,  extremely 
land  to  her.  Here  she  met  the  great 
ones  of  the  earth.  The  Abercoms 
took  her  to  London  with  them,  where 
she  sold  her  book,  'The  Missionary,' 
for  a  good  sum ;  sat  to  Sir  Thomas 
Lawrence  to  have  her  portrait  painted ; 
was  presented  to  the  Princess  of 
Wales,  and  dined  with  her  !** 

The  sentence  in  which  this  lively 
lady  describes  her  future  husband. 
Dr.  Morgan,  is  enough  to  give  us 
the    colour    of  her    character: — 

" '  Barring  his  wild,  unfounded  love 
for  me,'  says  Glorvina,  when  writing 
on  the  subject  to  Mrs.  Lefanu,  '  the 
creature  is  perfection.' " 

Among  the  miscellaneous  he- 
roines IS  numbered  the  lady 
Preemason,  whose  entrance  into 
the  Order  was  so  romantic.  She 
had  accidentally  witnessed  a  por- 
tion of  the  Masonic  ordeal;  and 
on  attempting  to  escape  from  the 
Toom,   found   the    door  guarded, 


and  with  a  shriek  which  roused 
the  brethren,  fainted. 

"  Their  first  care  was  to  resuscitate 
Miss  St.  Leger  without  alarming  the 
house,  and  then  to  endeavour  to  learn 
from  her  how  much  she  had    wit- 
nessed.     She   confessed    the    whole 
truth,   and,   many   of  the  members 
being  furiously  enraged  at  the  trans- 
action, she  was  placed  under  guard 
of  the  tiler  and  a  member,  in  the 
very  room  where  she  had  lain  perdue. 
The  members  of  the  Lodge  reassem- 
bled,  and    deliberated    as  to  what, 
under  the  circumstances,  was  to  be 
done.      For    two    long    hours    the 
wretched  girl  listened  to  the  angry 
discussion,  and  heard  her  death  de- 
liberately proposed  and  seconded.     It 
is  said  that  she  was  only  saved  from 
immediate  death  by  the  moving  and 
earnest  supplication  of  her  younger 
brother.     At  length   the  good  sense 
of     some    succeeded     in     calming, 
in     some     measure,     the     irritated 
feelings     of    the     majority,      when^ 
after    much    more    had    been    said, 
and    many    things    had    been    pro- 
posed, she  was  given  vthe  option  of 
submitting  to  the  Masonic  ordeal  to 
the  extent  she  had  witnessed  ;  and, 
if  she  refused,  the    brethren    were 
again  to  consult.     Being  waited  upon 
to  decide,  Miss  St.  Leger,  exhausted 
and  terrified  by  the  storminess  and 
earnestness  of  the  debate,  gladly  and 
unhesitatingly  accepted  the  offer." 

As  "the  brethren  generously 
admit  her  many  admirable  quah- 
ties,  and  are  unanimous  in  de- 
claring that  far  from  regretting 
her  admission  into  their  society, 
they  consider  her  name  and  good 
deeds  reflect  a  lustre  upon  the 
Masonic  body,"  it  is  perhaps  to  be 
wondered  at  that  the  Freemasons 
have  not  repeated  the  experi- 
ment. 

The  true  history  and  reasons  for 
the  secluded  life  of  the  "  Ladies  of 
Llangollen  "  will  be  interesting  to 
those  who  have  heard  of  these 
independent  women,  and  wondered 
what  mystery  it  was  that  led  them 
to  choose  to  live  apart  from  all 
their  friends.     Theii  attempt  to 
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live  unknown  was  a  notable  failure, 
for  tbey  were  visited  by  the  cele- 
brities of  the  time. 

Miss  Blackbume's  entertaining 
volumes  will  doubtless  find  many 
readers. 


The  Soul  and  Hoto  it  Found  Me, 
By  Edward  Maitland.  London: 
TinsleyBros.  1877. 

Some  old  thinker  whose  name 
or  period    we    cannot   recall    at 
the  moment,    exclaimed  once,  in 
a     moment     of     ideal    passion, 
**  I  am  drunk,  but  not  with  wine ; 
I  have  tasted  of  the  esoteric  doc- 
trines."    If  our  old  thinker  was  a 
wise  man,  he  waited  until  he  be- 
came sober  before  he  gave  to  the 
world    his    message     concerning 
things  occult.     Or,  if  his  impetus 
of  thought  was  too  strone  to  resist, 
he  turned  it  into  the  channel  of 
poetry,  and  his  molten  lava  became 
crystallised  by  method,  and  thus 
no  longer  insane.     Mr.  Maitland 
has    lately  learned   some    things 
new  to  him,  but  not  new  to  many 
a  quiet  soul  whose  heart  has  seen 
more  than  the  mind  can  tell.     In- 
stead,   however,    of    letting    the 
bright  light  of  new  vision  dwell 
in  him  until  it  becomes  fruitful, 
and  able  to  make  luminous  his 
most     practical     and      everyday 
thought ;   instead  of  waiting  tmtil 
he  should  become  sober  himself 
after    his    spiritual    intoxication, 
Mr.  Maitland  has  poured  himself 
forth  in  wild  metaphysic  enthu- 
siasm, very  likely  to  be  mistaken 
by  homely   people    for    insanity. 
He  does  not  appear  to  be  insane 
in  the  plain  m\mdane  sense  of  the 
word,  but  he  is  erratic  in  the  sense 
in  which  a  cloudy  seer  like  Wil- 
liam Blake  is  at    times  deemed 
insane.     That  is,  he  is  conscious 
of  a  glory  of  existence  transcending 
the  monotony  of  every  day,  and  the 
sense  of  it  somewhat  lifts  him  off 
his    balance,    and    prevents    his 


rightly  exercising  the  faculties  of 
quiet  observation  and  comparison 
with  regard  to  mundane  affairs. 
It  is  a  pity  for  his  literary  fame, 
and  what  is  more,  for  his  literary 
influence,  that  he  has  not  been 
wise  enough  to  wait,  and  dig^ 
his  revelations  before  pouring 
them  out  on  the  world  in  an 
unrestrained  flood.  For  like  a 
stream  after  excessive  rain,  the 
course  of  his  thought  is  wild,  and 
bears  upon  its  bosom  a  miscel- 
laneous collection  made  up  of  bits 
of  rubbish  and  a  few  floating 
flowers  of  beauty,  gathered  by  the 
random  wave. 

He  reminds  one  of  a  man  who 
in  a  dream  appears  to  be  com- 
posing a  poem.  "What  fire,  what 
luminous  flow,  what  mighty 
thoughts,  what  easy  eloquence! 
In  the  morning  he  remembers  a 
few  lines;  but  whither  has  fled 
the  magical  quality  of  the  verse  ? 
It  seems  rather  ordinary.  We 
would  not  say  that  Mr.  Maitland 
has  produced  nothing  worth  having, 
but  it  is  evident  that  he  has  been 
carried  away  by  the  idea  of  being 
the  creator  of  something  unusually 
great,  and  so  has  brought  himself 
into  a  deplorable  Hkeness  to  the 
dreaming  poet  we  have  named. 
In  the  confused  torrent  of  his 
book,  it  is  the  reader  who  has  to 
find  stepping-stones,  and  pick  out 
what  is  worth  having,  whereas  the 
author  ou^ht  to  have  both  shaped . 
into  ordeny  form  the  channel  of 
his  thought,  and  himself  have 
chosen  the  objects  of  beauty  and 
truth  that  might  flow  down  its 
current. 

Mr.  Maitland's  book  is  mainly 
an  accotmt  of  his  spiritualistic 
experiences  ;  he  g^ves  in  full  many 
visions,  most  of  which  had  better 
have  been  omitted,  for  though  pos- 
sessed of  much  beauty  of  colour  they 
have  evidently  been  projected  upon 
a  mental  tissue  so  pretematurally 
sensitive  and  excitable  as  to  pre- 
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sent  the  details  in  portentously 
enlarged,  and,  as  it  were,  gaseous 
forms,  too  much  like  the  weird 
imaginings  of  a  Wilkie  Collins. 
A  more  tranquil  mirror  might  have 
reflected  any  essential  truth  these 
visions  may  possess  in  a  simpler 
and  more  valuable  state. 

Mr.  Maitland's  revelation  is  that 
the  fuoction  of  religions  is  the  cul- 
ture of  the  soul,  the  method  of 
which  culture  consists  in  ''the 
perfecting  of  the  body  by  means 
of  pure  uvine,  in  respect  of  diet 
and  habit,  ana  of  the  mind  by  the 
practice  of  pure  thinking  and  feel- 
ing, and  tne  cultivation  of  the 
intuitions  and  sympathies,  and 
the  encouragement  of  aspiration 
towards  the  highest  perfection 
conceivable."  This  is  pure  and 
good,  though  perhaps  somewhat 
thin  and  intellectualised ;  but  his 
mistake  lies  in  deeming  that  for 
such  a  revelation  to  be  produced 
is  to  imply  the  beginnmg  of  a 
grand Eegeneration.  Would  it  were 
so !  imf  ortimately  a  very  plebeian 
proverb  comes  to  our  mind  as 
apposite  here: — "You  may  take 
a  horse  to  the  water,  but  you  can't 
make  him  drink."  Let  Mr.  Mait- 
land  digest  and  make  as  rational 
as  possible  what  truths  he  may  be 
fortunate  enough  to  receive,  but 
let  him  be  wise  enough  to  realise 
that  though  no  effort  be  wasted, 
it  may  not  be  given  him  to  trans- 
form the  world  at  once  into  aspi- 
rational  children,  wistful  after 
higher  knowledge.  Doubtless  the 
BuLer  of  the  world  has  patience, 
and  has  made  even  rest  a  part  of 
growth,  which  growth  may  be 
proceeding  none  the  less  surely 
because  it  is  so  slow. 

In  his  enthusiasm  for  pure  diet, 
and  noble  hatred  of  cruelty,  the 
author  sees  little  in  society  as  it  is 
but  a  brood  of  ruthless  carnivora, 
making  blood  and  sacrifice  of 
others,  combined  with  worship  of 
Belf,  tilie  rule  of  life.      There  is 


some  truth  here,  but  how  untruth- 
ful it  is  made  by  being  so  utterly 
overstrained. 

In  deplorably  ludicrous  juxta- 
position to  what  profess  to  be 
world-revelations,  are  details  of 
the  changes  taking  place  in  the 
author's  personal  habits,  which  it 
would  have  been  well  for  him  ta 
reserve  for  a  separate  work  on  the- 
Diet  and  Dress  of  Prophets. 

The  intellectual  powers  which 
made  the  author  of  "Higher  Law  "" 
and  "The  Pilgrim  and  the  Shrine" 
a  notable  novelist,  we  hope  to  see 
again  exercised  with  more  reason 
and  less  effervescence.  All  that  is 
best  and  most  essential  in  the  pre- 
sent volume  might  have  been  com- 
pressed into  a  brief  and  calm 
philosophic  essay. 


La%y  Lays,  By  W.  H.  Harrison. 
London :  38,  Gkeat  Eussell  Street,. 
W.C. 

This  is  a  medley  of  comic  and 
sentimental  verse,  intermingled 
with  a  few  prose  sketches,  and 
botmd  in  a  cover  of  somewhat 
powerfid  design.  We  prefer  the 
comic  to  the  sentimentcd  element 
in  the  book,  for  we  do  not  suppose 
that  the  author  would  lay  chum  to 
the  possession  of  ''  the  vision  and 
the  faculty  divine,"  and  verse 
without  the  excuse  of  real  poetic 
fire  requires  technical  merit  of  a 
very  high  order  to  give  it  any 
value.  Some  of  the  comic  verse  is 
fair  in  its  way,  but  somewhat  too 
local  in  its  allusions  to  be  of 
general  interest. 

In  one  instance,  however,  wo 
think  a  satirical  hit  of  Mr.  Harri- 
son's happy  enough  to  deserve 
special  commendation.  It  pro- 
fesses to  be  a  review  of  the  volume- 
of  "Lazy  Lays"  itself,  and  is 
an  excellent  take-off  of  the  kind 
of  critic  who  has  only  half  an  eve 
to  spare  for  the  responsibilities 
of  weighing  and  measuring  the 
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literary  produce  that  may  come 
before  him,  but  has  two  eyes  very 
wide  open  for  an  order  for  profit- 
able advertisements  in  his  journal; 
and  on  the  strength  of  being  a 
business  success  looks  grandly 
down  upon  struggling  enterprise 
of  a  more  purely  literary  order. 
The  imaginary  reviewer  manifests 
his  combined  dignity  and  grace  as 
follows : — 

In  a  column  of  books  on  our  table 
piled, 
We  perceive  The  Laxy  Lays, 
And  the  work  having  thus  been  ob- 
served by  Us, 
We  feel  it  deserves  great  praise. 

But  Oar  space  is  so  small  in  these 
stirring  times. 
For  aught  but  weighty  themes, 
And  the  Universe  n^ds  so  much  care 
from  Us, 
That  We  shun  all  rhyming  dreams. 

Our  greatly  increased  circulation  just 
now. 
Drives   tremors    through    Ohurch 
and  State, 


But  advertisements  brought    up   to 
ten  p.m., 
WiU  not  rcNEkch  Oar  hands  too  late. 

We  regret  the  jealousy,  envy,  and 
hate 
Rival  poets  will  shew,  and  their 
fuss 
At  Our  words  for  this  book,  but  We 
say  once  more, 
That  The  Lays  have  been  seoi  by 
Us. 

A  story  how  Hadji  Al  Shaoabac, 
an  amiable  Turk,  was  photo- 
graphed, is  well  done ;  and  a  brief 
paper  on  **  Materialistic  Religion  " 
attacks  science  from  the  s^ng- 
hold  of  the  Berkeleyan  idealism, 
something  after  the  plan  so  fully 
carried  out  in  Mr.  Doubleday's 
''Matter  for  Materialists."  We 
notice  the  assertion  that  Professor 
Huxley  ''says  that  if  he  were 
compelled  to  choose  between  pure 
idealism  and  pure  materialism,  he 
should  select  the  former."  ''  The 
Lazy  Lays "  has  come  out  rather 
early,  but  belongs  to  the  class  of 
Christmas  books. 
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•  ''By  whatever  name  thla  magaxine  it  called,  we  trust  it  will  soatain— and  latterly  it  promiiet  to 
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ample  biographical  and  critical  sketches  by  which  the  photographs  are  accompanied  will  form  a  very 
valuable  volume  of  contemporary  biography."— CaW<«ltf  Journal. 

**  Bids  fair  to  eclipse  even  its  former  high  reputation  by  the  excellence  and  brilliancy  of  ita 
articles."— Anrfty  and  ChesUr/leld  Reporter. 

''.Continues  to  improve  in  quality,  and  to  maintain- its  old  hig  i  tone.*' — Morning  Advertiser, 
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THE    FOLK-LORE    OF    CHRISTIANITY. 

By  p.  R.  Oondee,  C.E. 


The  pen  of  that  Augustinian 
monk  which,  in  the  memorable 
dream  of  the  Elector  Frederick 
of  Saxony,  rattled  as  if  made  of 
iron,  has  not  only  severed  from 
the  Papal  chair  a  third  part  of 
Latin  Christendom,  but  has  origi- 
nated a  disintegrating  movement 
of  which  it  is  hcurd  to  foretell  the 
limit. 

Among  the  various  and  varied 
communions  which  ag^ee  in  hold- 
ing the  central  principle  of  the 
revolt  of  Luther,  this  disinte- 
grating process  has  been  more 
rapid  in  its  advance,  during  the 
past  half -century,  than  during  the 
preceding  three  hundred  years. 
In  some  provinces  of  Protestant 
Christendom  schools  of  opinion 
may  be  said  to  have  become  almost 
as  numerous  as  individuals.  It  is 
true  that  a  morcellem&tU  of  this 
nature  has  at  times  been  found  to 


be  preliminary  to  a  true  and  dur- 
able reconstruction  of  theory.  But 
it  is  impossible  to  disg^se  the 
danger  attendant  on  the  process. 

XSfferences  thus  arisinfi^,  how- 
ever, have  been  said  to  be  only 
those  of  detail.  Every  detail  may, 
in  its  turn,  be  questioned  or  dis- 
puted ;  but  it  is  urged  that  the 
accordance  of  opinion,  in  the  mass, 
far  outweighs  the  discord,  in  par- 
ticulars. It  may  be  doubted 
whether  this  view  can  be  main- 
tained. The  moment  we  go  be- 
yond the  first  line  of  the  Apostles'* 
Creed,  we  enter  on  the  region  of 
controversy;  nor  do  we  quit  it 
until  we  reach  the  expression  of 
faith  in  life  everlasting  at  the* 
close.  But  the  solvent  action  of 
the  principle  of  the  Reformation 
is  more  thorough  than  any  ques- 
tion of  detail.  It  goes  to  the  very: 
fundamental  conception  of  Christi- 
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anity.  It  involves  not  only  the 
items  of  creed,  but  tbe  method  of 
the  construction  of  creed.  Omnis 
ratio,  et  naturalis  investigatioj  fdem 
sequi  debet;  non  preeedtrey  nee  tn- 
fringere,  are  the  words  of  Thomas 
k  Kempis.  Such,  before  the  era 
of  Luther,  was  the  all  but  universal 
tenet  of  Christendom.  Such,  so 
long  as  the  stately  fabric  of  the 
Latin  Churclv  maintained  its 
unshaken  iinity,  was  Catholic 
Christianity. 

But  when,  owing  rather  to  its 
own  corruption  than  to  the  philo- 
sophic acumen  of  its  assailants, 
the  Papacy  lost  the  prescriptive 
sign  of  truth,  quod  uhiqm,  quod 
semper,  quod  ah  omnibus ,  the  maxim  of 
the  author  '*De  Imitatione  Christi" 
was  reversed,  at  least  amid  the 
Protestant  camp.  Keason  and 
natural  investigation  were  boldly 
appealed  to  as  the  precursors  and 
parents  of  Faith.  It  was  no 
longer  as  obeying  the  voice  of  the 
Church,  but  as  listening  to  the 
dictates  of  reason,  and  to  the  testi- 
mony of  history,  that  men  were 
now  called  on  to  believe. 

The  contrast  was  absolute.  That 
such  a  contest  should  have  arisen 
BO  late  in  the  history  of  Christi- 
anity may  be  explained  by  the 
fact  that  a  fallacy  long  lurked 
unseen  in  the  double  sense  of  the 
word  Fides.  In  one  sense,  and 
that  is  the  primary  and  original 
sense,  the  Latin  maxim  declares  a 
fundamental  religious  truth.  In 
the  later,  and  opposite  sense,  it 
becomes  the  very  fountain  of  super- 
stitious error.  Faith,  when  it 
signifies  trust,  imderlies  all  true 
Beligion.  An  instinctive  belief  in 
what  is  true,  good,  loving,  and 
noble  is  a  heritage  that  human 
kind  have  never  altogether  lost. 
The  instinct  of  the  child  is  to 
trust ;  and  evil  are  those  influences 
and  those  instructors  that  first  cor- 
rupt this  Divinely  implanted  in- 
stinct.     The    acceptance    of    any 


form  of  religion  mustbe  subordinate 
to  this  trustful  spirit.  It  is  con- 
ceivable that  man  may  be  con- 
vinced, by  phenomena  ihat  appeal 
to  the  reason,  that  he  is  addressed 
by  a  supernatural  power.  But  it 
does  not  necessarily  follow,  from 
such  a  conviction,  that  it  is  right 
to  obey  the  counsel  thus  given. 
Unless  the  voice  from  the  unseen 
world  be  in  accordance  with  the 
dictates  of  conscience,  it  is  wrong 
to  obey  its  mandates.  Man  may 
be  convinced  that  he  is  in  the  pre- 
sence of  superior  power.  But  his 
obedience  is  due  only  to  superior 
goodness.  Any  other  obedience  is 
that  of  terror,  not  that  of  trust. 
It  degrades,  instead  of  elevating, 
him  who  yields  it.  Thus  it  is  to 
the  instinctive  principle  of  Natural 
Eeligion  that  Eevealed  Beligion 
must,  in  the  first  instance,  be  in- 
debted for  its  establishment  among 
mankind.  In  this  sense,  and  in 
this  alone.  Faith  must  precede 
Beason. 

But  with  the  resistless  change 
that  is  shewn  by  the  records  of 
human  language  to  have  swept 
over  human  habit  and  opinion, 
the  signification  of  the  word  Faith 
has  slowly  but  completely  altered. 
From  trust  it  has  come  to  signify 
creed.  From  a  moral,  it  has  passed 
to  an  intellectual  virtue.  When 
Faith  is  regarded  as  sjnaonymous 
with  creed,  it  is  a  mischievous 
error  to  speak  of  it  as  antecedent 
to,  or  independent  of,  Beason. 
That  dogma  is  the  very  keystone  of 
spiritual  tyranny,  the  very  for- 
talice  of  superstitious  blindness. 
When  a  creed  is  spoken  of  as 
something  to  be  "  proved  by  most 
certain  warrants,"  it  is  brought 
under  the  control  of  Beason.  It  is 
made  dependent  on  the  results  of 
literary  research,  and  of  critical 
acumen.  It  does  ^ot  precede,  but 
follow,  investigation. 

It  is  obvious  that  with  regard  to 
a   faith    of   this   description — an 
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organised  system  of  belief,  which 
is  said  to  be  based  on  certain  and 
distinct  proof — ^literary  and  critical 
investigation  has  an  importance 
which  did  not  exist  with  relation 
to  the  moral  instinct  of  trust.  It 
is  to  this  fact  that,  historically 
regarded,  the  disintegration  and 
crumbling  away  of  so  much  that 
was  once  held  to  be  essential  to 
the  very  name  of  Christianity  is  to 
be  attributed.  If  the  process  of 
reconstruction  is  to  commence 
when  that  of  disintegration  has 
become  complete,  we  cannot  be 
very  far  from  the  dawn  of  the 
period  of  reorganisation. 

There  is,  however,  a  considera- 
tion of  cardinal  importance  with 
regard    to    the    relation  between 
faith  and  reason  which  has,  per- 
haps, never  yet  received  adequate 
attention.    It  has  been  instinctively 
grasped  by  some  of  the  keenest 
minds  of  our  day.     It  has  influ- 
enced the  conduct  of  many  whose 
minds    are    not  of    the    keenest. 
Much  that  is  otherwise  perplexing 
in  the  movement  of  that  double 
wave  of  conflicting  opinion  that 
now  stirs  and  vexes  society  becomes 
intelligible  from  the  point  of  view 
thus  indicated.    The  consideration 
in   question  is  this :     There  is  in 
reli^on  something  which  is  not  the 
product  of  the  reasoning  faculty, 
which  can  be  only  partially  grasped 
or  controlled  by  the  reason,  and 
which,  nevertheless,  is  real,  true, 
vital,,  and  of  a  mighty  efficiency. 
Keligion  affects  the  heart,  as  well 
as  the  brain ;  the  emotions,  as  well 
as  the  intelligence.  This  emotional, 
poetic  element  of  religion  may  be, 
and  ought  to  be,   controlled    by 
reason,    but  can   never   be  origi- 
nated by  reason.  Doctrine,  dogma, 
system  may  be  the  deductions  of 
reason,  from  the  record  of  historic 


facts  ;  but  a  religion  consisting 
only  of  doctrine  would  be  no 
religion  at  all.  It  would  be  the 
body  without  the  soul. 

It  is  thus  the  c€tse  that,  at  all 
times,  and  in  all  religions,  along- 
side of  the  philosophy  of  doctrine, 
however  true  or  however  false, 
has  existed  a  poetic,  imaginative, 
emotional  element,  which  bears  to 
doctrine  a  relation  analogous  to 
that  which  colour  bears  to  form. 
This  element,  when  supreme,  has 
led  to  the  wildest  excesses.  From 
it  spring  superstition,  asceticism, 
and  fanaticism.  This  same  element 
inspired  at  one  time  the  orgies  of 
the  Msenad,  at  another  the  auste- 
rities of  the  anchorite. 

As  the  Jewish  religion  had  its 
Agada*    interwoven     with      the 
Malacha,  or  doctrinal  division   of 
the  Law ;  as  polytheism  had  its 
poetic  mythology,  distinct  from  the 
ordained  service  of  the  temples,  so 
has  Christianity  its  ideal  tradition, 
apart  from  its  historic  literature. 
We  are  in  want  of  a  name  for  this 
Agada  of  the  Christian  Church. 
To  those  who   are  familiar  with 
Hebrew  literature  no  name  could 
be    more     appropriate   than    the 
above ;  but  to  the  ffreat  majority 
of  readers  it  would  be  an  unmean- 
ing term.     Objection  may  lie  to 
the  use  of  the  word  mythology, 
from  the  fact  that  we  are  accus- 
tomed,   however    erroneously,   to 
attach  to  that  word  the  sense  of 
falsehood  or  of  fable.    The  word 
tradition  might  supply  the  want, 
were  it  not  that  ecclesiastical  tra- 
ditions exist  in  so  definite  a  form 
that  confusion   might  arise  from 
the  application  of  the  same  term 
to  the  general  mass  of  half-de- 
fined imaginative  opinion,  and  to 
the  specific  cases  in  which  the  ob- 
servance of  symbolic  rites,  coupled 


*  The  French  spelling  of  the  word  is  adopted  as  far  leas  bristly  and  f arHddiiig 
than  the  osiial  English  transliteration,  Haggadah, 
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with  definite  teaohingy  and  referred 
to  distinct  historic  origin/  has  a 
value  which  is  almost  monumental. 
No  unwritten  tradition,  indeed,  is 
accepted  by  the  philosopher  as 
absolutely  reliable.  The  possibi- 
lity of  the  gradual,  or  the  purposed, 
introduction  of  modification  can 
never  be  left  out  of  sight.  But 
apart  from  the  danger  of  such  in- 
novation as  would  be  tantamount 
to  forgery  in  literature,  tradition 
that  clings  to  symbol  has  a  strong 
daim  to  acceptance  as  true.  Thus 
the  tradition  of  the  Freemasons, 
that  one  doubt  reserved,  points  to 
an  ancient  acceptance  amongst  this 
venerable  fraternity  of  the  rytha- 
g^rean  conception  of  the  solar 
system.  Thus  the  rite  of  Confir- 
mation, unchanged  since  its  earliest 
mention  in  history,  and  accordant 
with,  if  not  distinctly  enjoined  by, 
certain  well  known  passages  of  the 
New  Testament,  has  every  claim, 
short  of  that  of  direct  proof,  to 
have  come  down  to  our  own  days 
by  direct  sequence  and  tradition 
from  the  Apostles. 

On  venerable  traditions  of  this 
nature,  which,  if  not  entirely  be- 
yond question,  are  yet  of  very 
ancient  origin,  and  very  general 
acceptance,  rests  the  entire  orga- 
nisation of  the  Christian  Church, 
its  orders,  sacraments,  rites,  and 
principal  doctrines.  As  the  pre- 
scriptions of  the  Mishna  are  usuieJly 
detailed  developments  of  brief  pre- 
cepts in  the  Pentateuch,  so  are 
most  of  these  traditions  of  the 
Church  countenanced  by  certain 
expressions  in  the  New  Testament. 
But  that  is  all  that  can  be  said 
with  truth.  They  do  not  flow  from 
the  language  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment. They  cannot  be  shewn  to 
be  actually  prescribed  by  any 
authority  earlier  than  Constantino 
the  Great.  With  regard  to  many 
of  them  it  is  certain  that  they  were 
not  practised  by  the  Church  under 
the  presidency  of   the    Apostles. 


When  we  find  that,  down  to  the 
dose  of  the  Acts  of  the  Apostlesy 
these  holy  men  prescribed  that  the 
Jews  who  believed  in  Jesus  should 
walk  orderly,  and  keep  the  Law, 
we  know  that  they  observed  the 
Sabbath.    The  substitution  of  the 
observance  of  the  first  day  of  the 
week  depends  on  tradition  alone. 
It  must  have  originated  after  the 
dose  of  the  New  Testament.     In 
the  same  way  the  observance  of 
monogamy  as  a  law  of  Christen* 
dom,  if  it  be  not  borrowed  front 
Koman  law,  rests  on  later  tradi- 
tion alone.     It  was  contrary  to 
the  legislation  of  Judsea ;  and  is  not 
even  hinted  at  in  the  conditions  of 
discipleship   laid    down    by    the 
Apostolic  Council.     So  again  with 
regard  to  the  change  in  the  regard 
in  which  celibacy  was  held.  Under 
the  Law,   celibacy  was  a  crime. 
Tradition  only  elevated  it  into  a 
virtue.     These    are    instances    of 
distinct  ecclesiastical  traditions,  on 
which  the  actual  form  of  the  Chris- 
tian Church  mainly  depends.    But 
as  we  are  in  search  of  a  term  to 
define  that  more  general,  floating, 
undefined,   poetic   dement  whidi 
fills  the  imagination  of  the  Church, 
and  illumines  rite,   and  doctrine, 
and  creed  with  the  same  tender 
and  shifting  lustre,  we  hesitate  to 
caU  that  agadistic  influence  by  the 
name  tradition. 

Any  attempt  to  define  a  religion 
by  Draconic  laws,  to  base  its  entire 
structure  on  pure  reason  (however 
described  as  being  informed  in  the 
first  instance  by  Revelation),  and 
to  present  to  the  human  mind  only 
that  which  is  capable  of  proof, 
labours  under  the  fatal  disadvan- 
tage of  ignoring  this  intanc^ble  but 
essential  dement  of  all  living 
religion.  Those  who  would  thus 
make  the  emotions  entirely  the 
daves  of  reason,  are  as  fanatical, 
in  one  direction,  as  are,  on  the 
contrary,  those  who  would  dispense 
with  reason,  and  depend  only  upon 
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emotional  impulse.  It  is  by  the 
presence  and  due  proportion  of  the 
two  elements,  the  control  of  the 
reason  and  the  impulse  of  the 
affections  and  the  imagination, 
that  religion  becomes  at  once 
venerable  and  powerful.  It  would 
be  difficult  to  say  which  are  the 
more  irreconcilable  enemies  of  the 
true  religious  spirit — ^those  who, 
like  Calvin  and  Knox,  endeavour 
to  fetter  the  human  mind  by  a 

J)itiless,  not  to  say  a  devilish, 
ogic,  or  those  who,  like  Fox  and 
his  followers,  subordinate  law  and 
reason  to  that  inward  and  fre- 
quently doubtful  impression  which 
fliey  profess  to  regard  as  divine. 

There  can  be  Httle  doubt  that 
the  proCTess  of  the  attempt  to 
derive  aU  the  doctrines  of  Christi- 
anity from  the  language  of  the 
New  Testament,  leading  either  to 
a  gradual  withering  up  of  creed, 
and  approach  to  what  is  called 
Deism,  as  among  the  Protestants 
in  France,  and  certain  sects  in 
England;  or,  on  the  other  hand, 
to  the  erection  of  a  spiritual 
tyranny,  cynically  contemptuous  of 
truth,  as  in  the  declaration  of  the 
Assembly  of  Divines  at  West- 
minster in  1647,  has  been  the 
chief  cause  of  one  of  the  most 

ferplexing  phenomena  of  our  day, 
n  our  own  country,  and  on  the 
Continent,  we  mark  the  rise  and 
swell  of  two  conflicting  waves  of 
opinion  and  of  temper.  In  one 
direction  the  ebbing  tide  leaves 
behind  it  landmark  after  land- 
mark of  what  was  -once  held  to  be 
orthodox  faith.  In  another  direc- 
tion we  see  pomp  of  ritual,  accept- 
ance of  legend,  and  sacerdotal 
domination  recovering  ground 
from  which  they  were  thought  to 
have  been  for  ever  banii^hed,  or 
sweeping  over  the  vast  settlements 
of  the  Western  Continent  with  the 
influx  of  the  rising  population. 
The  two  movements,  different  as 
ihey  are  in  their  directions,  origi- 


nate in  the  same  force.  It  is  the 
attempt  to  educe  faith  from  reason 
alone  which  has  stirred  up  this 
trouble  and  perplexity.  Men  ad- 
vance along  the  same  path,  in 
pursuit  oi  this  object,  until  they 
arrive  at  a  precipice  which  alarms 
all  minds  out  those  of  the  most 
lofty  and  courageous  temper.  They 
see  much  of  what  they  regarded  as 
flxed  and  indisputable  shaken  bv 
criticism  as  by  an  earthquake.  A 
man's  conduct  imder  so  great  an 
alarm  depends  on  the  balance, 
rather  than  on  the  capacity,  of  his 
mind.  When  the  earnest,  anxiousy 
solitary  student  flrst  becomes  dimly 
and  painfully  aware  that  mucn 
which  he  has  been  accustomed  to 
regard  as  ascertained  truth  has  no 
historic  or  logical  basis,  or  none 
that  he  can  grasp,  trouble  and 
perplexity  oppress  mm.  The  tem- 
per of  the  spirit  is  then  subjected 
to  the  severest  of  all  trials.  The 
conduct  of  a  man  at  this  crisis  will 
depend  on  the  soundness,  rather 
than  on  the  brilliancy,  of  his  facul- 
ties. The  rarest  and  noblest  of 
all  characters  is  that  which,  when 
the  heaven  above  thus  becomes 
suddenly  obscured,  can  dare  to 
wait,  and  watch,  and  trust ;  confi- 
dent in  the  existence  of  truth,  and 
love,  and  wisdom,  although  for  n 
time  he  has  no  open  vision.  The 
feebler  minds  will  shrink  altogether 
from  the  contemplation ;  and  will 
be  likely  to  endeavour,  by  fresh 
vigour  in  their  efforts  to  convert 
others  to  their  habitual  views,  to 
swamp  any  doubts  they  feel  rising 
in  their  own  minds  as  to  their 
certitude.  With  most  men  this 
refuge  from  doubt  in  the  activitr 
of  proselytism  is  instinctive,  and 
almost  unconscious.  Others,  in 
whom  the  imagination  is  stunted, 
and  the  poetic  temperament  absent, 
while  the  reasoning  faculties  majf 
be  keen  and  practised,  cast  frocii 
them,  by  necessity  rather  than  by 
effort,  all  that  reason  cannot  recog- 
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nise  as  proved.  These  are  men  of 
keen  but  imperfect  vision;  men 
stricken  by  a  spiritual  colour 
blindness;  men  who  cannot  dis- 
tinguish between  the  not  proven 
and  the  false,  between  the  un- 
known and  the  unknowable.  Des- 
titute of  that  heroic  and  infinite 
patience  which  is  one  of  the 
attributes  of  the  highest  genius; 
devoid  of  that  instinct  of  trust 
which  finds  no  place  in  pure 
science,  they  refuse  to  beHeve 
what  they  cannot  understand ;  and 
endeavour  to  substitute  a  narrow, 
though  certain,  science  for  a 
broad,  although  imperfectly  ex- 
plained, religion.  These  men  are 
eminently  deserving  of  the  respect 
— and  not  less  of  the  pity — of  their 
fellows. 

More  numerous  is  the  class  who 
take  the  opposite  horn  of  the  di- 
lemma. We  are  not  speaking  of 
the  masses  whom  fashion,  interest, 
or  the  gregarious  instinct  common 
to  ordinary  minds,  drive  in  throngs 
in  either  direction.  We  are  speak- 
ing of  the  leaders  of  the  move- 
ment. These  men,  in  dread  of  the 
consequences  of  listening  to  pure 
reason,  stoutly  and  defiantly  stop 
their  ears.  They  throw  themselves 
on  their  knees  before  the  altar. 
They  persuade  themselves  that  the 
language  of  honest  doubt  is  the 
utterance  of  the  Spirit  of  Evil. 
They  call  on  the  emotional  part  of 
ihe  mind  to*  overpower  the  scepti- 
cism of  the  intelligence.  They 
seek  to  lose  their  disquiet  in  the 
pomp  of  ritual,  the  iteration  of 
prayers,  the  subjection  of  the  soul 
to  sacerdotal  despotism,  however 
absolute,  so  only  that  it  may  banish 
from  the  mind  the  intolerable  pain 
of  doubt. 

It  is  thus  that  we  now  see  a 
double  and  contrary  movement 
Kenerated  by  the  same  original 
lOTdQ.  On  the  one  hand  the  man 
of  science  is  led,  by  reliance  on  the 
reason,  and  disuse  of  those  qualities 


of  the  compound  human,  nature 
which  may  oe  regarded  as  more 
properly  feminine,  to  doubt  of  his 
own  immortality,  that  is  to  say,  so 
far  as  mere  words  can  go,  of  his 
own  independent  existence.  On  the 
other  hand  we  see  a  revival  of 
sacerdotalism,  ritual,  ascetic  ob- 
servance, and  all  that  against 
which,  in  Tudor  times,  England 
raised  so  strong  a  protest. 

Amid  this  chopping  and  tu- 
multuous sea  of  opinion,  when 
wind  and  tide  raise  billows  which 
many  a  navigator  may  fear  to 
encounter,  it  may  prove  of  essen- 
tial service  to  the  perplexed  mind 
to  grasp  this  unquestionable  truth. 
Beugion,  like  man,  has  a  com- 
pound nature.  She  has  colour  as 
well  as  form;  passion,  no  less 
than  reason.'  Side  by  side  with 
that  philosophical  part  of  religion 
which  is  based  on  evidence,  and 
ordered  by  loffic,  is  that  intangible, 
but  not  unreal  element  which  ap- 
peals, not  to  the  reason  but  to  the 
feelings.  The  former  is  under  the 
control  of  reason  alone,  tempered 
by  the  remembrance  how  very 
imperfect  is  thQ  knowledge  of 
many  conditions  of  the  great  pro- 
blem that  has  yet  been  attamed 
by  mankind.  The  latter  is  not 
the  child  of  reason,  but  of  feeling, 
and  comes  under  the  control  of 
reason  only  in  the  same  manner 
in  which  human  conduct  comes 
under  the  control  of  political  laws. 

We  have  seen  that  it  is  far  from 
easy  to  give  a  name  to  this  poetic, 
emotional  element.  Intangible  as 
the  rainbow,  it  ever  reappears 
under  given  incidences  of  sun  and 
shower.  In  its  absence,  a  reli- 
gion, philosophically  regarded,  is 
a  body  without  a  soul.  Yet  we 
can  no  more  define  its  separate 
existence  than  we  can  that  of  the 
himian  soul  itself.  It  has  this 
further  property  in  common  with 
the  rainbow.  While  the  unity  of 
that  glorious  vision  is  such  that  it 
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is  always  called  by  the  same  beau- 
tiful Saxon  name,  whether  it  be 
lit  by  the  sun  or  by  the  moon, 
whether  it  is  flung  over  a  rain 
storm  or  over  a  waterfall,  to  no 
two  observers  has  the  same  rain- 
bow— identically  the  same — ever 
been  visible.  With  regard  to  the 
spectral  iris,  optical  law  assures  us 
that  such  is  the  case.  The  illus- 
tration is  only  an  analogy,  but  it 
is  an  analogy  full  of  meaning. 

But  while  thus  from  the  very 
character  of  what  we  may  call  the 
folk-lore  of  Christianity  we  are 
precluded  from  any  attempt  to 
analyse  or  to  define  its  form,  we 
may  throw  g^eat  light  on  its 
character  by  tracing  the  sources 
whence  it  has  originated.  Apart 
from  what  may  rather  be  termed 
modifying,  than  creative,  influ- 
ence, their  sources  we  take  to 
have  been  mainly  as  follow : — 

First  has  been  the  retention,  by 
the  Christian  Church,  of  the 
writings  of  the  Hebrew  Prophets. 
The  Oriental  imagery,  the  pro- 
found faith,  the  solemn  reverence, 
and  the  occasional  sublimity  of 
language,  which  characterise  these 
ancient  utterances,  pregnant  as 
they  often  are  with  a  wisdom 
more  lofty  than  the  bearer  of  the 
Divine  message  could  himself  com- 
prehend, appeal  powerfully  to  the 
religious  sentiment.  Their  tone 
awakens  an  echo  in  the  devout 
mind.  Their  loftiest  imagery,  in 
which  the  influence  of  an  Aryan 
element,  derived  from  Persian 
sources,  is  often  evident,  has  filled 
the  minds,  and  given  form  to  the 
language,  of  the  great  poets  of  the 
Christian  Church.  The  symbolic 
sphinx-formed  cherubim,  repre- 
sented nowhere  in  Palestine  ex- 
cept in  the  Temple  at  Jerusalem  ; 
the  burning  supporters  of  the 
sapphire  throne,  seen  in  the  vision 
of  a  prophet  who  was  the  con- 
temporary of  the  crystal-throned 
Sennacherib;     the     angels,     and 


archangels,  and  all  the  company 
of  Heaven,  who  were  ranked, 
after  the  Captivity  in  Babylon,  in 
a  sevenfold  hierarchy,  were  as 
present  to  the  devotion  of  St.  Am- 
brose as  they  were  to  the  imag^a- 
tion  of  Eaffaelle,  or  to  the  open 
vision  of  Blake  or  of  Swedenborg. 
None  of  the  Hebrew  writings 
have  so  thoroughly  been  appro- 
priated by  the  Christian  Church 
as  the  Psalms.  In  these  varied 
productions  of  the  poetic  or  the 
prophetic  inspiraiions  of  the  lof- 
tiest Hebrew  writers,  from  the 
time  of  Moses  to  that  of  Ezra, 
while  a  chief  motive  is  the  fierce 
national  bigotry  which  the  institu- 
tions of  Judaism  kept  at  furnace 
glow,  occur  simple  passages  of 
natural  beauty;  as  when  the 
Psalmist  draws  solace  from  the 
peace  in  which  his  sheep  are  feed- 
ing, beside  the  waters  of  comfort ; 
and  of  the  purest  natural  religion, 
as  when  he  looks  up  to  the  heavens, 
the  work  of  the  Divine  fingers. 
Stirring  palinodes  of  historic  de- 
liverance, ever  harking  back  to 
the  national  birthnight  of  the 
Exodus  ;  and  prayer  rising  to  pre- 
diction, based  on  the  contingent 
promises  of  the  Pentateuch  and 
early  Prophets ;  the  hopes  and  the 
triumphs  of  the  House  of  David, 
and  the  foreshadowing  of  the  bril- 
liant reign,  and  moimtain  temple- 
building  of  Solomon,  have  echoed 
in  minsters  and  cathedrals  for^ 
fifteen  hundred  years.  The  use  of' 
this  language,  in  that  aspect  of 
devout  utterance  which  is  linked 
to  music,  is  in  the  highest  degree 
appropriate.  No  modern  speech 
equals  the  magic  of  early  poetry. 
But  when  the  theologian  steps 
from  the  choir  into  the  pulpit,  and 
endeavours  to  harden  the  language 
of  ancient  prophecy  or  poetry  into 
dogma,  or  exact  prediction  of  events 
yet  future,  the  spell  is  broken. 
The  magical  beauty  of  the  lan- 
guage is  lost  the  moment  when, 
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for  its  real,  poetic  truth,  man  seeks 
to  substitute  formal  and  controver- 
sial opinion.  When  the  ''Psalm 
for  Solomon  "  echoes  in  the  line. 

From  sea  to  sea,  the  King  of  Kings, 
His  empire  shall  extend, 

the  rendering  is  one  that  is  not 
out  of  harmony  either  with  the 
ideas  of  the  Koyal  poet,  or  with 
those  of  our  own  time.  When  it 
is  further  specialised  into 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Doth  his  succesai^e  journeys  run, 

we  are  forced  to  remember  that  no 
evangelist  or  prophet  ever  quoted 
that  psalm  as  referring  to  any 
expected  Messiah. 

In  the  same  way  it  is  possible  to 
use  the  veiy  langua|^e  which  tells 
of  the  ritual  and  sacrifice  of 
the  Temple,  the  dignity  of  the 
high  priesthood,  the  impregnable 
strength  of  the  twin  mountains, 
girt  with  their  mighty  wall,  on 
which  stood  the  city  of  the  Jebusite 
and  of  the  Judsean  Kings;  to 
express  an  undefined,  but  ^orious 
hope  of  future  good.  But  when 
men  begin  to  inquire  whether  this 
future  be  on  earth  or  in  heaven, 
and  to  map  out  the  conditions  on 
which  this  or  that  worshipper  may 
hope  exclusively  to  attain  it,  reason 
is  awakened,  and  poetry,  imagina- 
tion, and  devotion  fold  their  golden 
wings.  Beason  is  heard  to  say 
that  the  very  spirit  of  the  ancient 
Law  forbids  the  idea  thac  wo  have, 
in  the  rolls  of  the  Hebrew  Prophets, 
any  exact  forecast  of  things  yet 
future.  And  she  indicates,  with 
clear  voice,  the  want  of  truth, 
either  critical  or  poetic,  that  attends 
the  attempt  to  use  the  language  of 
the  ancient  monotheistic  worship 
as  if  it  conveyed  a  meaning,  not 
only  foreign,  but  hostile,  to  the 
most  cherished  convictions  of  the 
fierce  and  narrow  patriots  to  whom 
that  unique  cliarge  was  given. 

This  adoption  of  an  archaic 
phraseology  has  a  wide  range.     It 


may  enter  the  bosom  of  domeetio 
life,  as  it  does  in  Germany,  and 
illuminate  the  most  homely  and 
ordinary  events  by  the  introduction 
of  Scriptural  lang^uage,  which  to 
the  German  peasant  has  a  voice  of 
reli^ous  comfort  and  solemnity, 
while  to  the  English  ear  it  is 
profane.  It  may  serve  to  give 
expression  to  a  fierce,  anti-human 
fanaticism.  Kiiox  and  Calvin, 
Loyola  and  Pius  the  Ninth  alike 
use  the  words  of  the  Bible,  as 
their  own  peculiar  heritage,  to 
encourage  those  who  will  blindly 
submit  to  their  autocracy ;  and  to 
curse,  with  a  bitterness  unknown 
to  the  fiercest  zealot  of  the  days  of 
Titus,  those  who  differ  from  their 
opinions.  For  in  the  creed  of  the 
fiercest  zealot,  death  paid  every 
debt.  With  Calvin  and  Knox, 
with  Loyola  and  Pius  the  Ninth, 
death  is  only  the  arrival  at  the 
threshold  of  an  endless  usury  of 
malignant  vengeance. 

The  use  of  Scriptural  phrase- 
ology has  given  to  Christian  folk- 
lore three  distinct  sources :  namely, 
the  Prophecies,  the  Eitual,  and 
the  Law  of  the  Hebrew  race. 
Each  has  suffered  a  total  transform- 
ation in  the  change.  Prophecies 
of  the  political  power  and  physical 
welfare  of  the  children  of  Israel 
in  the  land  of  promise  are  gravely 
applied  to  a  condition  of  things  in 
wluch  the  Israelites  are  without 
king,  priest,  temple,  worship,  or 
country,  and  in  which  Jerusalem 
is  the  seat  of  pestilence  and  of 
misery.  Daily  sacrifice,  yearly 
atonement,  blood  of  lambs,  g^ats, 
and  bulls,  morning  and  evening 
incense,  ninefold  blasts  of  silver 
trumpets,  and  constant  ascent  to 
heaven  of  the  smoke  from  the 
quenchless  fire  of  the  great  altar, 
formed  the  ritual  of  the  Bible. 
An  entirely  different  order  of  rite 
has  been  elaborated  in  the  Church 
established  by  Constantino.  The 
central  institution  of  the  Jewish 
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rite,  the  Sabbath,  is  disregarded — 
not  only  by  an  arbitrary  dian^  of 
day,  but  by  an  actual  opposition 
of  dogma.  Where  the  Divine 
Lawgiver  said,  '' Thou  shalt  do  no 
manner  of  work,*'  the  Assembly 
of  Divines  denounce  *'  the  pro- 
faning of  the  day  (which  they  call 
the  t'abbath)  by  idleness."  Where 
Moses  bade  feast  and  reioice,  they 
bid  fast  and  mourn.  Virginity,  a 
scandal,  if  not  a  crimen  imder  ike 
ancient  Law,  is  made  a  virtue  by 
the  ascetic  spirit.  No  reference 
whatd^er  is  made,  in  any  Christian 
rite,  to  the  chief  annual  solemnity 
of  the  Divine  law.  The  Day  of 
Expiation  is  forgotten,  and  the 
idea  which  has  replaced  the 
solemnity  of  the  sacrifice  and  the 
escape  of  the  goat  is  attached  to 
the  anniversary  of  a  very  different 
festival — that  of  the  Passover. 
For  this  the  word  Easter  retains 
the  title  of  the  feast  of  unleavened 
bread,  while  its  observance  has 
become  only  the  commemoration 
of  the  Crucifixion  and  the  Besur- 
rectiou. 

Thus  the  prophecy,  the  ritual, 
And  the  law  of  the  people  of  Israel 
have  supplied  to  the  folk-lore  of 
Ohristianity  a  language  that  is 
altogether  divorced  from  the  sense 
in  which  it  was  employed  by  the 
writers  of  the  Bible.  So  far  as 
the  devotional  element  is  concerned, 
the  sublime  truth  that  dictated  and 
that  illumines  that  language  is 
unaffected  by  the  change.  But 
when  from  devout  emotion  the 
mind  is  wiled  away  to  dogmatic 
assertion,  the  truth  of  the  lan- 
fl^ge  evaporates,  together  with  its 
beauty,  and  we  find  ourselves  in 
presence  of  what  is  not  only 
erroneous,  but  grotesque. 

As  the  history  and  creed  of  the 
Jewish  people,  utterly  foreign  as 
they  are  to  the  sympathies  of  any 
Aryan  race,  have  tnus  furnished, 
through  the  medium  of  Hebrew 
literature,  a  main  part  of  the  folk- 


lore of  Ohristianity,  so  have  the 
memorials  of  the  dark  and  stormy 
morning  of  the  Christian  f  aim 
furnished  an  element  of  no  less 
importance.  In  the  Christian,  as 
in  the  Jewish  past,  the  written 
record  is  illumined,  or  shadowed, 
by  the  unwritten  tradition.  In 
each,  much  that  is  not  only  true, 
but  of  the  highest  order  of  truth, 
is  converted  into  that  which  is 
false,  by  the  strong  tendency  of 
mankind  to  substitute  realism  for 
poetry.  Thus  the  parables  of 
Jesus  Christ  afford  lessons  of  a 
wisdom  more  lofty,  and  of  a  reach 
more  comprehensive  than  any 
creed  or  communion  can  limit. 
But  when  these  parables  are  mis- 
represented as  definite  statements, 
either  prophetic  or  dogmatic,  not 
only  does  their  force  evaporate, 
together  with  their  beauty,  but 
the  control  of  reason  is  at  once 
rendered  necessary,  to  indicate  the 
mischief  thus  wrought. 

We  need  not  limit  the  remark 
to  the  parables,  although  it  is 
those  portions  of  the  Gospel  that 
have  chiefly  fed  the  form  of  tradi- 
tion of  which  we  speak.  We 
have  shewn,  and  hope  yet  to  shew, 
how  entirely  the  ethical  teaching 
of  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount,  ana 
the  whole  outcome  of  the  Synoptic 
Gospels,  has  been  misrepresented, 
owing  to  the  neglect  to  ascertain 
the  condition  of  the  society  ad- 
dressed by  the  Great  Teacher. 
Thus  the  sublime  lessons,  and 
Divine  wisdom  contained  in  the 
Gospel  narratives  have  come  to  be 
regarded,  in  point  of  fact,  as  pre- 
scribing a  course  of  conduct  which 
it  is  at  once  impossible  to  follow, 
and  fatal  not  to  follow.  And  thus 
doctrine,  as  well  as  parable,  is 
made  to  yield  material  for  shadowy 
folk-loie. 

The  martyrology  of  the  Christian 
Church  is  another  source  of  aga- 
distic  tradition.  We  can  here 
trace  the  growth  of  what  the  Ger- 
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mans  have  called  the  myth  within 
the  range  of  historic  time.  We 
see  how  natural,  if  poetical,  ex- 
pressions of  admiration  at  the 
noble  constancy,  unflinching  cou- 
rage, and  unblenching  trust  that 
illumined  the  death  of  many  a 
martyr,  have  been  clothed,  at  first 
by  poetry,  and  later  by  prosaic 
literalism,  with  objective  form. 
Faith,  in  poetic  legend,  has 
'*  quenched  the  violence  of  fire  " — 
not  by  an  endurance  like  that  of 
Oranmer,  but  by  the  magical 
obedience  of  the  flame.  Legends 
which,  in  their  simple  historic 
form,  are  of  unapproachable  beauty, 
and  in  their  poetic  adjuncts  are 
gracefid  imaginations,  are  hard- 
ened, by  monldsh  literalism,  into 
the  grotesque.  What  incident  in 
early  Christian  history  can  be 
more  simple,  more  tender,  or 
more  sublime,  than  the  death  of 
Saint  Reyne  ?  A  virgin  of  four- 
teen, dowered  with  the  beauty  of 
the  long-haired  kings  of  Gaul, 
urged,  by  the  Koman  prefect,  to 
throw  but  a  g^ain  of  incense  on  to 
the  flame;  besought,  on  her  re- 
fusal, to  become  the  wife  of  the 
Boman  ruler,  rather  than  to  perish 
by  the  axe,  stedfastly  meeting  her 
doom.  The  poetry  of  the  narra- 
tive hardly  needed  the  legendary 
embellishment  of  the  fountain  that 
burst  from  the  spot  where  she  fell, 
to  weep  her  death ;  a  fountain  still 
sacred  at  Alise,  the  seat  of  Gaulic 
royalty  from  before  the  time  of  the 
CsDsars.  But  eight  hundred  years 
after  the  Decian  persecution,  in 
which  Reyne  fell,  a  namesake  of 
her  own,  minstrel  and  gallant 
knight  as  he  was,  as  well  as  king 
and  devotee,  honoured  the  transla- 
tion of  her  relics  by  the  burning 
at  the  stake  of  some  of  those  who 
had  vet  enough  faith  to  be  mar- 
tyrs I      It   would  be    difficult    to 


point  to  a  more  shocking  instance 
of  the  growth  and  utter  trans- 
formation of  tradition,  than  that 
of  celebrating  the  anniversary  of 
one  martyrdom  by  the  perpetration 
of  another. 

We  must  not  omit  another  ele- 
ment of  the  floating  tradition  of 
which  we  speak,  which  is  derived 
from  the  mythology  of  the  various 
peoples  fused  into  a  common 
Christendom.  The  Hebrew  race, 
originally,  brought  no  contribution 
to  the  common  stock.  The  Pen- 
tateuch  and  the  Prophets  cAitain 
no  word  that  expresses  the  idea 
now  conveyed  by  the  word  angel ; 
although  Divine  messengers,  or 
"  men  "  who  are  unlike  other  men, 
are  occasionally  mentioned  as  in- 
terfering in  human  affairs.  But 
with  the  forced  subjection  of  the 
Hebrew  people  to  Assyrian  and  to 
Persian  influence,  a  g^eat  change 
took  place,  which  is  reflected  m 
Hebrew  literature.  Thus  not 
only  were  the  orders  of  angels 
referred  to  hierarchic  grades,  but 
the  differences  between  angels^ 
men,  and  demons  were  definitely 
laid  down.  We  read  in  the  Ghe- 
mara  that  six  properties  are  at- 
tributed to  demons,  in  three  of 
which  they  resemble  angels,  and 
in  three  are  akin  to  men. 
Like  the  former,  they  have  wings ; 
they  fly  from  one  extremit  y  of  the 
world  to  the  other,  and  they  have 
a  knowledge  of  the  future.  Like 
the  latter,  they  eat  and  drink  ;  they 
increase  and  multiply;  they  are 
bom  and  die.  B.  Eleasar  Ben 
Abina  argues  from  two  verses  of 
the  Bible  *  that  the  Seraph  who 
touched  the  lips  of  the  Prophet 
in  his  vision  was  Michael  the  Arch- 
angel, and  that  the  flight  and 
movement  of  this  celestial  per- 
sonage is  more  rapid  and 
majestic    than    that    of    Gabriel. 
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Michael,  according  to  an  un- 
fathered tradition,  acts  by  a  single 
motion;  Gabriel  by  two;  Ehas 
by  four ;  and  the  Ajigel  of  Death 
by  ei^ht ;  but  when  the  last  named 
acts  by  way  of  punishment,  it  is 
by  a  single  movement. 

While  the  winged  forms  of  the 
angels  are  thus  indicated  by  the 
Jewish  Agada,  the  special  repre- 
sentation which  has  become  clas- 
sical amongst  Christian  artists  is 
not  taken  from  the  cherubim  of 
the  Temple,  or  from  the  winged 
sphinxes  of  the  A8S3rrian  sculpture 
(which  best  illustrate  the  language 
of  Isaiah  and  of  Ezekiel),  but  from 
the  classic  figures  of  Victory.  The 
graceful  imagery  of  the  Greek 
sculptors,  who  embodied  the  hope 
of  the  Resurrection,  symbolised  by 
nature  in  the  history  of  the  butter- 
fly, in  the  person  of  Pysche,  the 
soul,  as  an  infant  or  young  girl, 
with  the  wings  of  that  child  of  the 
sunlight,  has  not  been  appropriated 
by  Christian  artists.  Nor  has  her 
boy-lover,  with  his  short  sparrow- 
like wings,  been  taken  as  their 
type.  A  robed  figure,  usually 
female,  and  borne  on  long  feathered 
win^,  reaching,  when  closed,  to 
the  feet,  has  become  recognised  as 
the  Christian  troe  of  the  heavenly 
messengers.  Together  with  a 
representation  which,  though  dis- 
tressing to  the  physiologist,  is 
of  great  imaginative  beauty,  are 
found  figures  of  which  the  origin 
is  uncertain,  but  which,  although 
frequent  in  pictorial  and  sculptured 
representations,  can  only  oe  re- 
garded as  a  sort  of  hieroglyphic. 
These  are  the  cherubs  of  the 
Christian  Church — forms  in  no 
way  borrowed  from  the  cherubim 
of  the  Temple — infant  heads,  which 
imder  the  chisel  of  our  great 
native  sculptor,  Grinling  Gibbons, 
have  assumed  exquisite  beauty, 
borne  upon  short  feathery  wings. 
The  lofty  music  of  the  Te  Deum 
LaudamtMf  the  continual  cry  of  the 


cherubim,  is  symbolised  by  these- 
children  of  the  imag^ation.  "When 
the  light  falls  aslant  in  the  oaken 
choir  of  the  Cathedral  of  St.  Paul, 
and  the  organ  rolls  and  swells 
under  the  hand  of  one  of  our 
masters  of  melody,  the  open  mouths 
of  the  carven  choir  of  angels  seem 
to  breathe  an  echo  to  the  music. 

In  the  south  of  Europe  (and  not 
alone  in  the  south),  much  of  the 
population  of  the  invisible  world 
has  been  unchanged,  to  the  popular 
imagination,  by  the  advent  of 
Christianity.  Fear,  with  the  im- 
cultured  mind,  is  ordinarily  a  more 
powerful  passion  than  either  hope,, 
imaginative  love,  or  sense  of  beauty. 
Por  that  reason  we  find  the  popular 
faith  as  to  demons  and  malignant 
spirits  far  more  generally  prevalent 
than  as  to  the  messengers  of 
heaven.  The  Italian  peasant, 
male  or  female,  is  afraid  to  be 
left  alone.  In  a  chamber,  in  a 
garden,  more  especially  near  a 
river,  the  same  terror  fills  his 
imagination  that  we  find,  from  the 
legends  of  the  Ghemara,  afiUcted 
the  Jew.  In  Southern  It^y  the 
dreaded  assailants  of  the  lonely 
peasant  are  feared  imder  the  name 
of  the  monacelU.  In  Ireland  the^ 
fear  of  fairies  is  firmly  seated 
amongst  the  peasantry,  and  even 
in  the  houses  of  the  gentry  the 
kitchen  is  regularly  left  at  night 
with  certain  preparations  for  their 
supernatural  visitants.  The  con- 
stant howl  of  the  Italian  colonOy 
when  at  work  in  the  fields  and 

fardens,  is  an  utterance  of  fear, 
t  is  intended  to  keep  away  the 
monacelliy  as  the  toccOy  or  the  noon- 
day sounding  of  the  church  bells, 
was  ordered,  in  1455,  by  Pope 
Calixtus  m.,  to  keep  away  the 
mischievous  influences  of  Halley's- 
comet.  In  Scotland,  in  Nor- 
way— in  every  nook  and  comer 
of  Christendom,  some  form  of 
kelpy,  sprite,  troU,  gnome,  imp,., 
or  demon  yet  holds,  in  the  opinion 
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of  the  common  people,  much  the 
same  station  that  he  occupied  in 
Pagan  times. 

The  mischievous  malice  of  the 
powers  of  darlqieBSy  in  most  of 
their  lurking  places  of  legend,  is 
•controlled  by  the  magical  power 
of  the  priest,  rather  than  by  the 
offering  virtue  of  the  ministrant 
angels.  The  latter,  although 
often  the  subjects  of  poetry,  have 
as  yet  obtained  a  far  less  real 
^asp  of  the  popular  imagination 
than  is  the  case  with  the  malevo- 
lent genii.  And  yet,  by  a  whim- 
sical want  of  keeping,  the  efforts 
of  the  very  Prince  of  the  powers  of 
the  air  are  often  spoken  of  as 
being  outwitted  by  the  sagacity, 
rather  than  rendered  innoxious  by 
the  sanctity,  of  some  legendary 
4Baint. 

Altered,  to  some  extent,  in  im- 
aginative locality,  but  yet  identical 
in  conception  with  the  classic  Ely- 
sium ana  Hades,  two  great  regions, 
full  of  the  spirits  and  souls  of  the 
departed,  comforted  or  tormented 
by  spirits  of  loftier  or  of  lower 
genus,  lie  open  to  the  folk-lore  of 
Christianity.  The  most  solemn 
rite  of  the  Christian  Church  is 
essentially,  according  to  the  lan- 
guage of  its  venerable  canon,  a 
communion  with  the  dead.  The 
contrast  between  this  memorial 
rite,  conducted,  in  early  times, 
amid  the  Catacombs,  and  down  to 
our  own  days  in  buildings  partly 
devoted  to  mortuary  purposes,  with 
the  prohibition  to  the  Jew  defiled 
by  contact  with  the  dead  to  enter 
the  mountain  of  the  Temple,  is 
very  striking.  It  shews  that  it 
is  not  from  a  Semitic,  but  from  an 
Aryan  source  that  this  part  of  the 
Christian  ritual  is  derived.  That 
the  poetic  imagination  of  men  of 
Aryan  blood  exercised  a  powerful 
fascination  even  on  the  Jew,  not- 
withstanding his  characteristic 
hatred  of  change,  is  proved  by  the 
effect  produced  by  the  residence 


of  the  people  in  Babylon,  during 
the  seventy  years  of  captivity,  on 
the  literature  and  language  of 
Palestine.  The  ancient  reBistanoe, 
based  on  the  language,  or  rather 
on  the  silence,  of  the  Law,  to  the 
Persian  doctrine  of  good  and  evil 
spirits,  was  so  far  broken  down 
during  that  enforced  intercourse 
with  Assyrian  and  with  Persian 
masters,  that  the  ancient  ortho- 
doxy of  Judaism  was  reduced  to 
the  limits  of  the  sects  of  the 
Sadducees  and  Karaites.  Little 
wonder,  then,  that  in  the  coun- 
tries of  Greek  and  of  Latin 
Christendom,  the  spirit  of  the 
Pagan  mythology  formed  so  much 
more  influential  an  element  of 
the  folk-lore  of  Christianity  thaa 
did  the  loftier  monotheism  of  the 
Semitic  race. 

However  truthful  may  be  the 
analysis  of  the  elements  of  the  im- 
aginative complement  of  Christian 
dogma,  it  remains  yet  tobe inquired 
by  what  force  these  varied  elements 
can  have  been  fused  into  a  consis- 
tent, though  an  elastic,  whole. 
Unless  a  central  element  of  truth — 
imaginative  and  poetic,  rather  than 
intellectual  truth — be  present,  we 
can  have  contemplated  nothing 
but  a  venerable  and  mighty  super- 
stition. That  such  a  central  life 
is  present,  it  is,  in  the  writer's 
behef ,  impossible  to  doubt.  The 
language  of  Hebrew  prophets  and 
poets,  the  symbolism  Dorrowed 
from  ancient  ritual,  the  literal 
phraseology  of  a  law  of  which  the 
spirit  had  altogether  evaporated, 
the  complex  angelology,  demon- 
ology,  and  elfin  lore  which  has 
spnmg  up  beneath  the  footfall  of 
the  Ajpyan  tribes  from  Persia  to 
Connemara;  the  parables  of  the 
Gospel;  the  legends  of  Christian 
saints  and  martyrs,  could  only 
have  been  blended  into  one  imagi- 
native faith  by  the  power  of  a 
spirit  at  once  ideal  and  devout. 
It  is  not  the  calm  insight  of  science^ 
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it  is  not  the  comiBel  of  oracular 
wisdom,  it  is  not  the  voice  of  doc- 
trine or  of  doema,  that  can  have 
given  life  to  the  Agada  of  Chris- 
tianity. Within  must  be  recog- 
nised the  action  of  the  emotioned, 
devout  spirit,  in  the  absence  of 
which  the  grasp  of  truth  is  cold 
and  artificial.  But  from  without 
there  must  have  been  a  mightier 
teacher.  It  is  to  the  influence  of 
the  spirit  of  truth,  which  has 
inspired  every  emotion  of  the  mind 
after  that  which  is  unseen  and 
eternal,  an  influence  which  speaks 
directly  to  human  instinct,  and 
that  the  more  intelligibly  the  less 
that  instinct  has  been  weakened 
by  the  iron  discipline  of  dogma, 
that  the  vitality  of  'Christian  folk- 
lore must  be  traced.  Nor  can  it 
be  disproved,  however  it  may  be 
doubted,  that  purer  and  deeper 
truth  is  latent  in  the  imaginative 
and  emotional  expressions  of  reli- 
gion than  has  yet  been  brought 


into  the  region  of  dog^ma.  To 
races  in  their  infancy,  the  voice  of 
wisdom  has  always  assumed  the 
cadence  of  poetry.  As  language, 
with  the  growth  of  the  race, 
becomes  more  precise  and  harsh, 
we  are  apt,  in  regarding  the  beauty 
of  the  early  poems,  to  lose  a  erasp 
of  their  inherent  truth.  And  yet 
how  far  may  it  not  be  superior  to 
the  quaint  and  grotesque  structure, 
the  scaflblding  of  the  relinon  of 
the  future,  which  we  term  domia? 
The  more  faithfully  the  light  of 
literary  criticism  is  turned  upon 
that  series  of  assumptions  and  of 
arguments  on  which  a  philosophic 
theory  has  been  constructed,  the 
more  will  the  devout  mind  become 
impressed  with  the  conviction  that 
it  IS  the  emotional  fervour  of  the 
youthful  faith,  rather  than  the 
scholastic  precision  of  the  later 
dogma,  that  bears  the  impress  of 
the  spirit  of  truth. 
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INDIAN    ANOMALIES 

Continued  from  page  533. 


Thb  tliree  great  wants  of  modem 
India  are  Water,  Cheap  Carriage, 
and  Capital.  With  regard  to  the 
last  we  mean  rather  the  investment 
of  Capital ;  for  there  is  plenty  of 
money  in  the  coimtry,  for  the  most 
part  hoarded  or  uselessly  locked 
up— impoverishing  instead  of  en- 
riching and  developing  the  mani- 
fold resources  of  the  coimtry.  But 
there  are  tens  of  millions  sterling 
lying  very  nearly  as  idle  in  Eng- 
land at  present,  bringing  in  some 
two  or  three  per  cent,  to  the  capi- 
talist, which  might  be  producing 
wealth  and  prosperity  in  India,  with 
a  return  of  a  minimum  of  twelve 
or  thirteen  per  cent,  on  the  money 
invested.  And  this,  not  in  specula- 
tion or  anything  resembling  it,  but 
in  the  simplest  and  most  ordinary 
operations  of  trade  or  industry. 
Indeed,  the  average  rate  of  dis- 
coimt  of  the  BaiS:  of  Bengal  is 
from  ten  to  twelve  per  cent,,  and  the 
latter  is  the  rate  usually  adopted 
throughout  India  as  the  minimum 
interest  payable  on  debts,  loans, 
and  bonds,  and  amoimting,  as  it 
does,  to  exactly  one  rupee  per 
centum  per  mensem — all  Indian 
accounts  being  calculated  monthly, 
— it  is  the  accepted  ordinary  Indian 
rate  of  interest.  The  native  money- 
lenders sometimes  take  as  much  as 
seventy-two  per  cent,  on  loans  to 
cultivators  in  distress,  and  every 
native  is  more  or  less  in  the  hands 
of  the  village  banker,  who  rarely 
lets  him  off  under  twenty-four  per 


cent, — and  this  on  what  may  be 
called  landed  security!  Now  the 
reason  why,  in  a  country  which 
offer  so  many  advanta^s  to  the 
investor,  English  capitcd  is  not  at- 
tracted, and  native  capital  is  not 
invested,  is  one  of  the  few  Indian 
problems  which  admits  of  a  toler- 
ably certain  solution,  the  considera- 
tion of  which  is,  however,  foreign  to 
our  present  paper.  We  shall  here 
confine  ourselves  to  the  subject  of 
Indian  Famines,  and  the  more  im- 
mediately connected  questions  of 
water  supply  and  cheap  carriage, 
although  they  in  their  turn 
depend  a  good  deal  upon  the 
question  of  the  investment  of  capi- 
tal. Indeed,  one  thing  hangs  so 
much  upon  another,  and  every 
question  is  so  interwoven  wi& 
others,  that  it  is  hard  to  treat  any  one 
by  itself.  This  very  complexity 
makes  any  reform  more  difficult, 
and  alike  perplexes  and  discourages 
the  would-be  reformer.  The  red  not 
iron  as  well  as  the  sword  must  be 
wielded  before  the  Indian  hydra 
can  be  slain;  but  the  sabre  of 
English  public  opinion  is  but  a 
blunt  instrument  in  the  East,  even 
though  it  be  wielded  by  skilful 
hands ;  and  even  when  the  time 
comes  for  applying  the  red  hot 
iron,  we  fear  the  cold  water  which 
is  so  invariably  thrown  by  the 
India  Office  upon  every  movement 
or  even  inquiry  "from  without" 
will  render  even  the  labours  of 
lolas  of  no  avail. 
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Let  us  start,  however,  with  the 
want  of  water.  The  soil  of  the 
greater  part  of  India  is  extremely 
fertile,  and  the  sun  brings  up  the 
crops  in  a  way  we  have  no  idea  of 
in  Europe.  But  it  is  obvious  that 
to  counteract,  or  rather  to  assist 
this  ardent  heat,  a  great  amount 
of  moisture  is  necessary  to  the 
soil,  and  at  certain  times  of  the 
year  the  rain  falls  in  a  way  which 
would  astonish  an  Englishman,  or 
even  a  Scotchman,  almost  as  much 
as  does  the  Indian  sun,  which  is  a 
wonderfully  different  thing,  not 
only  from  what  Alphonse  Karr  calls 
cepdle  aoUil d^ jingteterre  qui  dclaireit 
tnaisquin^ichauffepaSf  but  even  from 
the  more  ardent  luminary  of  Italy 
or  Spain.  But  the  Indian  rain 
only  comes  down  periodically, 
and  with  long  and  often  fatal 
intervals  of  dry  weather,  and 
the  cultivated  land  throughout 
the  country  is  divided  into  two 
classes : — ^first,  that  which  depends 
entirelv  upon  the  natural  rain,  and 
secondly,  that  which  is  irrigated 
either  by  well  or  canal  water.  The 
latter  is,  of  course,  infinitely  more 
valuable  than  the  former.  In  fact, 
it  cannot  be  too  strongly  impressed 
upon  the  ordinary  English  reader 
tnat  water  in  India  means  wealth 
— anyone  who  has  ever  been  in 
the  East  knows  it  well  enough. 
The  numerous  allusions  in  the 
Scripture  to  the  joy  of  wells,  and 
rain,  and  water  generally,  would 
assist  stay-at-home  people  to 
realise  this;  but  how  few  look 
upon  the  Bible  as  a  real  record  of 
life  and  manners,  and  realise  that 
all  the  sacred  heroes  from  Abraham 
to  the  Apostles  were  dark-skinned 
Asiatics,  who  wore  turbans  and 
waist-cloths,  and  squatted  round 
their  cow  or  camel-dung  fires,  and 
talked  over  their  he-goats  and  she- 
asses,  their  wells  and  their  pieces 
of  silver,  and  only  did  not  smoke 
hookahs  because  they  lived  before 
the  time  of  Sir  Walter  Baleigh. 


Those  who  read  their  Bibles  in 
India,  understand,  or  at  all  events 
realise  it  much  better  than  those 
who  can  only  study  it  in  the  midst 
of  so  vastly  different  a  civilisation. 
To  return  to  Indian  land,  however, 
it  is  obvious  that  the  more  rainland 
that  can  be  converted  into  toater^ 
land — to  coin  two  barbarous  words 
for  the  benefit  of  those  people  who 
do  not  like  the  use  of  Indian  terms 
— ^the  greater  will  be  the  wealth 
and  the  prosperity  of  the  country 
at  all  times.  In  seasons  of  drought 
of  course  the  rainlands  are  abso- 
lutely worthless,  and  about  as 
likely  to  produce  a  crop  as  an  en- 
caustic tile,  while  the  waterlands 
are  as  fertile  as  ever.  If  all  the 
land  in  India  could  be  waterland, 
the  revenue  of  the  country  would 
probably  rise  from  £50,000,000 
a  year  to  £150,000,000,  and  if  any 
satisfactory  means  of  transport 
could  be  added,  the  loaf  which 
now  costs  sixpence  in  England 
would  cost  threepence.  If  one- 
tenth  of  the  area  of  India  coidd  be 
made  into  waterland,  and  cheap 
carriage  were  provided,  famines 
would  be  impossible.  Now  every- 
body in  India  knows  this,  and  yet 
our  statesmen  and  rulers  keep  on 
lamenting  the  want  of  rain,  the 
prevalence  of  famines,  and  the  loss 
of  life  and  land  revenue.  It  is 
really  pitiable  to  hear.  It  is  as  if 
in  Europe  people  deplored  the 
ravages  of  cnolera  while  neglect- 
ing me  most  elementary  rules  of 
sanitary  science.  It  is  worse,  for 
in  India  the  water  is  there,  but  we 
will  not  use  it,  and  because  it  does 
not  come  from  the  clouds  as  we 
choose  to  think  it  ought,  we  sit 
still  and  allow  famine  to  desolate 
the  country,  and  fold  our  hands 
and  collect  subscriptions  and  say 
we  have  done  all  we  can.  It  is  as 
if  a  man  suffered  himself  and  his 
children  to  die  in  the  midst  of 
plenty  because  the  bread  did  not 
come  from  the  accustomed  baker. 
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or  because  he  had  to  send  for  his 
meat  when  he  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  have  it  delivered  at  his 
door.  That  such  a  man  shoidd 
claim  our  B3rmpath7  woidd  seem 
sufficiently  absurd,  and  yet  this  is 
pre^ely  what  the  Indian  Govern- 
ment is  doing.  Indeed,  they  are 
doing  much  more.  They  are 
claiming  not  merely  our  sympathy 
but  our  admiration,  not  merely 
our  admiration  but  our  assistance. 
And  right  nobly  hajs  the  British 
public  responded  to  the  call. 

There  are  two  ways  of  con- 
verting rainland  into  waterland: 
the  one  by  sinldns^  wells,  and 
by  storing  in  tanks,  the  other 
by  cutting  canals.  The  former, 
of  course,  can  be  done  by  any  pro- 
prietor who  possesses  the  forty  or 
nfty  pounds  necessary  for  sinking 
a  proper  well,  and  a  pair  of  bul- 
locks to  turn  the  Persian  wheel 
which  draws  up  the  water  from 
below,  and  pours  it  into  the  little 
channels  which  distribute  it  over 
the  fields.  As  an  ordinary  well 
can  only  irrigate  properly  about 
ten  acres  of  land,  and  as  there  is 
a  constant  expense  in  the  keep 
of  the  bullocks,  and  in  the  occa- 
sional purchase  of  new  ones,  in 
the  repair  of  the  gear  of  the  Persian 
wheel,  and  in  other  things,  it  is 
somewhat  an  expensive  proceeding. 
In  some  places  also  the  water  is 
not  near  enough  to  the  surface  to 
permit  of  a  well  being  properly 
worked.  The  second  mode  consists 
in  digging  a  canal  through  the 
tract  of  country  to  be  watered, 
drawing  the  water  from  some  river 
or  natural  watercourse,  and  dis- 
tributing it  over  the  land  by  means 
of  a  network  of  smaller  channels 
and  gutters.  Such  works  must,  of 
course,  be  very  comprehensive  in 
character,  and  cannot  be  under- 
taken by  individuals,  who,  if  they 
cannot  persuade  Government  to 
cut  a  canal  for  them,  must  sink  as 
many  separate  wells  as  they  can 


afford,  and  depend  upon  the  rain^ 
that  is,  upon  chance,  for  the  rest 
Any    large    company,     however, 
which  should  receive  from  Q-ovem- 
ment  the  necessary  powers  as  to 
purchasing  land  and  selling  water,, 
could    profitably  imdertake  such 
works.  The  works  must  of  course  be 
properly  executed,  and    properly 
managed,  and  then  the  difference 
in  value  of  the  waterland  oyer  the 
rainland  is  so  great  that  the  culti- 
vators can  pay  for  the  canal  water 
at  a  rate  which  is  not  only  highly 
remunerative  to  the  proprietors  of 
the  canal  but  highly  profitable  to 
themselves.  But  the  Indian  GK>v6m« 
ment,  as  we  shall  see  hereafter, 
not  only  does  not  encourage  private 
enterprise,  it  discourages  it,  it  op- 
poses it,  and  successfully  crushes 
it.     With  an  autocratic  Govern- 
ment, in  an  Oriental  community, 
nothing  can  succeed,  nothing  can 
even  exist  but  by  the  favour  of  the 
State.     The  Commissioner  of  any 
division  in  India  would  only  have 
to  express  himself  opposed  to  any 
private  enterprise,  or  manufacture, 
or   work  of  any  kind  which  was 
about  to    be    undertaken   in  his 
jurisdiction,  and  no  native  would 
be  found  to  work  for  the  obnoxious 
outsider,   whose  c€uial  would  re- 
main   undug,    his    mill    without 
hands,  or  his  field  without  culti- 
vators.    Indeed,  were  it  not  in  the 
immediate    neighbourhood    of    a 
railway,  his  goods,  his  very  per- 
sonal luggage  would  remain  with- 
out porters,  and  he  would  at  length 
have  to  apply  to  the  triumphant 
official  for  the  means  of  beating  a 
respectable  retreat.    We  are' not, 
of  course,  speaking  of  the  Presi- 
dency towns,    nor    even  of  large 
inland  centres,  such  as  Allahabad 
or  Lahore,   but  in  ordinary  dis- 
tricts the  Government  official  can 
and  will  brpok  no  rivalry,  and  the 
presence  of  a  rich  and  prosperous 
independent  white  man,  especially 
if  he    was    engaged  in  business 
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which  brought  him  much  in  con- 
tact with  the  people,  would  be  gall 
and  wormwood  to  the  official  soid. 
**  Two  stars  keep  not  their  motion 
in  one  sphere/'  and  it  is  easier  as 
well  as  pleasanter  to  reign,  alone. 
The  "lidian  Civil  servant,"  in- 
deed, is  accustomed  to  consider 
the  few  hundred  or  thousand 
square  miles  of  country  which  he 
is  appointed  to  administer  as  much 
his  own  peculiar  property  as  the 
most  jealous  and  ri^d  game  pre- 
server  among  Enghsh  squires  re- 
gards his  j^B,rk  or  his  coverts ;  and  a 
**  Manchester  man  "  might  just  as 
well  propose  to  himself  to  erect  a 
mill  in  Clumber  or  Tatton,  as  an 
English  capitalist  to  do  so  within 
an  ildca  of  Mr.  Hall,  Commissioner 
or  Collector  of  FutUhhadpore,  A 
Gre<!ian  ruler  thought  it  a  good 
system  of  government  to  cut  off 
the  heads  of  all  the  tallest  poppies, 
but  the  modem  Anglo-Indian 
despot  allows  no  taller  vegetation 
to  spring  in  his  garden  than  the 
soft  grass,  upon  which  he  walks. 

So  it  comes  to  pass  that  under 
existing  circumstances  the  canals 
must  be  dug  by  Government. 
Under  any  circumstances  their  con- 
structors must  have  means  at  their 
command  which  no  private  com- 
pany could  secure  or  expect,  and 
the  works  being  of  great  national 
importance  are  pre-eminently  fitted 
to  be  undertaken  by  the  State. 
Again,  the  return,  both  directly 
in  the  shape  of  water-rate,  and 
indirectly  in  the  shape  of  increased 
cultivation  and  increased  fertility 
of  the  soil  cultivated,  and  conse- 
quently increased  land  revenue,  is 
of  great  importance  to  Indian 
finances,  which  are  never  very 
satisfactory,  and  which  are  only 
kept  up  at  present  by  such  odious 
expedients  as  the  opium  traffic  and 
the  salt  tax.  Yet,  for  some  inex- 
plicable reason,  the  Indian  Govern- 
ment do  not  see  fit  to  undertake 
irrigation    works.      They    prefer 


spending  the  people's  money  upon 
education.  And  as,  when  people 
have  made  up  their  minds  to  a 
certain  course  of  action,  they  can 
always  find  plenty  of  arguments  to 

?irove  that  it  is  the  rifi^ht  one,  the 
ndian  Government  nave  chosen 
to  proclaim  that  however  valuable 
canals  may  be  to  the  country,  they 
do  not  pay,  and  that  accordingly 
they  are  not  justified  in  spending 
money  on  unremunerative  public 
works.     It  is  only  necessary  to 
quote  from  the  official  Blue  Books 
to  shew  the  fallacy — ^the  falsehood 
of  this  extraordinary    statement, 
and  we  shall   give    statistics  on 
this  official  authority  to  shew  that 
while  some  of  the  irrigation  worka 
in  India  pay  direotly  as  much  as 
40  and  even    86   per  cent,     per 
annum,  the  average  of  the  retujus 
on  all  tlie  irrigation  works  in  India 
put  together,  successful  and  un- 
successful,  is  14  per  cent,,  a  rate 
of  interest  which  English  people 
are  not  in  the  habit  of  thinking  so 
much  to  be  despised.    Yet,  pi^y 
for  the  sake  of    shewing  that  we 
do  not  shrink  from  either  learning 
or  publishing  the  views  and  state- 
ments of  those  who  take  a  different 
view  of  this  matter,  and  partly 
with  the  view  of  exhibiting  how 
strangely   the    official   mind  can 
bring  itself  to  see  just  what  it 
likes,     and    just     in    the     light 
in  which  it  chooses,  we  will  quote 
from  a  speech  delivered  by  Lord 
Salisbury,   as  Secretary  of  State 
for  India,  at  Manchester,  at  the 
latter  end  of  the  year  1874,  in 
which  he  expressed  himself  de- 
cidedly opposed  to  the  extension 
of  canal  irrigation  in  India : — 

"  We  can  scarcely  be  said  to  have 
a  genuine  iDstance  of  financial  sncoesfl. 
The  irrigation  projects  that  have  been 
carried  out,  if  they  had  for  their  basis 
the  former  works  of  their  native 
rulers,  have  in  very  many  instanoea 
been  a  financial  success,  but  then,  of 
course,  that  favourable  appearance  of 
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the  account  has  been  obtained  by  the 
former  expenditure  of  natiye  rulers  ; 
but  in  those  cases  where  we  began 
the  projects  of  irrigation  for  our- 
selves, we  have  not  yet  reached,  I  be- 
lieve, in  any  one  instance,  the  desired 
result  of  a  clean  balance-sheet." 

It  only  requires  the  official 
figures  to  be  quoted  in  one  instance 
to  shew  the  amount  of  reliance  to 
be  placed  on  this  official  statement. 

The  Godavery  works  are  entirely 
new,  and  in  no  way  based  upon 
any  old  native  canals.  These 
works  cost  £700,000.  The  annual 
profit  in  water-raves  alone  amounts 
to  £180,000,  and  the  increased 
rerenue  of  the  district  is  £350,000! 
The  Jumna  and  the  Cauvery  Irri- 
^tion  Canals  are  the  only  works 
in  India  of  any  importance  or 
magnitude  that  have  been  based 
upon  old  native  works. 

Now '  the  direct  return  to  the 
Treasury  has  been  sufficiently 
varied  in  the  case  of  Indian  canals 
to  induce  any  statesman  to  pause 
before  including  them  all  in  the 
same  category,  whether  for  praise 
or  blame.  The  Tanjore  works 
pay  about  cent,  per  cent,  on  the 
outlay  ;  the  Ganges  Canal  3  J  per 
cent.  This  last,  however,  is  the 
only  important  irrigation  enter- 
prise which  is  at  the  present  time 
paying  directly  less  than  four  per 
cent.,  and  consequently  not  paying 
the  interest  on  capital.  But  i 
per  cent,  on  £3,750,000,  which wae 
about  the  cost  of  the  Ganges  Canal, 
amounts  to  only  £28,000  a-year, 
while  the  value  of  the  increased 
produce  of  the  land  is  estimated 
at  £1,250,000  per  annum.  The 
Sone  works,  only  justbegim,  were 
last  year  available  for  watering 
a  tract  of  160,000  acres,  which 
produced  a  crop  valued  at  over 
naif  a  million  pounds  sterling  in 
the  midst  of  a  country  desolated 
by  drought,  and  consequently  by 
famine.  And  yet  in  all  the  ofdcial 
reports  on  the  famine,  no  mention 


is  made  of  these  oases  of  life  and 
plenty,  which  could  be  indefinitely 
midtiplied  all  over  India  by  the 
cutting  of  a  few  canals.  It  will 
scarcely  be  believed — so  carefully 
has  it  been  kept  out  of  view  by  the 
Madras  Government — that  ^ere 
are  at  this  moment,  and  have  been 
throughout  the  last  year,  four  dis- 
tricts  in  the  very  midst  of  the 
famine  which  are  not  only  them- 
selves abundantly  provided  with 
food,  but  have  been  actually  selling 
their  surplus  to  their  starving  neigh- 
bours. In  Tanjore,  in  Kistnah,  in 
Kumool,  and  in  the  Godavery  dis- 
trict  there  are  irrigation  works, 
and  there  is  no  famine.  In  these 
four  districts  2,000,000  English 
acres  are  irrigated,  producing 
about  1,200,000  tons  of  food.  In 
Kumool  alone,  under  the  Madras 
companies'  works,  84,000,000lb8. 
of  human  food  were  produced  last 
year,  as  well  as  fodder  for  the 
cattle,  while  all  the  surroundinff- 
country  is  absolutely  desert,  and 
the  people  and  the  cattle  alike 
dying  of  starvation.  What  would 
be  the  proportions  of  the  '*  Madras 
Famine "  if  these  four  districts- 
were  not  irrigated  ?  What  chance 
of  a  "Madras  Famine"  would 
there  have  been  had  every  district 
in  the  Presidency  been  irrigated 
like  part  of  Kumool^ 

The  candid  reader  will  be  tempted 
to  ask.  How  in  the  face  of  these 
facts  can  there  be  any  further  doubt 
upon  the  question  ?  Why  are  irri- 
gation works  not  pressed  on  in 
every  district  in  India?  But  he 
little  knows  the  character  of 
Indian  administration.  Its  waya 
are  indeed  past  finding  out,  nor 
can  we  pretend  that  any  ex- 
planation we  can  offer  will  appear 
at  aU  adequate.  The  Gx>vem- 
ment  dislikes  canals  princi- 
pally b^ause,  being  the  most 
serviceable  and  economical  means 
of  transport  possible,  they  may 
injure  the  railways  by  their  oom- 
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petition,  and  it  is  considered  essen- 
tial to  the  Indian  Budget  that 
railways  should  pay,  which  they  do 
not.  Eailway  infiuence  is  very 
strong  both  in  London  and  Calcutta, 
and  these  so-called  statesmen  either 
forget  or  ignore  that  were  the  pro- 
ductive power  of  the  soil  of  India 
tripled,  and  the  cost  of  carriage  of 
produce  from  the  field  to  the  coast 
reduced  to  about  a  twentieth 
of  what  it  is  now,  the  increased 
prosperity  of  the  country  would 
enable  it  to  pay  a  much  larger 
railway  deficit  than  is  done  at 
present,  and  that,  indeed,  the 
richer  and  more  prosperous  the 
country,  the  more  likely  are  the 
railways  to  pay.  But  Indian  states- 
men are  small-minded  beings,  as 
is  natural  from  the  training  they 
have  received.  Statesmanship  is  not 
learned  by  years  of  subordinate  em- 
ployment, and  administrators  are 
not  made  of  office  clerks.  All  minis- 
ters cannot  expect  to  be  **  heaven- 
bom,"  like  Pitt,  but  a  life  of 
independence  and  of  responsibility 
is  the  best  training  for  a  statesman. 
The  system  of  the  servants'  hall 
is  not  the  best  for  governors  and 
councillors.  The  steward's  room 
boy  developes  gradually  and  satis- 
factorily through  the  various  grades 
of  page,  footman,  under-butler,  and 
butler,  till  perhaps  he  attains  the 
eminence  of  house  steward,  and  then 
he  is  no  doubt  a  better  head  servant 
for  his  experiences  of  the  jacket 
and  the  coatee;  but  the  competition 
wallah,  who  has  spent  his  youth  at 
a  crammer's  in  England,  and  his 
early  manhood  in  writing  official 
letters,  and  being  kept  at  a  distance 
by  his  seniors  in  the  service;  in 
searching  for  minute  errors  in  the 
accounts  or  conduct  of  those  who 
are  still  junior  to  himself,  and  on 
the  watch  day  by  day  for  a  slight 
increase  of  pay  or  position  ob- 
tainable from  those  who  are  in 
authority  over  him,  has  a  poor 
chance  of  developing  into  a  great 


finance  minister  or  a  man  of 
large  and  comprehensive  views 
on  great  subjects,  nor  does  he 
ever  do  so.  Lord  Lawrence,  who 
knew  India  perhaps  better  than 
any  Englishman  in  the  country^ 
who  had  immense  experience  of 
every  department,  who  had  saved 
the  Punjab  during  the  Mutiny , 
who  was  clever,  conscientious,hard- 
working,  who  spoke  the  language 
and  understood  the  people,  made 
a  very  bad  Governor-General. 
Lord  Mayo,  who  had  passed  his 
life  in  breeding  horses  and  hunt- 
ing foxes,  and  making  himself 
popular  in  Ireland,  was  a  very 
good  one.  Lord  Lytton,  who  is  a 
poet  and  a  courtier,  bids  fair 
to  do  very  well,  thoueh  his  lot 
has  fallen  in  very  troublous  times, 
and  we  doubt  whether  before  he 
left  Lisbon  he  knew  the  difference 
between  a  palanquin  Und  a 
pagoda. 

But  we  beg  pardon  for  this  di- 
gression, and  must  return  to  Irri- 
gation. The  officials  dislike  the 
canals  partly  because  the  Govern- 
ment views  them  with  disfavour. 
Indeed,  this  alone  would  be  reason 
enough.  An  Indian  civilian's  career 
is  a  career  of  gradual  advancement, 
of  yearly,  monthly,  almost  weekly 
advancement ;  everybody  is  always 
'*  acting"  for  some  one  else  in  a 
higher  grade,  or  ** officiating"  as 
something  a  little  better  than  him- 
self, or  being  transferred  from  one 
station  or  one  department  to 
another.  Men  are  going  on  leave 
or  retiring  every  day,  and  there  is 
a  constant  stream  of  promotion, 
temporary  or  permanent,  going  on 
in  the  service,  which  goes  by 
«  seniority,  tempered  by  selec- 
tion." This  selection  depends 
upon  the  absolute  will  of  the 
man  in  power.  Governor,  head  of 
department,  commissioner,  or  de- 
puty-commissioner; and  he  natu- 
rally prefers  those  who  share  or 
admire  his  opinions,  and  endeavour 
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to  carry  out  his  wishes.  AQovemor- 
General  who   dislikes  canals   ap- 
points a  Lieutenant-Governor  who 
18  equally  opposed  to  them ;  the  men 
whom  he  appoints  as  commissioners 
share  his  opinions,  and  the  deputy- 
conmiissioners  those  of  the  commis- 
sioners, and  so  on  through  every 
subordinate    grade    to    the    very 
Peon  who  delivers  the  letters,  and 
who  tells  his  friends,  the  cultivators, 
that  they  cannot  do  better  to  secure 
the  favour  of  the  Burra  Sahib,  or 
g^eat  man,  than  by  saying   that 
they  do  not  want  water !     One  of 
the  oldest  men  in  the  Civil  Service 
of  the  North  West  Provinces,  who 
is  rapidlv  becoming  one  of   the 
seniors    in  the    Commission,   has 
been  kept  for  years  in  a  compara- 
tively subordinate  position  because 
he  is    considered    somewhat    too 
independent-minded  by  the  higher 
powers,  and   has  been    heard  to 
express  his  opinion  that  in  some 
points  and    on    certain  occasions 
the  administration  of  the   North- 
West  Provinces,    and    indeed    of 
India,  is  not  quite  perfect.     But 
there  is  yet  another  reason  why 
the  Indian  official  dislikes  canals. 
The    works    disturb    his   district. 
Nothing  he  hates  so  much  as  an 
Imperium  in  Imperio,     The  canal 
engineer  and  canal  officers  are  not 
exactly  under  his  control.     They 
have  powers  which  take  off,   to 
some   extent,   from  the   absolute 
nature  of  his  authority  in  the  dis- 
trict.  If  he  wants  workmen,  he  is 
told  they  are  at  work  on  the  canal! 
If  he  wants  to  see  the  head  man 
of  a  certain  village,  he  is  told  he  is 
with  the  canal  officer !     And  then 
the  great  assemblage  of  workmen 
probably  increases  the  crime  of  his 
district,  and  his  **  averages  "  are 
thrown    out.      And    perhaps    an 
extra  police  constable  or  two  are 
wanted,  or  said  to  be  wanted.  And 
there  are  sure  to  be  half  a  score 
of  disputes   about  the  rights   of 
different  people  to  the  land  which 


is  to  be  taken  for  the  canal  itself; 
and  perhaps  the  head  canal  officer's 
wife,  who  was  a  doctor's  daughter, 
may,  by  virtue  of  "Q.  G.  O.  No. 
25872,"  be  entitled  to  precedence 
over  his  lady,  although  she  was 
the  lawfully  beeotten  child  of  a 
Bengal  civilian.  In  fine,  he  is  snre 
to  be  a  greater  man  if  he  is  let 
alone,  so  he  does  his  best  to  keep 
**  interlopers  "  out  of  his  district ; 
and  he  generally  succeeds.  He 
may  honestly  believe  that  his 
particular  district  may  not  be 
especially  in  need  of  a  constant 
water  supply ;  he  can  recall  many 
years  of  abundant  rain  and  good 
crops;  he  perhaps  thinks  the 
people  are  as  rich  as  they  ought 
to  be  for  their  own  happiness,  and 
that  increased  wealth  would  only 
lead  to  more  crime,  and  more  liti- 

fation,  which  would  give  every- 
ody — ^himself  included — a  great 
deal  of  trouble,  and  he  neither 
knows  nor  cares  anything  abeut 
the  general  wants  of  the  coxintiy 
at  large.  He  has  quite  enough  to 
do — ^in  some  cases  too  much — ^in 
his  own  district.  So  much  to  do, 
indeed,  has  he  that  in  many  in- 
stances he  does  not  know  that  the 
people  are  starving,  until  they  die — 
and  bring  their  unhappy  condition 
to  his  notice  by  spoiling  his 
averages. 

An  intelligent  native  once  said 
to  the  writer  in  speaking  of  the 
subject  of  a  comprehensive  system 
of  canal  irrigation — "These 
works  will  make  the  people  rich, 
and  then  the  Sahibs  Tml  perhaps 
not  be  able  to  manage  them 
so  easily ! " 

We  frankly  admit  that  even  all 
this  is  apparently  but  a  very  poor 
explanation  of  the  fact  that,  consi- 
dering the  immense  importance  of 
turning,  as  much  as  possible  of  the 
rainland  of  India  into  waterlaad ; 
the  profit,  both  direct  and  indirect, 
which  must  accrue  both  to  the  peo- 
ple and  the  Government  (whose 
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interests,  by  the  way,  ought  to  be 
identical) ;  and  the  terrible  results 
which  must  and  do  flow  from  our 
disregard  of  experience  and  even 
of  common  sense  in  wasting  the 
water  which  flows  so  abundantly 
along  the  great  Indian  streams  and 
rivers, — ^yet  that  the  power  of  the 
Government  and  the  officialism  of 
the  country  are  directed  to  the  ob- 
struction rather  than  the  encou- 
ragement of  irrigation  works.  The 
fact  remains,  and  we  would  gladly 
learn  any  fuller  explanation. 
Speaking  of  the  irrigation  works 
themselves,  especially  in  reference 
to  the  present  famine,  Sir  Arthur 
Cotton  says : — 

'^  All  these  things  have  been  preased 
upon  the  authorities  times  without 
number,  in  every  possible  way,  but 
all  in  vain,  and  now  the  only  alter- 
native is  to  conceal  them  from  the 
public.  In  the  Godavery  district  there 
are  some  700,000  acres  under  irriga- 
tion, producing,  at  present  prices, 
grain  worth  £4,000,0d0  sterling  ;  and 
this  is  the  very  district  in  which 
there  was  such  a  terrible  famine  forty 
years  ago,  and  which  was  in  such  a 
terrible  state  some  years  after  that  a 
Special  Commissioner  had  to  be  sent 
to  investigate  the  case/' 

K  any  one  has  a  right  to  speak 
with  authority  on  Madras  irriga- 
tion, it  is  Sir  Arthur  Cotton,  to 
whose  ill-appreciated  exertions  are 
due  the  success,  if  not  indeed  the 
very  existence,  of  those  g^eat 
works  which  are  saving  the  whole 
of  the  Madras  Presidency  from 
becoming  as  naked  as  the  centre 
of  Australia,  and  which  are  per- 
sistently ignored  by  the  Madras 
officials,  who  are  claiming  our 
admiration,  as  well  as  our  sym- 
pathy and  our  contributions.  One 
of  these  gentlemen  wrote  to  the 
Times  not  very  long  ago,  and 
congratulated  himself  and  his 
fellows  that  whatever  the  result 
of  the  famine  might  be — however 
great  the  loss  of  life,  the  Madras 


officials  had  at  least  done  all  that 
was  humanly  possible,  and  could 
contemplate  any  amount  of  mor- 
tality as  the  act  of  God,  against 
which  no  one  could  fight.  They 
had  done  their  duty,  and  were 
satisfied.  This  is  rather  a  medi- 
aeval way  of  looking  at  things, 
and  clearly  shews  that  if  ten  years 
henee  there  should  again  be  a 
deficiency  of  rain  in  Southern 
India,  Madras  officialism  can  look 
forward  to  no  other  residt  than 
another  famine  just  as  severe  as 
this  one,  and  would  still  plume 
itself  upon  having  done  all  that 
was  humanly  possible.  Is  England 
going  to  bear  with  this?  Is  not 
the  Madrassi  a  man  and  a  brother, 
and  even  a  fellow  subject?  And 
has  not  every  village  and  every 
congregation  in  Great  Britain 
shewn  its  S3rmpathy  and  its  in- 
terest in  his  condition  by  join- 
ing in  one  of  the  most  munifi- 
cent and  magnificent  exhibitions 
of  national  charity  that  the  world 
has  ever  known  ? 

But  something  more  than  this  is 
wanted.  The  power  of  money  de- 
pends as  much  upon  when  it  is  given 
as  upon  the  amount.  A  sovereign 
at  Uie  right  time  may  save  an 
artisan's  tools  from  the  pawnshop, 
and  their  owner  from  want  and 
penal  servitude,  after  which  hun- 
dreds of  pounds  may  never ''  make 
a  man  of  him"  again.  So  in  Madras. 
Half  a  million  of  money  would 
have  irrigated  250,000  acres,  and 
produced  food  enough  to  have  fed 
over  half  a  million  of  people  for  a 
whole  year.  But  it  is  said  the 
Madras  Famine  will  cost,  before  it 
is  over,  £16,000,000.  The  Bengal 
Famine,  a  year  or  two  ago,  cost 
nearly  £7,000,000.  How  many 
acres  of  land  would  this  two  and 
twenty  millions  of  pounds  sterling 
have  converted  from  possible  de- 
sert into  permanent  oasis?  And 
how  many  tens  of  thousands,  nay, 
how  many  hundreds  of  thousands 
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of  our  dead  and  dying  fellow  sub- 
j  ects  would  be  now  living  in  prospe- 
rity and  in  plenty  ?   And  are  these 
things  not  worthy  of  an  English- 
man's attention  ?  And  have  we  more 
sympathy  with  the  sublime  self- 
satisfaction  of  Madras  officialism, 
or  the  silent  suffering  and  starva- 
tion of  the  patient  millions  who  are 
dying  of  official  obstruction,  dying 
on  their  parched  fields,  while  God's 
mighty    rivers     are     everywhere 
throughout    the    country    rolling 
down  their  golden  tide— -dying  of 
drought,  while  tens  of  millions  of 
gallons  of  the  water  that  would 
save  them  are  nmning  away  into 
the  sea  ?    If  a  single  tramp  die  of 
hunger  in  England,  which  happens, 
perhaps,  once    or    twice  a  year, 
there  is  a  general  outcry  against 
the  Poor  Law  authorities  and  a 
howl  about  Bumbledom.    And  yet 
our  dark-skinned  brethren,  loyal 
subjects   of  Her    Most    Gracious 
Majesty  the  Queen-Empress  every 
one  of  them,  have  been  dying  in 
hundreds  of  thousands  on  account 
of  Anglo-Indian  Bumbledom — of 
official  Bumbledom  in  high  places. 
And    yet    we    have,    if  possible, 
greater  obligations  to  care  for  our 
Madrassi  siibjects  than  for  those 
who  tread  the   soi)    of    England 
itself.    Every  Englishman  is,  more 
or  less,  independent,  and  more  or 
less  able  to  take  care  of  himself. 
And  if  he  is  in  any  trouble,  he  is 
sure    to  find  hundreds  to  assist 
him.  Above  all,  if  he  is  oppressed 
he  is  sure  to  find  thousands  to  aid 
and  protect  him.     But  the  poor 
Madrassi  looks  to  no  one  but  Go- 
vernment.    He    has    no    idea   of 
taking  care  of  himseK,  except  by 
the  favour    of    the    all-powerful 
Sircar,     He  has  no  native  aristo- 
cracy to  whom  he  can  apply  for 
aid  and  counsel.     He  is  peaceable 
and  law-abiding.     He  does  what 
he  is  told,  and  asks  no  questions. 
And  he  is  all  this  chiefly  that  the 
Government  may  govern  him  the 


more  easily.  And  easily  indeed 
he  is  governed.  And  it  is  only 
fair  that  he  should  be  kept  alive. 
He  is  exactly  like  a  child.  All  the 
knowledge,  all  the  skill,  all  the 
experience,  above  all,  all  the  fore- 
thought, is  presumed  to  be  on  the 
side  of  the  parent — ^the  Gt)Tem- 
ment.  The  parent  says.  Obey  me 
fearlessly,  and  you  will  be  safe. 
The  Maditussi  obeys  as  implicitly  as 
the  niost  amenable  child,  and  it  is 
not  too  much  to  ask  that  his  parent 
shoidd  see  that  he  does  not  die  of 
starvation.  And  for  the  parent 
who  is  remarkably  well  fed  to  say 
to  the  grandparents  at  home, 
**  See  how  well  I  am  behaving,"  is 
a  little  more  than  the  patience  of 
any  one  aware  of  the  facts  may 
find  it  easy  to  bear. 

But  irrigation  is  not  the  only  want 
of  India,  nor  is  irrigation  the  only 
advantage  to  be  derived  from  the 
cutting  of  a  system  of  canals.  Cheap 
carriage  is  second  only  in  import- 
ance to  water,  for  while  the  latter 
is  required  to  produce  food,  the 
former  is  necessary  to  distribute 
it.  and  in  a  country  where  there 
are  few  or  no  roads  and  where  the 
distances  are  immense,  cheap  car- 
riage must  increase  the  prosperity 
of  the  coimtry  at  all  times,  and  may 
avert  a  calamity  at  a  crisis.  Were 
the  entire  wheat  crop  of  England 
to  fail  in  any  one  year  there  would 
be  nothing  like  a  famine.  The 
farmer  would  suffer  rather  than 
the  consumer  ;  more  wheat  would 
be  imported,  and  we  should  pay  a 
trifle  more  for  the  4lb.  loaf.  Ajid 
this  is  chiefly  because  we  have  in 
England  water  carriage  to  Kussia, 
to  Spain,  to  the  United  States — 
the  great  corn-producing  countries 
of  the  world.  India,  indeed,  is  as 
great  or  greater  than  any  of  them, 
and  when  we  have  water  commu- 
nication beyond  Bombay  or  Cal- 
cutta, or  Kurrachee,  India  will 
contribute  more  than  any  other 
country    to    the      grain     supply 
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of  England.  We  explained  in 
a  former  number,  wnen  treat- 
ing of  Indian  railways,  that 
cheap  carriage  and  not  rapid  car- 
riage was  what  India  wanted;  and 
it  is  estimated  that  canal  boats  can 
carry  grain  at  the  rate  of  one- 
twentieth  of  a  penny  per  ton  per 
mile,  instead  of  one-tnird  of  a 
penny,  which  is  the  least  rate  at 
which  the  railways  carry  it.  At 
canal  rates,  wheat  grown  in  the 
Nerbudda  Valley  or  in  the  North 
West  Provinces  could  be  sent  to 
London  at  a  price  which  would 
<jonsiderably  undersell  the  Eussian 
and  Spanish  markets,  and  enrich 
India  to  an  extent  which,  as  it 
would  be  daily  increasing,  it  is 
difficult  to  estimate.  The  natives 
would,  of  course,  be  able  to  pay  more 
in  the  way  of  land  revenue,  and 
filso,  finding  themselves  in  the  posi- 
tion of  having  a  little  ready  money, 
they  would  become  consumers  and 
importers  of  English  goods,  and  so 
increase  the  prosperity  of  the  mother 
country.  It  really  seems  scarcely 
necessary  to  argue  the  point. 
Here  we  have  some  parts  of  a  vast 
continent  growing  more  grain 
than  it  can  consume,  and  able  to 
grow  a  great  deal  more.  We 
have  other  parts  growing  little  or 
none.  We  have  all  liable,  at 
different  times,  in  their  natural 
and  undeveloped  condition,  to 
famines.  We  have  grain  in  India 
selling  for  pence  which  is  worth 
shillings  in  England,  and  the 
mother  country  depending  for  her 
supplies  of  the  most  important 
article  of  food  on  the  friendship  of 
foreign  countries.  And  we  know 
that  the  exceedingly  low  rate  at 
which  goods  can  be  carried  by 
canal — in  all  countries,  but  espe- 
cially in  India — would  enable  the 
^rain  to  be  taken  from  where  it  is 
plenty  to  where  it  is  scarce,  from 
where  it  is  cheap  to  where  it  is 
dear,  to  the  manifest  advantage  of 
both  producer  and  consumer.    It 


would  be  thought  that  knowing  all 
this,  canals  woidd  instantly  be  cut 
all  over  India,  and  especially  to  con- 
nect seaport  towns  with  the  in- 
terior ;  and  this,  even  if  the  canaL* 
coTild  serve  no  other  purpose  than 
that  of  carrying  goods.  And  yet 
the  fact  remains  that  although  the 
canals  serve  the  double  purpose 
of  irrigation  and  cheap  carriage 
they  are  not  constructed  by  Govern- 
ment. But  more  than  this,  in 
some  cases  where  the  pressure 
upon  Government  has  been  so 
s^ong  that  they  have  been  almost 
obliged  to  construct  irrigation 
works,  they  have  had  them  exe- 
cuted in  such  a  way  as  to  preclude 
the  possibility  of  their  being  used 
as  means  of  transport.  Sometimes 
*  they  are  made  too  shallow,  some- 
times gaps  are  left,  involving 
unshipment,  re-loading,  carting, 
unloading,  and  re-shipment,  and 
practically  stopping  all  traffic. 
We  can  scarcely  hope  to  be 
believed,  and  yet  we  are  speak- 
ing within  the  mark.  Abimdant 
instances  are  not  wanting.  All 
that  is  needed  is  inquiry ;  but  up 
to  the  present  day  no  one  has  carea 
about  Indian  affairs,  and  inquinr 
has  been  only  too  easily  stiflea. 
The  Madras  Famine  has  given  a 
shock  to  people's  minds ;  and  we 
trust  that  that  calamity  may  be 
turned  into  a  blessing  for  Lidia 
by  inaugurating  a  new  order  of 
things. 

We  have  all  along  argued  on  the 
assumption  that  all  traffic  on  canals 
must  necessarily  be  very  slow,  and 
indeed  in  many  other  particulars 
we  have  purposely  understated  the 
case.  But  as  a  matter  of  fact, 
communication  by  canal  can  be 
made  almost,  if  not  quite,  as  rapid 
as  that  by  the  present  TndiATi 
railways.  Without  introducing 
the  celebrated  Government  line  on 
which  the  trains  used  to  go  nine 
miles  an  hour,  fifteen  miles  an 
hour  is  about  the  ordinary  speed 
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of  ordinary  Indian  trains,  and  they 
very  rarely  go  faster  than  twenty 
miles  an  honr.  Now  steamers  can 
be  constructed  to  go  quite  as  fast  as 
this,  and  while  a  speed  of  twenty- 
four  miles  an  hour  has  been  in 
one  instance  attained,  by  a 
steamer  on  the  Lake  of  Geneva, 
twenty  miles  an  hour  is  abundantly 
practicable.  In  the  case  of  a 
canal  on  which  there  was  much 
traffic  it  might  not  be  safe  to  run 
at  all  times  quite  as  fast  even  as 
this ;  but  fifteen  miles  an  hour,  or 
about  the  speed  of  an  ordinary 
Indian  passenger  train,  could  be 
easily  and  safely  kept  up.  Goods, 
of  course,  might  be  carried  in 
steam-boats,  but  the  greatest  part 
of  the  heavy  traffic  of  the  coimtry 
would  be  done  by  ordinary  canal 
boats  drawn  by  horses  or  bullocks. 
However  slow  such  a  mode  of 
transit  may  be — say  sixty  miles  in 
the  twenty-four  hours,  or  a  trifle 
over  two  miles  an  hour,  — any  one 
who  has  much  experience  of 
Indian  railway  traffic  knows  that 
Indian  ^ods  trains  do  not  often 
deliver  weir  goods  much  quicker, 
and  very  frequently  much  more 
tardily  than  tlus. 

The  fast  passenger  traffic  would, 
of  course,  still  be  carried  by  the 
railways ;  and  perhaps  a  little 
wholesome  competition,  if  only 
that  of  a  canal  steamboat,  might 
prevent  through  express  trains 
stopping  eighteen  hours  at  a  junc- 
tion, as  is  me  case  in  one  instance, 
already  alluded  to,  on  one  of  the 
most  important  Indian  railways. 
But  this  competition  is  exactly 
what  the  Indian  Government  are 
afraid  of,  and  they  set  their  face 
against  canals,  not  because  they 
are  not  successful  enough,  but  be- 


cause they  may  be  too  successful; 
not  because  they  will  not  fertilise 
the  coimtry,  but  because  they  will 
also  distribute  the  produce. 

It  will  scarcely  be  believed  that 
the  entire    amount    of    TOods  on 
an    average     aver    the     whole    die- 
tanee  annually  carried  by  all  the 
Indian    railways     put      together 
is  only  180,000  tons,  and  this  in  a 
coimtry  lar^r  than  the  whole  of 
Europe  without  Kussia,  and  con* 
tainingover 250, 000,000 of  people.* 
It  is  also  difficult  to  believe  that 
the  cost  to  the  country  of  carrying 
this    wretched    fraction    of  what 
ou^ht  to  be  the  goods  traffic  of  all 
India  is  about  £4,500,000  sterling. 
But  it  is  certain  that  the  whole  could 
have  been  carried  even  in  steam- 
boats on  canals  for  less  than  half 
a  million.    This  would,  of  course, 
be    a    gain    to    the    country    of 
£4,000,000    per    annimi,    but    it 
would  l3e  to  some  extent,  no  doubt, 
a  loss  to  the  railway  companies, 
though  as  the  result  would  oe,  not 
the  carrying  of  180,000  tons  per 
annum,  at  a  cost  of  £500,000,  but 
probably  the  carrying  of  18,000,000 
at  a  cost  of  £5,000,000,  the  rail- 
ways would,  no  doubt,  come  in  for 
a  certain  share    of  the  increased 
traffic,  and  also  derive  new  profits 
from    the    larger    passenger  and 
fast  traffic  caused  by  the  increased 
prosperity  and  riches  of  the  oountiy. 
As  a  sample  of  what  is  going  on 
at  present,  let  us  take  the  case  of 
the    line    between    Calcutta    and 
Goalunda,  at  the  confluence  of  the 
Ganges    and    the    Burhamputra. 
The  example  will  be  a  good  one, 
because  Goalunda  being  only  one 
hundred   and  thirty    miles    from 
Calcutta,    the    coimtry    perfectly 
level,  and  the  whole  thing  bein^ 


*  Aocording  to  the  last  Blue  Book  the  entire  goods  traffic  on  the  Indian  lines  of 
railway  in  the  year  is  g^ven  as  1,100,000,000  tons  moved  one  mile.  Now  the  total 
length  of  the  Imes  open  is  6,300  miles.  The  position  in  the  text  is  based  on  tluM» 
fignreB. 
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under  the  very  eye  of  the  Supreme  the  traffic  goes  by  these  old  routes, 
Gk>Temineiity  and  tiie  traffic  ob-  taking  weefcs  on  the  way,  just  the^ 
viously  most  important,  we  should  same  as  if  there  were  no  railway ; 
expect  that  the  arrangements  and  the  total  cost  of  transit 
would  be  as  satisfactory  as  pos-  between  the  main  Ganges  and 
sible,  and  the  plea  that  the  matter  Calcutta  must  be  at  least  two 
had  escaped  the  notice  of  the  millions.  Now,  the  railway  has 
Gkxvemment,  or  was  not  of  suffi-  cost,  including  the  debt,  four 
cient  importiEuice  to  engage  their  millions ;  and  on  this  line  of  130 
attention,  cannot  be  raised.  And  miles  a  steamboat  canal  coidd  have 
we  may  fairly  ask,  if  these  things  been  cut  for  about  £400,000, 
be  done  in  the  green  tree  what  carrying  the  whole  traffic,  of  sup- 
will  be  done  in  the  dry  ?  pose  three  million  tons,  at  i^.  a 
There  is  a  railway  making  a  mile,  orfor£  150,000;  saving  nearly 
detour  of  160  miles,  and  a  very  ^^  whole  of  the  two  millions  a 
intricate,circuitousrivernavigation  7®*^.  As  the  canal  would  be 
of  470  miles,  nearly  four  times  the  navigated  night  and  day,  the 
direct  distance,  through  the  Soon-  boats,  at  the  lowest  speed,  could 
derbunds,  traversed  by  steamers  in  go  the  whole  distance  in  two  days 
eight  days,  and  by  boats  in  from  iiistead  of  six  weeks,  the  steamers 
four  to  eight  weeks,  or  about  in  one  night  instead  of  eight  days, 
twelve  miles  a  day.  The  traffic  is  ^^  ^^^  ^ow  goes  by  railway 
by  the  latter,  by  the  union  of  two  ^o^ld  go  by  boat,  and  not  be 
modes  of  estimating,  1,700,000  delayed  by  a  transfer.  Thislme 
tons,  but  of  this  800,000  is  stated  shews  the  present  state  of  transit 
to  go  only  part  of  the  distance,  we  where  there  is  even  imperfect  water 
do  not  know  how  much.  If  we  take  carriage.  And  here  is  a  gross 
the  average  for  the  whole  distance  receipt  of  at  least  two  millions  a 
at   1,200,000  tons,   the  cost  will  y®ar,    from    which   to    take    the 

stand  thus : interest  of  £400,000,  the  cost  of  a 

steamboat  canal,  which   at  8  per 

By  boats,  1,200,000  tons  at  cent  would  be  £30,000,  Ath  part 

J,     "^1  'SSS^-V •;  ^20,000  of  the  present  cost.     WhHe  thia 

^  ^l.  ^^         '  **    ^no  noft  enormoils  loss  of  two  miUions  a 

mne   rupees   200,000  ^      .         .                   j       .-i  _  ««.o.«. 

By  steamer,  38,000  tons  at  7®^^^  g?^  ^^  3^^??  ^®  ^^^, 

nine  rupees    34,000  ^^  ^®  Viceroy,  the  Government 

Paid  from  the  Treasury  for  are  spending  £110,000  for  sixteen 

the  railways    50,000  miles  of  railway  in  Berar,  to  cany 

20,000  tons,  with  a  dead  loss  of 

£1,004,000  £6,000  a  year  compared  with  a 

common  road.    This  is  the  way 

But  this  is    only    the    eastern  India  is  administered ! 

trade.    During  several  months  in  There  is,  fbiaUy,  one  point  in 

the    year    the  main    Ganees,   or  regard  to  canals  of  which  we  have 

western  traffic  goes  round  by  this  said  nothing,  and  upon  which  we 

Soonderbund  route,  of  which  we  will    only  very  lightly  touch  in 

have  not  got  late  returns ;  but  it  conclusion ;    and  &at  is  that  in 

is  an  enormous  traffic,  of  probably  troubled  times,  in  case  of  war  or 

at  least  a  million    tons,   besides  mutiny,  although  they  might  not 

what  fi;oes  during  the  monsoon  by  afford  quite  so  rapid  a  means  of 

the  Bhug^irattee,  a  less  distance,  transporting  troops  from  one  place 

though  stiU  a  very  circuitous  one ;  to  another  as  railways,  they  would 

so  that    some  eleven-twelfths  of  afford  a  very  much  more  certain 
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one.  In  the  first  place,  nothing  is 
^o  easily  destroyed  as  a  railway, 
and  no^n^  is  so  di£B.cult  to  de- 
fend. A  rau  taken  up  at  any  given 
point  blocks  the  line.  Now,  a 
canal  can  only  be  destroyed  by 
considerable  and  lengthy  engi- 
neering operations,  and  a  boat  full 
of  troops,  steaming  along,  is  very 
much  more  defensible  than  a  long 
train  of  wheeled  carriages  on  a 
railway.  Again,  railway  carriages 
are  much  more  easily  injured  and 
rendered  unfit  for  use,  and  much 
less  easily  replaced  in  a  country 
like  India,  than  canal  boats.  An 
armed    steamer    can    patrol    the 


canal  without  interfering  with  the 
traffic  ;  and  the  population  would 
always  be  in  favour  of  the  preserva- 
tion of  the  canal,  upon  which  so 
much  of  their  wealth  and  comfort 
depended,  while  of  course  they  do 
not  care  a  straw  whether  a  rail- 
way is  destroyed  or  not.  In- 
deed, we  think  that  any  one  who 
will  cabnly  consider  the  relative 
advantages  of  railways  and  canals 
for  military  purposes  will  come  to 
the  conclusion  that  on  the  whole, 
even  quite  apart  from  cost  either 
of  construction  or  of  working,  the 
canals  shew  themselves  superior 
in  this  as  in  every  other  way. 


Ulick  Balfh  Burkb. 
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CINDERELLA. 

Lost  in  the  caver?ed  chimney  nook 
Bent  a  alight  form  in  mean  attire. 

Deep-lidded  eyes  an  earnest  look 
Fixed  on  the  embers  of  the  fire  ; 

Lids  fringed  with  shadowy  gloom,  that  fell 
Trembling  athwart  the  pensiye  cheek, 

Pale  as  the  lily's  virgin  bell. 

Save  one  rich  scarlet  streak. 

Sorrow  had  paled  that  maiden  fair, 
Late  orphaned  by  a  second  loss  ; 

Which  to  a  harsh  stepmother's  care 

Left  her  consigned,  by  fortune  cross. 

The  dame*s  two  daughters,  rude  and  plain, 
Mocked  at  the  gentle  girl's  distress. 

For  cruel  envy  vexed  the  twain 
Of  her  pure  loveliness. 

Flaunting  in  silk  and  satin  gay. 
That  evening  to  the  Royal  ball 

The  selfish  trio  took  their  way ; 

While  she,  the  heiress,  reft  of  all, 

Wept  in  neglected  solitude. 

In  clouted  shoon,  and  mean  attire  ; 

Or  fading  joys  of  memory  wooed 
0*er  embers  of  the  fire. 

From  deep  bay-window  o'er  the  floor, 
With  noiseless  step,  and  shadowless, 

A  figure,  unperceived  before. 

Stole  towards  the  maiden  in  distress  : 

Hooded  and  wrapped  in  scarlet  cloak, 
Leaning  upon  an  ebon  rod. 

The  column  blue  of  curling  smoke 

Bowed  towards  her  as  she  trod. 
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''Look  np^  my  child,  no  longer  sigh, 

For  fftiry  favours  wait  the  meek  ! 
Tour  loving  godmother  am  I, 

My  long-lorn  darling  come  to  seek. 
If  with  obedience  sure  and  swifc, 

You  hear  my  hests,  and  keep  them  all, 
No  maiden  bright  with  rarer  gift, 

Shall  sparkle  at  the  ball" 

The  startled  damsel  seemed  to  hear, 

Like  one  half -wakened  from  a  trance ; 
While  Fancy  echoed  in  her  ear, 

The  music  of  that  far-sought  dance: 
To  which,  according  to  command 

Proclaimed  by  heralds  twelve  months  since. 
Etch  spotless  maiden  in  the  land 

Was  bidden  by  the  Prince. 

"  Mine  be  the  task,  from  head  to  feet, 
To  dress  you  for  the  Royal  balL 
Servants  and  equipage  complete. 

This  evening  shall  attend  your  call. 
Heed  this,  and  have  no  other  doubt, 

Leave  the  gay  scene  and  hasten  home 
Ere  midnight  carillons  ring  out 

From  yon  cathedral  dome.'' 

Deep  curtseying  to  the  hooded  dame 

With  busy  step  she  came  and  went. 
To  dairy  and  to  garden  frame. 

To  each  command  obedient ; 
Heedful  of  lightest  word  or  sign  ; 

While  silver  moonbeams  danced  to  fleck 
Lithe  waist,  small  fingers,  ancle  fine, 
And  alabaster  neck. 

Six  lizards,  gay  in  gold  and  green. 

The  hot-bed  first  she  searched  to  find. 
Then  gathered,  from  that  crystal  screen, 

A  pumpkin,  ribbed  with  golden  rind. 
The  dairy  mouse- traps  add  to  these 

Six  milk-white  house  mice,  sleek  and  at ;. 
And,  lured  by  bait  of  toasted  cheese, 
A  hoary,  whiskered,  rat. 
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In  shadow  of  the  porch  hard  by, 

Erect  the  ancient  ladye  stood  ; 
Her  ebon  wand  she  lifted  high. 

Her  eyes  glowed  bright  beneath  her  hood. 
The  rustic  captives  one  by  one, 

In  line  she  bade  the  maiden  range  ; 
Till,  as  her  last  command  was  done, 

Each  suffered  sudden  change ! 

Drawn  by  white  team  of  horses  six, 

A  gilded  chariot  lightly  rolled. 
On  either  side,  with  gold-topped  sticks, 

Three  lackeys  blazed  in  green  and  gold, 
Up  to  the  buUion-fring^d  box 

The  rat  transformed  was  seen  to  skip, 
Shake  powder  from  his  well-curled  locks, 
And  grasp  a  ribboned  whip. 

Down  danged  the  steps,  the  lackeys  bowed : 

That  golden  shell  awaited  her ! 
And  round  her,  like  a  silver  cloud. 

Floated  a  veil  of  gossamer. 
Deep  fluted  flounces  half  reveal 

The  silken  hose,  the  ancle  rare; 
The  satin  shoe,  with  crimson  heel. 

And  latched  with  costly  vair. 

A  priceless  robe  from  Indian  loom, 

Down  from  her  ivory  shoulder  flows ; 

And,  rivalling  her  conscious  bloom. 

Blushed  in  her  hair  one  deep  red  rose. 

All  unadorned  by  gold  or  gem. 

Her  beauty  such  aid  could  despise  ; 

Her  teeth — what  pearls  could  equal  them  7 
What  diamonds  her  eyes  ? 

That  evening,  in  the  Boyal  Hall, 

A  thousand  waxen  torches  shone, 
To  grace  the  Prince's  birthnight  ball 

The  fairest  of  the  land  had  gone. 
The  roll  of  wheels  alarmed  the  night  ; 

The  horses'  shrill  impatient  neigh  ; 
Swift  link-boys  ran  with  cressets  bright. 

And  horse-guards  lined  the  way. 
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Far  from  the  Palace  windows  blazed 

Bright  radiapce  through  scented  night. 
Saluting  troops  their  weapons  raised 

As  jewelled  visitors  alight. 
The  horn's  soft  wail,  the  cymbal's  ring. 

The  muf&ed  thunder  of  the  drum. 
The  quiyering  viol's  tortured  string 

Tell  for  what  fSte  they  come. 

Beneath  a  crimson  baldaquin. 

High  on  two  gilded  chairs  of  state, 
By  ribboned  courtier  lords  hemmed  in, 

The  King  and  Queen  in  presence  sate. 
On  parquetry  of  waxen  floor 

The  Lord  High  Chamberlain  took  stand. 
And,  as  each  lady  reached  the  door, 

Bowed  low,  with  offered  hand. 

The  milk-white  coursers  snort  and  prance. 

Before  the  marble  Palace  flight, 
Just  as  the  earliest  country  dance 

Formed  its  long  chase  of  couples  bright. 
With  curtsey  deep  as  to  the  throne 

Her  partner's  bow  each  lady  paid  ; 
When  silver  trumpets  thrice  were  blown, 
And  glided  in  the  maid. 

O'er  undertone  of  rosined  bow, 

Jiugle  of  sabre  and  of  spur, 
And  courtly  babble,  soft  and  low, 

Fell  a  great  hush  at  sight  of  her. 
Then  rose,  when  that  brief  pause  was  o'er, 

A  murmur  like  the  lime-flowers'  hum. 
While  the  Prince  handed  o'er  the  floor 
The  beauty  newiy  come. 

So  close  he  led  her  to  the  throne. 

That,  as  her  reverence  she  paid. 
Her  satin-slippered  foot  was  shewn 

On  velvet  cloth  of  state  inlaid. 
The  band  rang  out  its  briskest  air. 

The  old  King  vowed  that  never  yet. 
His  eyes  had  seen  so  fit  a  pair 

Dance  courtly  minuet. 


•■  •». 
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Like  shadow  by  thn  maiden's  side 

The  ardent  Prince  that  night  remained. 

The  sparkling  crystal's  foaming  tide 
Elissed  by  her  lip,  he  gaily  drained. 

Oh  !  rapid  as  electric  spark 

Fly  such  bright  hours  of  golden  prime  ; 

When,  'mid  his  lowest  whisper,  hark  ! 

Can  that  be  midnight's  chime  ? 

A  moment's  pause  !    She  turned.     She  fled 

In  terror  down  the  marble  stair, 
A  slipper,  falling  as  she  sped, 

She  left  to  lie  unheeded  there. 
The  sentinel,  with  solemn  port, 

To  eager  questions,  made  reply. 
That  not  one  lady  of  the  Court  ^ 

Had  passed  him  outward  by. 

The  porter  saw  a  water-rat. 

Rush  through  the  gate-way  in  a  trice. 
And,  himted  by  the  Palace  cat. 

Some  half  a  dozen  milk-white  mice. 
Then,  through  the  portal  with  a  crash, 

A  common  garden-pumpkin  rolled  ; 
But  what  rude  boy  could  be  so  rash 
As  throw  it,  was  not  told. 

Ere  morning  chimed  her  first  small  hour 

The  streets  were  red  with  cresset's  flame  ; 

And  step-dame  harsh,  and  daughters  sour. 
Back  from  the  Royal  banquet  came. 

Their  sister,  crouched  beside  the  fire. 
They  bade  no  longer  watch  to  keep. 

But,  sneering  at  her  poor  attire. 

Betake  herself  to  sleep. 

"  But  oh,"  they  said,  ''  the  strangest  thing 
One  ever  heard  of  to  befall ! 
It  was  unhandsome  of  the  King, 

So  early  to  break  up  the  ball ! 
For,  while  we  all  were  dancing  gay, 

A  Princess,  from  some  foreign  part, 
Vanished  just  like  a  ghost  away. 

And  broke  the  Prince's  heart !  '^ 
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Short  slumbers  that  eYentf  ul  night 

On  any  maiden's  pillow  feU, 
For  trumpets,  long  ere  morning's  lights 

Loudly  rang  out  in  martial  swell. 
And  heralds'  voices  high  declare, 

*'  The  Prince  will  give  a  thousand  pound, 
To  any  maiden  who  can  pair 

A  slipper  he  has  found." 

The  King^t-Arms,  by  daylight  fair, 

Went  with  a  guard  from  door  to  door. 
A  satin  slipper,  latched  with  vair, 

He  on  a  velvet  cushion  bore. 
Bach  spotless  maiden  in  the  land — 

"The  King,"  he  said,  " had  ordered  it "— 
Must  in  her  turn  before  him  stand, 
To  see  if  it  would  fit. 

The  sisters  twain,  in  silken  hose 

Their  feet  made  ready  to  present. 
The  Page,  with  slightly  tilted  nose. 

Hasted  "their  trouble  to  prevent." 
"  But  that  young  lady,"  said  the  Page, 

"  Quits  the  apartment  quite  too  soon." 
"  Oh,  she  ! "  the  sisters  cried  in  rage, 
"  Wears  only  clouted  shoon." 

"  All  maidens,  of  whatever  rank, 

Such,  madam,  is  the  King's  decree." 
Lightly  the  Page  beside  her  sank. 
To  fit  the  slipper,  on  his  kuee. 
Oh  Boyal  Page  !  disguised  but  ill, 

In  servant's  garb,  demure  and  neat, 
What  makes  your  fingers  tremble  still 
To  fit  those  tiny  feet  ? 

"Found,  by  St.  Crispin,  found,  found,  found  !" 

Cries  gaily  the  delighted  boy. 
The  courtly  heralds  whisper  round, 

"  We  humbly  wish  your  Highness  joy.  " 
Outblushing  morning's  rosiest  hue 

Smiled  in  his  face  the  maiden  fair. 
And  from  beneath  her  boddice  drew 
The  fellow  of  the  pair. 
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Aod  how  they  wooed,  aud  how  they  wed, 

Each  lover  for  himself  may  tell. 
The  King  drew  curtains  round  the  bed 

A  full  half  hour  ere  midnight  fell. 
The  x>088et,  in  a  silver  cup 

Was  brought  demurely  by  the  Queen, 
E'en  the  two  sisters  came  to  sup, 

And  danced  in  stockings  green. 

No  ancient  custom  they  forgot, 

Thrice  honoured  rites  !  for  ever  new  ! 
'Tis  said,  but  I  avouch  it  not, 

That  Merlin's  hand  the  stocking  threw. 
And,  ere  a  twelve  month  had  expired, 

The  tidings  fromHhe  Palace  came, 
The  Prince  as  godmother  required 
The  scarlet-hooded  dame. 

F.  R  0* 
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THEODORE  MARTIN,  C.B.,  LL.D. 

A  B&iOHT,  genial  Scotchman,  with  the  slightest  trace  of  his  country's 
accent  on  his  tongue,  but  with  a  full  share  of  its  energy  and  humour ; 
an  able  and  successful  professional  man ;  an  accomplished  scholar ; 
one  who  knows  Court,  yet  who  smacks  no  whit  of  the  courtier ;  a 
shrew^^man  of  the  world,  honourably  known  to  aU  men ;  a  devoted 
husband  and  a  warm  friend — such  is  Theodore  Martin. 

The  life  of  a  man  who,  daily  ^sought  by,  and  constantly  mingling  in, 
all  ranks  of  socieiy,  has  ever  shrunk  from  ostentatious  publicity  ;  who, 
while  neither  bookworm  nor  misanthrope,  has  ever  preferred  the 
eloquent  companions  of  his  library  and  the  dear  delights  of  home  to 
the  excitements  of  what  is  called  society, — a  life  like  this  courts  not  the 
public  gaze.  It  asks  no  more  than  to  be  let  alone.  Nor  is  it  our 
intention  to  intrude  upon  its  privacy.  In  its  broader  facts  it  is  known 
to  the  world ;  and  in  the  few  pages  that  follow  we  offer  to  our  readers 
little  more  than  is  already  familiar  to  the  wide  circle  of  Mr.  Martin's 
acquaintances.  We  shall  piy  into  no  details ;  we  shall  not  even  trace 
his  career  minutely,  but  respect  his  own  abhorrence  of  all  that  savours 
of  gossip  by  merely  dwelling  upon  a  few  of  the  professional  and  social 
characteristics  of  one  who,  in  the  strict  sense  of  an  old-fashioned 
phrase,  is  a  man  of  lettera 

Mr.  Martin  was  bom  in  Edinburgh  in  1816.  He  was  educated  at 
the  High  School  there,  which  in  its  day  has  turned  out  many  a  fine 
scholar,  and,  what  is  better,  many  of  those  t3rpical  Scotchmen  whose 
force  of  character  and  dauntless  energy  have  upheld  the  reputation  of 
their  countrymen  as  lawyers,  soldiers,  administrators,  colonists,  and 
merchants,  at  home  and  abroad.  A  favourite  with  his  masters  and  his 
companions,  Theodore  Martin  always  held  a  high  place  both  in  school 
and  in  the  playground.    The  work  of   the  school,  under  the  system 
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which  then  prevailed,  was  light  to  boys  of  quick  apprehension.  The 
real  work,  to  such  as  were  of  a  studious  habit,  was  done  of  their  own 
accord,  and  in  their  own  way.  What  Dr.  John  Brown  calls  "the  fine, 
confused  feeding  "  to  be  had  in  a  good  library,  was  that  which  nourished 
and  made  the  bone  and  sinew  of  eager  and  inquiring  minds.  So  it  was, 
we  have  been  told,  in  Mr.  Martin's  case;  and  the  same  habit  of 
desultory  study,  continued  at  the  Edinburgh  University,  to  which  he 
went  on  leaving  the  High  School,  put  him  in  possession  of  that  wide 
information  in  general  literature  for  which  he  soon  came  to  be  known 
among  the  rising  young  men  of  his  native  city.* 

From  boyhood  he  had  been  a  lover  of  art,  and  while  still  in  his 
jacket  had  amassed  a  collection  of  etchings  by  the  old  masters  which 
an  amateur  of  the  present  day  might  have  envied.  This  love  he  still 
retains.  He  is  known  to  be  the  possessor  of  many  art  treasures,  both 
of  the  burin  and  the  palette,  and  is  especially  rich  in  portraits  illus- 
trative of  literature  and  the  arts.  Another  passion  of  his  boyhood, 
the  collection  of  rare  and  fine  editions,  and  of  autographs,  has  been 
cherished  through  life.  A  fine  library  bears  testimony  to  the  ardour 
with  which  the  passion  has  been  indulged ;  and  when  we  say  that 
among  his  autographs  are  to  be  found  the  MS.  of  Johnson's  masterly 
**  Life  of  Pope,"  and  the  whole  series  of  Byron's  poems  to  Thyrza  and 
his  sister,  Mrs.  Loigh,  some  idea  may  be  formed  of  the  nature  and 
value  of  the  collection.  To  music,  also,  Mr.  Martin  early  gave  no 
little  attention,  and  we  believe  it  stOl  furnishes  the  enj  oyment  of  many 
a  leisure  hour.  In  his  youth  he  was  a  great  walker,  and  when  walks 
were  not  to  be  had,  kept  himself  in  condition  by  the  exercises  of  the 
g3nnnasium  and  the  fencing  room.  There  were  few  indeed  at  one  time 
who  could  match  him  for  **  cunning  of  fence." 

Undistracted  by  his  love  for  literature  and  the  arts,  Mr.  Martin 
resolved  to  devote  himself  to  the  profession  of  his  father,  a  well-known 
and  highly  respected  solicitor  in  Edinburgh.  The  education  for  that 
profession  in  Scotland  is  identiccd  with  that  for  the  Bar,  and  after 
going  through  the  usual  curriculum  of  study  at  the  University,  Mr. 
Martin  embarked  in  active  practice  as  a  solicitor,  and  prosecuted  hifl 
profession  with  conspicuous  success  imtil  1846,  when  he  quitted  Edin- 
burgh and  settled  in  London  as  a  Parliamentary  agent:  There  he 
was  soon  engaged  in  a  large  practice  of  the  best  kind.  In  the  keen 
and  protracted  contests  of  those  days  between  the  great  railway  com- 

*  In  1875  the  Ediubargh  UniverBlty  conferred  on  Mr.  Martin  the  honorazy 
degree  of  LL.D. 

43—2 
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panies  for  every  inch  of  territory,  Mr.  Martin  took  an  active  part,  and 
in  a  few  years  he  was  recognised  as  one  of  the  leaders  in  the  body  of 
able  men  in  whose  hands  was  the  conduct  of  the  business  of  promoting 
Bills  in  Parliament.     That  position  Mr.  Martin  stOl  retains,  and  it  is 
well  known  that  there  is  no  one  in  Westminster  whose  character  ranks 
higher    or    whose   professional    opinion    is  more  valued.     Eighteen 
months  ago,  when  a  committee  of  both  Houses  of  Parliament  was  ap- 
pointed to  inquire  as  to  the  best  means  of  placing  the  profession  of 
Parliamentary  agency  under   proper   regulation,  so  as  to  secure  an 
e£5lcient  body  of  practitioners  of  soimd  education  and  high  character, 
Mr.  Martin  was  selected  by  his  brethren  to  represent  them  before  the 
Oommittee.     The  testimony  thus  paid  to  him  by  the  body  to  whom  he 
belongs  was  confirmed  by  the  Committee,  who  substantially  adopted 
in  their  report  the  suggestions  thrown  out  by   Mr.   Martin  in  his 
examination  before  them. 

Thus  Mr.  Martin  is  another  practical  refutation  of  the  old  fallacy 
that  success  in  literature  is  not  compatible  with  a  capacity  for  business. 
Oowx>er  prided  himself  on  his  business  qualities ;  Walter  Scott  was 
Olerk  to  the  Court  of  Session ;  John  Stuart  Mill  was  long  and  honour- 
ably connected  with  the  Examining*  Department  of  the  East  India 
Company  ;  Peacock,  the  author  of  *'  Headlong  Hall,"  was  for  many  years 
a  working  o£5lcial  of  the  same  Company.  No  further  examples  need  be 
quoted  of  the  fact  that  the  highest  mental  powers  may  readily  go  hand 
in  hand  with  a  capacity  for  daily  routine  duties.  The  highest  official 
life  is  full  of  illustrations  of  the  same  truth.  Many  a  high  class  litorar}'' 
man  is  lost  in  the  writer  of  Dispatches.  Mr.  Martin's  own  theory,  we- 
have  been  told,  is  that  a  literary  ^pSi  is  an  invaluable  aid  to  the  man  of 
business,  who  has  to  form  rapid  and  important  decisions  and  to  put  his 
thoughts  swiftly  into  apt  language.  Habits  of  business  compel  a  man 
to  arrange  his  ideas  with  method,  and  literary  practice  enables  him  to 
express  them  with  brevity  and  precision. 

A  curious  illustration  of  the  continued  existence  of  the  popular 
prejudice  may  be  found  in  the  catalogues  of  the  British  Museum 
Library  relative  to  Mr.  Martin.  The  theory  is — and  no  doubt  it  has 
some  general  ground — ^that  a  mundane  profession  and  an  artistic  re-^ 
putation  will  not  mix;  that  one  individual  cannot  lead  two  lives. 
Exceptions  are  occasionally  allowed  by  way  of  surprises,  and  are  speci- 
ally marked,  as>'  the  postman  poet "  and  other  such  phrases,  but  are  not 
looked  upon  with  favour  by  the  orthodox.  So  in  the  catalogue  Mr. 
Martin's    description    has    stood    for   years    as    "Theodore    Martin^ 
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Solicitor ; "  latterly  the  word  "  Solicitor"  has  had  a  pen  drawn  through 
it,  and  he  appears  as  "  Theodore  Martin,  Poet."  At  no  period,  we 
must  therefore  suppose,  has  he  been  solicitor  and  poet  at  once.  Litera- 
ture, as  well  as  Law,  has  its  fictions ;  here  the  fiction  is  that  Mr. 
Martin,  on  retiring  from  law,  became  in  that  very  act,  and  instanter,  a 
poet.  The  popular  fallacy  maintains  itself  on  the  gpround  that  a  solicitor 
(of  the  nil  nisi  order)  cannot  be  a  poet ;  leaving  out  of  the  question 
whether,  as  the  greater  includes  the  less,  a  man  of  genius  cannot  if  he 
chooses  be  a  solicitor. 

Li  his  time  Mr.  Martin  has  done  as  much  as  many  men  could  shew 
whose  whole  lives  have  been  devoted  to  literature.  But  with  him  it 
has  been  the  recreation  and  the  ornament,  and  in  no  sense  the  occupa- 
tion of  his  life.  Wisely  he  considered  literature  too  serious  and  noble 
a  vocation  to  be  adopted  lightly  or  without  the  assurance  of  some  very 
special  gift.  To  such  a  g^  he  seems  to  have  thought  he  could  lay  no 
claim,  and  in  his  youth  he  found  more  pleasure  in  malring  himself 
familiar  with  the  great  works  of  the  classics  of  this  and  other  countries, 
than  in  gpratif  ying  the  young  man's  common  ambition  of  seeing  himself  in 
print.  For  these  studies  he  equipped  himself  by  acquiring  the  lan- 
guages of  modem  Europe,  and  before  reaching  manhood  was  known  to 
be  one  of  the  best  German  scholars  at  a  time  when  German  was  litde 
known.  Probably  a  natural  wish  to  convey  to  others  some  of  the  plea- 
sure he  felt  in  his  own  favourite  authors  prompted  his  earliest 
efforts,  and  in  translations  from  the  German  and  Italian  he  developed 
a  facility  which  lured  him  on  to  further  exertions  in  the  same 
direction. 

His  first  reputation  was  acquired  imder  the  nom  de  plume  Bon 
Gaultier,  which  came  to  be  familiar  in  Taifa  and  Frawt^B  MagMinM,  in 
connection  with  a  number  of  tales,  and  papers  of  a  playful  character, 
interspersed  with  the  verses,  many  of  which  have  since  become  so  well 
known  wherever  English  is  spoken,  in  the  '^Bon  Gaultier  Ballads." 
Li  America,  despite  the  satire  on  Yankee  failings  with  which  thej 
aboimd,  they  are  no  less  popular  than  here.  For  every  English  edition, 
— and  there  are  twelve  of  these, — a  score  of  editions  has  been 
published  on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic.  At  the  universities,  on  the 
prairie,  in  the  bush,  in  the  tent,  and  by  the  camp-fire,  these  pleasant 
efhisions  are  welcome  and  give  lasting  pleasure.  Mr.  Martin  mentions 
in  his  Life  of  Professor  Aytoun,  that  while  he  was  writing  the  series  of 
articles  to  which  we  have  referred  he  made  the  acquaintance  of  that  after- 
wards distinguished  writer,  then  a  yoimg  advocate,  some  three  years  older 
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than  himself,  and  that  these  ballads  were  produced  in  concert  with 
his  friend,  many  of  them  being  their  joint  production.  At  this  time, 
too,  he  worked,  together  with  the  same  gifted  friend,  in  producing  for 
Blackwood' 8  Magazine  a  series  of  translations  from  the  poems  and  ballads 
of  Goethe.  These  succeeded  Lord  Ljtton's  translations  of  Schiller's 
poems  in  the  same  magazine,  and  were  at  once  recogpused  by  all 
competent  scholars  as  the  only  adequate  versions  of  the  matchless  and 
exquisitely  finished  poems  of  Germany's  greatest  poet.  They  were 
published  some  years  afterwards  in  a  separate  Tolimie,  and  continue  to 
this  time  to  stand  imrivalled. 

Next  in  order  of  date  among  Theodore  Martin's  acknowledged  publi- 
cations was  his  Torsion,  published  in  1850,  of  Henrik  Hertz's  beautiful 
lyrical  drama,  ''  King  Kent's  Daughter."  Mr.  Martin  had  recognised  its 
fitness  for  such  treatment  as  lolanthe,  the  chief  character,  was 
certain  to  receive  in  the  hands  of  our  greatest  English  actress,  Helen 
Faucit,  and  had  prepared  his  version  in  the  hope  of  seeing  it  placed  by 
her  upon  the  stage.  The  hope  was  soon  afterwards  realised,  and 
lolanthe  took  its  place  in  the  minds  of  the  audiences  of  Dublin, 
Glasgow,  Edinburgh,  and  Manchester  side  by  side  with  the  Imogen, 
the  Beatrice,  the  Juliet,  the  Kosalind,  the  Portia  of  this  gpreat  artist. 
On  a  few  rare  occasions  London  has  had  an  opportunity  of  judging  how 
the  poet's  charming  conception  can  be  raised  by  the  genius  of  the 
actress  into  something  higher  and  more  moving  than  the  poet  himself 
has  dreamed.  Those  who,  like  the  present  writer,  were  present 
at  Helen  Faucit's  latest  performance  of  the  part  on  the  occasion  of  Mr. 
Henry  Living's  benefit  in  Jime,  1876,  will  not  soon  forget  the  impression 
it  produced  upon  the  vast  audience  which  had  assembled  on  that 
memorable  occasion. 

This  is  no  place  to  dwell  upon  the  name  of  this  distinguished  lady, 
who  became  Mr.  Martin's  wife  in  1851,  and  who  has  since  from  time  to 
time  appeared  upon  the  stage,  of  which  she  is  confessedly  the  greatest 
ornament.  The  world  will  one  day  look  for  the  stoiy  of  the  career  of 
an  artist  to  whom  the  English  stage,  and  the  interpretation  of 
Shakespeare  in  particular,  owes  so  much.  And  it  will  be  the  grateful 
task  of  Helen  Faucit's  future  biographer,  whoever  ho  may  be,  to  write 
of  one  whose  womanly  worth  and  grace  are  as  pre-eminent  as  her 
public  career  was  spotlessly  blameless,  and  exceptionally  and  lastingly 
brilliant.  More  than  one  account  of  this  lady's  life  has  already  been 
published ;  but  she  is  well  known  to  have  made  a  rule  of  declining  to 
furnish  any  materials  for  a  biography,  referring  all  inquirers  to  the 
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journals  for  the  history  of  her  career  as  an  artUty  with  which  alone  she 
considers  the  public  are  entitled  to  occupy  themselyes. 

After  settling  in  London,  Mr.  Martin  wrote  not  a  little  both  in  this 
magazine  and  also  in  IVas&r,  In  1854  and  1857,  he  published  versions 
of  Oehlenschlager's  dramas,  "Correggio"  and  "Aladdin,"  which  for 
the  first  time  introduced  these  masterpieces  of  the  great  Danish  x>oet 
to  the  English  reader.  A  metrictd  translation  of  ''  The  Odes  of  Horace," 
with  notes,  which  appeared  in  1860,  placed  Mr.  Martin  at  once  in  the 
front  rank  of  translators  from  the  classics.  The  book  was  instantly 
re-printed  in  America,  and  has  since  passed  at  home  into  a  third  edition, 
to  which  a  version  of  the  Satires  has  been  added.  It  disputes  the  palm 
with  Conington's  version,  and  will  be  preferred  to  his  according  as  the 
reader  prefers  poems  full  of  the  life  and  spontaneousness  of  English 
verse,  to  the  terser  and  less  idiomatic  manner  which  to  a  certain  class  of 
scholars  is  more  agreeable.  It  was  easy  to  see  from  this  translation  that 
Mr.  Martin  knew  the  man  as  well  as  the  poet  Horace,  and  this  became 
very  apparent  in  the  delightful  monograph  on  the  Yenusian  bard 
which  he  wrote  a  few  years  ago  for  Messrs.  Blackwood's  series  of 
''  Classics  for  English  Eeaders,"  a  book  for  which  the  lovers  of  Horace 
are  gprateful  to  him,  and  to  which  they  will  always  turn  with  genuine 
pleasure. 

It  was  a  new  thing  to  find  a  man  who  had  won  no  University 
distinction  distancing  even  professional  scholars  in  his  power  of 
illustrating  a  great  classic.  The  surprise  was  increased  when  in  1861 
Mr.  Martin  produced  a  version  of  Catullus,  enriched  with  a  life  and 
notes,  which  were  sufficient  to  put  mere  English  readers  on  a  level 
with  those  "  learned  Thebans"  who  regard  Catullus  as  a  consummate 
lyrist,  to  be  appreciated  only  by  the  initiated.  The  recognition 
of  this  work  by  some  of  our  most  accomplished  scholars  was  prompt 
and  warm.  The  book  soon  went  out  of  print ;  and  only  two  years  ago 
Mr.  Martin  produced  a  second  edition  of  it,  on  which  infinite  pains 
seem  to  have  been  bestowed  to  make  it  more  worthy  of  the  reputation 
it  had  achieved  on  its  first  appearance. 

Dante  seems  to  have  long  been  a  favourite  with  Mr.  Martin.  As  early 
as  1843,  a  paper  by  him  on  the  "Vita  Nuova"  in  Tait's  Magimn$ 
attracted  considerable  attention,  and  in  1862  he  expanded  it  into  the 
introduction  to  a  complete  version  of  that  remarkable  story  of  the 
poet's  love,  enriching  it  with  copious  notes  and  illustrations  from 
Dante's  other  works  and  the  poets  of  his  cycle.  This  volume  is  dedicated 
to  his  wife  in  a  graceful  sonnet,  which  we  will  shortly  quote,  for  it  may 
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be  taken  as  a  speoimen  of  Mr.  Martm's  original  yerse,  in  the  publica- 
tion  of  which  he  has  been  most  charv. 

Indeed,  he  has  published  so  many  translations  that  one  is  forced  to 
think  he  cannot  have  had  time  for  many  original  poems.  In  the 
privately  printed  collection  of  1863  of  ''Poems  Original  and  Trans- 
lated," we  may  refer  specially  to  **St.  Peter  and  the  Cherries" — a 
oharming  didactic  legend  of  the  old  style.  Here  also  may  be  found 
what  was  to  us,  we  confess,  a  beautiful  poetic  surprise — a  poem  written 
before  its  author,  we  are  told,  was  personally  known  to  the  lady  who 
inspired  it; — 

To  Miss  Helen  Faucit,  as  Rosalind. 

Blessings  on  the  glorious  spirit,  lies  in  poesy  divine  ! 
Blessings,  lady,  on  the  magic  of  that  wondrous  power  of  thine  ! 
I  have  had  a  dream  of  summer,  summer  in  the  olden  time, 
When  the  heart  had  all  its  freshness,  and  the  world  was  in  its  prime  ; 
I  have  been  away  in  Arden,  and  I  still  am  ranging  there  ; 
Still  I  feel  the  forest  breezes  fan  my  cheek,  and  lift  my  hair  ; 
Still  I  hear  the  stir  and  whisper  which  the  arching  branches  make. 
And  the  leafy  stillness  broken  by  the  deer  amid  the  brake  ! 
Where  along  the  wood  the  brooklet  runs,  upon  its  mossy  brink. 
Myself  a  stricken  deer,  I've  laid  me,  where  the  stricken  came  to  drink 
There  be  Amiens  and  his  co-mates,  up,  yon  giant  stems  between, 
Tonder,  where  the  sun  is  shining  'neath  the  oak  upon  the  green. 
Hark  !  the  throstle-cock  is  singing  !  And  he  tunes  his  merry  note, 
CaroUing  in  emulation  of  the  sweet  birds*  joyous  throat. 
Lightly  let  them  troll  their  woodnotes,  fleet  the  careless  time  away  ! 
What  know  they  of  love's  emotion  ?    No  sweet  Rosalind  have  they  ! 
I  will  down  by  yonder  dingle — none  shall  steal  upon  us  there — 
Heavenly,  heavenly  Rosalinda  !  Thou  art  with  me  everywhere  ! 
Ever  is  thy  voice  beside  me,  ever  on  thy  brow  I  gaze, 
One  such  glorious  dream  about  thee  all  the  world  beside  outweighs. 
See,  young  Ganymede  awaits  me.     Blessings  on  that  roguish  boy, 
How  he  lightens  my  love's  sadness  with  a  sweet  and  pensive  joy  ! 
Yet  the  charms,  the  playful  graces,  that  shew  bright  in  him,  I  find. 
Only  cluster  round  the  image  of  my  heavenly  Rosalind. 
So  would  Rosalind  have  won  me, — so  have  look'd  and  so  have  smiled, 
With  such  blithe  and  open  spirit  me  of  all  my  heart  beguiled. 
Ever  deeper  grows  my  passion,  restless  more  my  eager  heart — 
''  I  can  live  no  more  by  thinking,  from  my  Rosalind  apart !" 
**Then  to-morrow  thou  shalt  see  her,  see  her,  wed  her,  if  you  will  1" 
Oh,  ye  gods,  let  that  to-morrow  shine  in  golden  numbers  still  ! 
For  it  gave  her  to  my  bosom,  and  at  length,  when  there  reclined. 
By  the  proudest  name  I  claim'd  her  as  my  own,  '*  my  Rosalind." 
Such,  dear  lady,  was  the  vision,  such  the  passion  strong  and  deep, 
Which  thy  magic  wrought  within  me,  laying  meaner  thoughts  to  sleep. 
I  have  been  the  young  Orlando,  and  though  but  a  dream  it  were, 
Never  from  my  heart  shall  vanish  what  hath  struck  so  deeply  there  1 
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Mr.  Martin  has  had  a  romance,  and  may  claim  to  have  put  it  into 
poetry.  Not  to  every  one  comes  the  retdised  dream  of  one  of 
Shakespeare's  women.  In  pleasant  sequence  is  the  sonnet  to  which  we 
have  referred  above  : — 

To   My   Wife. 

Beloved,  whose  life  is  with  my  own  entwined, 

In  whom,  while  yet  thou  wert  my  dream,  I  viewed, 

Warm  with  the  life  of  breathing  womanhood, 

What  Shakespeare's  visionary  eye  divined  ; 
Pure  Imogen,  high-hearted  Rosalind, 

Kindling  with  sunshine  all  the  dusk  greenwood. 

Or,  changing  with  the  poet's  changing  mood, 

Julie^,  and  Constance  of  the  queenly  mind  ; 
I  give  this  book  to  thee,  whose  daily  life 

With  that  full  pulse  of  noblest  feeling  glows. 

Which  lent  its  spell  to  thy  so  potent  art ; 
To  thee,  whose  every  act,  my  own  true  wife, 

The  grace  serene  and  heavenward  spirit  shows. 

That  rooted  Beatrice  in  Dante's  heart." 

Mr.  Martin's  next  publication  was  a  translation,  in  verse,  of  the 
first  part  of  Goethe's  "Faust"  which  seems,  from  the  frequency  of  the 
editions,  to  have  become  accepted  as  tlie  best  English  metriccd  version ; 
just  as  Mr.  Hayward's  is  acknowledged  to  be  the  only  prose  rendering 
of  that  masterpiece.  How  Germany  regards  it  may  be  gathered  from 
the  fact  that  it  was  selected  by  Messrs.  Briickmann,  of  Munich  and 
London,  for  the  magnificent  folio  illustrated  edition — a  work  imique 
for  splendour — published  by  them  last  year.  Mr.  Martin  is  known 
to  have  translated  the  more  important  portion  of  the  Second  Part  of 
*' Faust."  Part  of  this,  the  **  Intermezzo  of  Helena,"  appeared  seve- 
ral years  ago,  and  the  whole  has  been  printed,  for  private  circulation, 
by  Mr.  Martin,  in  the  volume  of  "  Poems  Original  and  Translated," 
already  mentioned. 

From  this  volume  we  select,  as  a  further  specimen  of  Mr.  Martin's 
poetical  power,  the  following  poem,  which  we  remember  appeared  in 
TaiVa  Magazine  at  the  time  of  Campbell's  death : — 

The  Ixtebment  of  Thomas  Campbell. 
Julyy  1844. 

See,  what  eager  throngs  are  pouring  inwards  from  the  busy  street ! 
Lo,  the  Abbey^s  hush  is  broken  with  the  stir  of  many  feet ! 
Hark  !  St.  Margaret's  bell  is  tolling,  but  it  is  no  common  clay 
To  that  dull  and  rueful  anthem  shall  be  laid  in  dust  to-day  ! 
In  yon  Minster's  hallo w'd  corner,  where  the  bards  and  sages  rest, 
Is  a  silent  chamber  waiting  to  receive  another  guest. 
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There  is  sadness  in  the  heavens,  and  a  veil  against  the  sun ; 

Who  shall  mourn  so  well  as  Nature,  when  a  poet's  course  is  run  ? 

Let  us  in  and  join  the  gazers,  meek  of  heart  and  bare  of  brow, 

For  the  shadows  of  the  mighty  dead  are  hovering  o'er  us  now  i 

Souls  that  kept  their  trust  immortal,  dwelling  from  the  herd  apart. 

Souls  that  wrote  their  noble  being  deep  into  a  nation's  heart ; 

Names,  that  on  great  England's  forehead  are  the  jewels  of  her  pride, 

Brother  Scot,  be  proud,  a  brother  soon  shall  slumber  by  their  aide  ! 

Ay,  thy  cheek  is  flushing  redly,  tears  are  crowding  to  thine  eyes, 

And  thy  heart,  like  mine,  is  rushing  back  where  Scotland's  mountainB  rise ;. 

Thou,  like  me,  hast  seen  another  grave  would  suit  our  poet  well. 

Greenly  braided  by  the  breckan,  in  a  far  off  Highland  dell, 

Looking  on  the  solemn  waters  of  a  mighty  inland  sea. 

In  the  shadow  of  a  mountain,  where  the  lonely  eagles  be  ; 

Thou  hast  seen  the  kindly  heather  blow  around  his  simple  bed  ; 

Heard  the  loch  and  torrent  mingle  dirges  for  the  poet  dead ; 

Brother,  thou  hast  seen  him  lying,  as  it  is  thy  hope  to  lie, 

Looking  from  the  soil  of  Scotland  up  into  a  Scottish  sky  ; 

It  may  be  such  grave  were  better,  better  rain  and  dew  should  fall. 

Tears  of  hopeful  love  to  freshen  Nature's  ever  verdant  pall. 

Better  that  the  sun  should  kindle  on  his  grave  in  golden  smiles. 

Better,  than  in  palsied  glimmer  stray  along  these  sculptured  aisles ; 

Better  aftertimes  should  find  him, — ^to  his  rest  in  homage  bound. 

Lying  in  the  land  that  bore  him,  with  its  glories  piled  around ! 

Such,  at  least,  must  be  the  fancy  that  in  such  a  time  must  start. 

For  we  love  our  country  dearly, — in  each  burning  Scottish  heart ; 

Yet  a  rest  so  great,  so  noble,  as  awaits  the  minstrel  here, 

'Mong  the  best  of  England's  children,  can  be  no  unworthy  bier. 

Hark  !     A  rush  of  feet !     They  bear  him,  him,  the  singer,  to  his  tomb  ; 

Yonder  what  of  him  is  mortal  rests  beneath  yon  sable  plume. 

Tears  along  mine  eyes  are  rushing,  but  the  proudest  tears  they  be. 

Which  on  manly  eyes  may  gather, — tears  'twere  never  shame  to  see ; 

Tears  that  water  lofty  purpose ;  tears  of  welcome  to  the  fame 

Of  the  bard  that  hath  ennobled  Scotland's  dear  and  noble  name  ! 

Sadder,  sadder  let  the  anthem  yearn  aloft  in  wailing  strain, 

Not  for  him,  for  he  is  happy,  but  for  us  and  all  our  pain  ! 

Louder,  louder  let  the  organ  like  a  seraph  anthem  roll, 

Hymning  to  its  home  of  glory  our  departed  brother's  soul ! 

He  has  laid  him  down  to  slumber,  to  awake  to  nobler  trust. 

Give  his  frame  to  kindred  ashes,  earth  to  earth,,  and  dust  to  dust ! 

Louder  yet,  and  yet  more  loudly,  let  the  organ's  thunder  rise  ! 

Hark  !     A  louder  thunder  answers,  deepening  inwards  to  the  skies  ! 

Heaven's  majestic  diapason,  pealing  on  from  east  to  west. 

Never  grander  music  anthem'd  poet  to  his  home  of  rest  ! 

In  1867,  Mr.  Martin  published  a  memoir  of  his  old  friend  and 
coUaborateur,  Professor  W.  E.  Aytoun,  It  was  undertaken  at  the- 
request  of  his  friend's  sisters,  and  presents  a  very  vivid  and  agreeable 
picture  of  a  man  who  combined  rare  powers  of  industry  with  a  strength 
of  poetic  conception,  and  a  capacity  for  humour  which,  if  not  of  the- 
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highest  order,  have  added  to  literature  not  a  few  works  of  permanent 
interest.  Twenty- four  editions  of  his  "Lays  of  the  Cavaliers"  shew- 
that  in  him  Scotland  acknowledged  another  true  poet. 

It  was  while  engaged  upon  this  work  that  Mr.  Martin  was  asked  to 
undertake  a  work  of  a  wider  scope,  and  demanding  qualities  of  no 
ordinary  kind.  The  brief  sketch  of  the  late  Prince  Consort,  given  by 
the  late  General  Grey  in  *'The  Early  Years  of  Prince  Albert,"  had 
been  hailed  by  the  public  with  so  eager  an  interest,  that  it  seemed  due 
to  the  Prince's  memory  that  the  narrative  should  be  continued  to  tho 
close  of  his  too  brief  career.  General  Grey  felt  himself  unequal  to  this 
task ;  and  the  late  Sir  Arthur  Helps,  then  Clerk  of  the  Council,  was 
appealed  to  for  advice.  He  had  known  Mr.  Martin  well  and  long^  and 
seems  to  have  found  in  him  the  knowledge  of  men  and  of  events,  the 
tact,  the  experience,  the  judgment,  the  knowledge  of  foreign  languages, 
and  the  literary  skill  which  so  acute  an  observer  as  the  author  of 
**  Friends  in  Council "  must  have  known  were  required  for  the  delicate 
and  difficult  duties  of  a  Royal  biographer.  However  this  may  be,  he 
named  Mr.  Martin  to  the  Queen  as  the  man,  of  all  whom  he  knew^ 
most  capable  of  doing  justice  to  the  subject.  He  was  accordingly 
applied  to.  The  proposal,  we  learn  from  the  letter  to  Her  Majesty 
prefixed  to  Mr.  Martin's  first  volume  of  the  Prince's  Life,  came  upon 
him  by  surprise.  Honourable  as  it  was,  it  was  respectfully  declined, 
but  the  paper  in  which  he  stated  his  reasons  for  not  accepting  the  trust, 
we  have  heard,  had  only  the  effect  of  causing  the  offer  to  be  pressed 
upon  him  in  more  urgent  terms.  It  is  easy  to  understand  that  in  such 
circimistances  a  wish  becomes  a  command,  and  the  task,  of  which  Mr 
Martin  had  no  doubt  well  weighed  the  mag^tude  and  the  responsibility, 
was  at  length  reluctantly  undertaken.  The  manner  in  which  it  has 
been  executed  shews  that  it  has  been  a  labour  of  love,  carried  out  with 
a  conscientious  and  independent  spirit,  worthy  of  the  theme,  and  of  the 
Koyal  lady  who  placed  a  trust  of  such  importance  in  Mr.  Martin's- 
hands. 

Let  the  author  tell  in  his  own  words  the  principle  by  which  he 
has  been  guided  in  the  composition  of  the  memoir.  In  the  prefatory 
letter  already  referred  to,  Mr.  Martin  says  : — 

''  To  me,  biography,  while  one  of  the  most  fascinating,  has  always  appeared  one 
of  the  most  difficult  branches  of  Uterature.  How  difficult,  the  few  master-  ^^ 
pieces  in  that  kind«  of  either  ancient  or  modern  time,  are  enough  to  shew.  To 
present  a  faithful  picture  of  the  simplest  life  and  character,  moving  in  scenet 
with  which  we  are  ourselves  familiar,  working  in  channels  in  which  we  have 
ourselves  worked,  demands  rare  qualities  of  imaginative  sympathy  and  peroep- 
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tion.  A  life  of  action  which  has  swayed  great  moYementSy  or  stamped  iti 
impress  upon  great  events,  may  be  presented  in  strong  outlines,  and  under 
such  forcible  contrasts  of  light  and  shade  as  will  stimulate  the  imagination  and 
make  the  hero  or  the  statesman  a  vivid  reality  for  the  reader.  But  where  the 
iuner  life  has  to  be  portrayed,  a  subtler  touch  is  demanded.  We  are  a 
mystery  to  ourselves ;  how  much  more,  then,  must  we  be  a  mystery  to  a 
stranger  ?  There  is  infinite  sacredness  in  all  noble  lives,  such  as  alone  merit 
the  consecration  of  biography.  Before  it,  those  will  bow  with  the  greatest 
reverence  to  whom  these  lives  are  most  intimately  known,  for  to  such  the 
fact  is  sure  to  have  been  brought  closely  home,  which  Keble  has  beautifully 
expressed,  that 

Not  even  the  tenderest  heart,  and  next  ourselves 

Klnows  half  the  reason  why  we  smile  or  sigh. 

How  grave,  then,  must  be  his  responsibility  who  ventures  to  draw  for  the  world 
a  portrait  of  any  of  its  heroes,  which  shall  be  at  once  warmly  sjrmpathetic 
and  austerely  just.  Such,  and  no  less,  I  felt  the  portrait  of  the  Prince 
Consort  ought  to  be.  But  who  might  paint  it  ?  I  had  not  the  happiness 
or  the  honour  to  know  him  personally  ;  but  it  was  apparent  at  a  glance  that  there 
must  be  unusual  difficulty  in  dealing  with  a  life  cousecrated  to  duty  as  his  bad 
been.  .  .  .  Of  much  that  the  Prince  had  done  for  England,  no  further  re- 
cord was  needed  ....  Of  his  influence  both  on  domestic  and  European 
politics,  much  was  surmised  ....  Of  the  man  as  he  was  known  in  his 
home  and  among  his  friends,  the  charming  glimpses  which  had  been  youch- 
safed  in  the  '  Leaves  of  a  Journal,*  and  in  General  Grey's  volume  seemed  to 
leave  little  that  could  be  added  to  the  picture." 

How  far  the  author's  difficulties   were    smoothed   away   by  the 

Queen's  generous  confidence  in  his  discretion  may  be  gleaned  from  what 

follows : — 

'*  Nothing,  however  confideutial,  has  been  withheld  which  could  i^eflect 
a  light  on  the  Prince's  character,  or  enable  me  to  present  him  in  his  true 
colours  before  the  world." 

Again,  speaking  of  the  nature  of  his  task, — 

*^  I  have  had  no  panegyric  to  write.  This  would  have  been  distasteful  to 
your  Majesty,  as  it  would  have  been  unworthy  of  the  Prince.  My  aim  has 
been  to  let  his  words  and  his  deeds  speak  to  others  as  they  have  spoken  to 

myself Merely    to    have    continued    the    sketch  embodied  in 

General    Grey*s  volume  was  soon  found  to   be  impossible It 

seemed  better,  therefore,  that  the  present  work  should  be  complete  within 
itself.  Accordingly,  it  resumes  the  narrative  of  the  Prince's  early  years.  But 
this  has  been  enriched  by  several  most  interesting  documents,  entrusted  to  me 
by  your  Majesty,  which  place  some  important  points  of  the  Prince's  character 
in  a  fuller,  and,  as  I  venture  to  think,  in  a  truer  light." 

In  the  prefatory  letter  to  the  Queen,  in  his  second  volume,  Mr. 
Martin  says ; — 

* '  In  writing  the  life  of  the  Prince  Consort,  I  have  felt  that  I  must  write 

what   would  be,   in    some    measure,    a    history    of    the    time 

The  interests  of  England  abroad,  as  well  as  at  home,  were  not  more  dear 
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to  yuur  Uiijeaty  than  they  were  to  him.  Tf<  lielp,  ao  far  &a  in  him  Iny,  to 
uphold  these  intereat*,  and  to  keep  Enghmd  true  to  her  name,  and  worthy  of 
her  great  inheritance,  was  with  the  Prince,  aa  with  your  Majesty,  the  deai'e*t 
object  of  his  ambition.  Seeking  no  personal  triumph,  he  was  content — and 
more  than  content — with  strengthening  the  handa,  while  lightening  the 
labours  of  tlie  sovereign  in  whose  life  his  own  wss  merged." 

"  Only  a  faint  idea  can  be  given  in  any  work  like  the  present  of  the 
weighty  character  and  the  wide  range  of  the  topics  which  engaged  the 
thoughts  of  your  Majesty  and  the  Prince  during  the  erentful  yeara  of  which 
this  volume  treats.  Still,  it  cannot  but  be  well  that  your  Majesty's  subjects 
should  learn  something  of  the  noble  activity  which  then  raignad  within  the 
Palace  ;  how  not  a  day,  scarcely  an  liour,  paased  which  did  not  leave  its  record 
of  some  good  work  done,  aome  sagacious  counsel  tendered,  some  worthy 
enterprise  encouraged,  some  meaaore  to  miike  m^ii  wiser  or  better  devised  or 
helped  forward,  some  problem  of  grave  social  or  political  moment  meditated 
to  its  depths  and  advanced  towards  a  solution." 

Even  Mr.  Martin,  Tve  fancy,  could  scarcely  have  anticipated  that  his 
task  would  prove  so  lengthened  and  so  anxious  as  he  must  have  found 
it.  AVe  all  know  how  hard  it  is  to  get  at  the  real  facts  of  contemporary 
history,  and,  when  they  have  been  mastered,  to  marshal  them  in  such 
a  way  as  to  shew  their  connection  and  development,  without  hurting  the 
feelings  of  people  still  living,  or  provoking  controversy  from  others  who 
are  less  accurately  informed.  In  any  case  this  is  a  difficulty  which 
demands  no  small  share  of  tact,  but  where  a  work  comes  forth  to  the 
world  with  the  sanction  of  the  Sovereign,  the  anxieties  of  the  writer  must 
be  increased  a  hundredfold.  This  much  at  least  is  clear  from  the  revela- 
tions in  these  volumes,  that  implicit  trust  has  been  shewn  by  the  Queen 
in.  the  biographer  of  her  husband's  life.  Family  and  State  secrets  appear 
to  have  been  alike  laid  bare  to  him  in  the  best  of  all  forms — contemporary 
letters  and  documents ;  and  nothing  withheld  which  could  enable  him 
to  form  a  deliberate  judgment,  not  merely  of  Prince  Albert,  but  of  the 
historical  events  of  his  time.  That  this  confidence  has  not  been 
misplaced  is  best  shewn  by  the  universal  approval  with  which  the 
Life,  so  far  as  it  has  gone,  has  been  received.  It  has  placed  the 
history  of  the  period  with  which  it  deals  before  the  world  in  an 
authentic  form.  It  has  had  to  deal  with  topics  delicate  and  difKonlt  to 
discuss ;  but  we  are  not  aware  that  it  has  given  ofienoe  to  any  acton  in 
the  political  history  of  the  time,  or  to  their  representativea,  or  been  '. 
charged  either  with  omission  of  any  material  fatta,  or  with  the  gloaaea  oti 
political  or  personal  prejudice. 

The  public  are  at  this  moment  looking  forward  with  t 
to  the  appearance  of  the  third  volome  of  t]ua  valuable  i 
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announced  for  publication  a  few  days  after  the  appearance  of  this 
paper.  It  deals  with  the  period  of  the  Crimean  War,  and  the  materials 
at  Mr.  Martin's  disposal  have  been  fomid  of  such  interest  and  import- 
ance that  he  has  had  to  abandon  the  intention  he  had  announced  of 
completing  the  Prince's  Life  in  a  third  volume. 

That  he  has  thus  far  executed  his  task  to  the  satisfaction  of  the 
Royal  lady,  whose  judgment  on  such  a  subject  will  be  admitted  to  be 
decisive,  is  well  known.  A  token  of  this  was  given  to  Mr.  Martin  in 
1875,  in  the  honour  of.  a  Civil  Commandership  of  the  Bath;  but  far 
more  than  this  he  is  understood  to  value  the  gracious  expressions  of 
satisfaction  which  he  has  received  under  the  Sovereign's  own  hand.  It 
has  been  truly  said  that  the  best  monument  to  the  memory  of  the  Prince 
Consort  is  that  which  Mr.  Martin  has  raised,  and  is  raising,  in  these 
admirable  volumes.  We  can  well  believe  that  when  he  reads  such 
a  comment  he  congratulates  himself  in  the  words  of  his  favourite 
Catullus:  ^^ Hocunwm  Mt  frolahorihu»tanti%P  That  a  work  involving 
80  much  labour,  so  much  of  the  thought  which  goes  to  the  decision  of 
''what  not  to  write,"  should  have  been  successfully  carried  out  by  a 
man  who  still  takes  an  active  part  in  an  arduous  profession,  speaks 
volumes  for  Mr.  Martin's  force  of  character,  no  less  than  for  his 
industry.  While  carrying  it  on  he  still  finds  time  for  articles  in  the 
Quarterly  Review y  and  elsewhere,  on  those  topics  of  literature  and  art 
which  he  has  made  his  peculiar  study.  He  has  recently,  we  see,  been 
relieving  his  severer  labours  by  what  most  men  would  find  to  be  work 
severe  enough  in  itself — translations  for  Blackwood  from  Heine,  in 
which  the  subtle  flavour  and  rare  simplicity  of  the  original  have  been 
well  preserved. 

In  the  highest  literary  and  social  circles,  Theodore  Martin  and  his 
gifted  wife  are  well  known  and  valued.  He  is  a  good  conversationalisty 
and,  as  might  be  expected  of  Bon  Gaultier,  enlivens  his  talk  upon 
occasion  with  quaint  touches  of  humour.  He  knows  every  one,  and 
every  one  knows  him.  A  busy  life  has  taught  him  the  value  of  spare 
minutes,  and  he  can  point  triumphantly  to  a  great  mass  of  excellent 
literary  work  to  prove  how  well  he  has  striven  to  turn  them  to  account. 

His  heavier  literary  work,  we  have  been  told,  is  carried  on  during 
his  seasons  of  retreat  from  London  to  his  country  seat  in  North  Wales. 
There,  in  one  of  the  most  picturesque  spots  in  that  picturesque  region, 
on  the  slope  of  a  hill  which  is  washed  by  the  sacred  Deva,  nowhere 
more  beautiful  than  at  this  spot,  stands  the  house  called  Bryntysilio, 
which  is  pointed  out  to  those  who  visit  the  neighbouring  valley  of 
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IxLangoUen  as  the  summer  residence  of  the  great  actress,  Helen  Faucit, 
and  of  Prince  Albert's  biographer.  Its  garden,  with  skilfully-disposed 
terraces,  makes  a  pleasant  break  in  the  mountain  scenery  amid  which  it 
stands ;  and  rumour  speaks  of  the  interior  as  matching  in  completeness 
and  in  artistic  arrangement  the  beauty  of  the  rich  and  varied  landscape 
which  meets  the  eye  from  every  window  of  the  house.  Mr.  Martin  is 
the  owner  of  considerable  property  in  Denbighshire,  and  he  is  on  the 
best  footing  with  all  the  leading  landowners  of  the  county.  In  the 
duties  of  the  county  he  takes  an  active  part,  and  is  always  available  for 
his  share  of  justices'  work  on  the  Bench  at  Llangollen,  or  for  presiding  at 
a  meeting  where  a  word  in  season  is  desired  to  be  said.  In  town  or  in 
coimtry,  in  literature  as  in  business,  he  does  his  work  thoroughly,  and 
with  a  resolute  and  conscientious  spirit. 

In  his  verse  translations,  as  will  have  been  seen,  Mr.  Martin  has 
imbued  himself  with  the  spirit  of  difEerent  languages,  to  wit,  Latin, 
Italian,  and  German.  He  has  had  to  enter  into  the  lingual  life  of 
different  epochs,  that  of  Catullus  and  Horace ;  of  Dante ;  of  O  oethe 
and  Uhland,  and  in  recent  months  of  Heine  ;  which  may  be  roughly 
distinguished  as  the  ancient,  the  mediaeval,  and  the  modern  periods  of 
the  poetic  era  best  known  to  us.  For  the  mediaeval  modes  of  thought 
he  has  the  unobtrusive  power  and  quiet  dignity  that  are  needed.  For 
modem  verse  he  has  the  more  quick  and  sprightly  faculty.  The  poetry 
of  the  time  of  the  Homan  Emperors  requires  other  and  varied  qualifi- 
cations. 

There  are  several  methods  between  which  a  translator  may  choose 
when  he  has  before  him  the  pagan  glory  and  perfected  metres  of  the 
best  poetry  of  Greece  or  Rome.  He  may  turn  the  classic  ode  or  lyric 
into  ordinary  English  verse,  regardless  of  any  rhythmic  correspondence ; 
he  may  invent  a  metre  as  a  sort  of  modern  equivalent  to  the  original ; 
he  may  select  known  English  metres  and  choose  out  separate  kinds  to 
employ  for  each  foreign  variety,  or  he  may  studiously  follow  the  ori- 
ginal metre  itself  as  closely  as  one  language  can  be  made  to  match 
another. 

Mr.  Martin  takes  the  first-named  alternative  and  elects  to  be  entirely 
free  in  his  choice  of  metre.     He  says  : — 

"  Many  of  my  critics,  on  the  first  appearance  of  my  translations,  insisted  on 
the  necessity  of  the  very  form  of  the  smaller  poems  of  OatulluB  bsiiig 
preserved  by  his  translator.  Nothing  is  more  easy  than  to  lay  down  a  dogOM 
of  this  kind.  To  illustrate  it  by  successful  example  is  a  very  different  msMtf. 
It  is  hard  enough,  for  even  the  most  expert  masteir  of  poetical  ezpresiiailp  to* 
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tranBmiite  into  simple  yemacular  muaical  English  the  words  in  which  th& 
fervid  passion  or  the  heavy  heartache  of  Catullus  found  a  vent.  But  the 
translator,  in  my  opinion,  foredooms  himself  to  failure  who  adds  to  the 
difficulty  by  a  desperate  resolve  to  reproduce  the  very  music  of  the  Catullian 
lyre.  No  one  can  value  form  more  highly  than  myself ;  but  form  may  be 
purchased  too  dearly,  where  it  is  not  in  accordance  with  the  normal  structure 
of  our  metrical  language.  If  I  believed,  for  example,  that  the  Lesbia  poems 
could  be  adequately  rendered  in  English  hendecasyllabics,  I  should  have  so 
given  them.  But  I  do  not.  What  has  the  Laureate,  our  greatest  living 
master  of  the  art  of  versification,  said  of  this  metre,  in  his  one  published 
experiment  upon  it  ? 

Hard,  hard,  hard  it  is  only  not  to  tumble, 
So  fantastical  is  the  dainty  metre. 

And  if  a  translator  were  lucky  enough  to  get  through  one  or  two  of  the 
poems  without  a  tumble,  he  would  certainly  accomplish  many  ignominious 
falls  before  he  got  through  the  series,  and  be  reminded  of  his  disaster  by  the 
'  irresponsible  indolent  reviewers  '  in  no  very  measured  terms." 

It  has  been  well  said  by  a  poet  who  has  done  more  classical  trans- 
lation than  Mr.  Tennyson,  ''  When  the  English  ear  grows  accustomed 
to  these  alien  intruders,  not  hexameter  only,  but  PhaloBcian,  Glyconic. 
Asdepiad,  Alcaic,  will  soon  make  their  way  into  our  literature.  If  from 
Italy  we  have  learnt  the  sonnet  and  the  octave  rhyme,  why  may  we 
not  learn  other  lessons  from  Greece  and  Home  ?  " 

It  is  difficult  to  say  why  not.  Certainly  it  can  be  no  reason 
that  Mr.  Tennyson,  in  his  experiments,  met  with  only  a  moderate 
success.  He  was  a  pioneer ;  others  may  follow  and  be  more  successful 
with  less  versifying  faculty,  merely  because  they  have  learned  to 
catch  the  trick. 

As  in  everything  else,  so  in  work  of  this  kind,  assiduity  wins  at  last. 
Professor  Hobinson  Ellis  shews  in  what  a  painstaking  way  he  dung  to 
the  idea  that  the  metre  of  a  classic  poem  could  be  reproduced  in  a 
modem  and  very  different  tongue.  "  My  first  attempts  were,"  he  tells 
us,  '^  so  imsucdessful  that  I  dropped  the  idea  for  some  time  altogether." 
To  have  finally  given  up  the  attempt  would  have  been  to  consent 
to  abandon  a  possible  addition  of  richness  to  our  lingual  faculties. 

The  Galliambic  measure  we  allow  to  be  too  difficult  for  English 
poets  to  bring  to  perfection  for  the  present — ^if  ever;  but  it  is  the 
rarest  of  all  metres.  The  hendecasyllabic  is  not  so  difficult  as  it 
has  been  said  to  be.  We  could  lay  our  hand  upon  moderately  executed 
specimens  done  by  persons  of  no  very  great  technical  faculty,  while 
Swinburne,  who,  if  he  is  not  a  great  poet,  at  least  has  a  mastery  over 
metrical  language,  seems  to  find  the  hendecasyllabic  measure  no 
shackle : — 
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In  the  month  of  the  long  decline  of  roaes, 
ly  beholding  the  summer  dead  before  me, 
Set  my  face  to  the  sea  and  journeyed  silent. 
Gazing  eagerly  where  above  the  sea-mark 
Flame  as  fierce  as  the  fervid  eyes  of  lions 
Half -divided  the  eyelids  of  the  sunset ; 
Till  I  heard  as  it  were  a  noise  of  waters 
Moving  tremulous  under  feet  of  angels 
Multitudinous,  out  of  all  the  heavens  ; 
Knew  the  fluttering  wind,  the  fluttered  foliage, 
Shaken  fitfully,  full  of  sound  and  shadow ; 
Aud  saw  trodden  upon  by  noiseless  angels, 
Long,  mysterious  reaches  fed  with  moonlight. 

There  is  at  least  music  here.  When  a  great  poet  some  day  shall 
biave  put  a  cherished  thought  into  this  form,  the  public  will  awaken  to 
the  fact  of  its  exceeding  beauty.  Mr.  Martin  chooses,  perhaps,  a 
scarcely  fair  example  by  which  to  represent  the  measiire  of  success 
attained  in  renderings  in  hendecasyllabic  metre.  This  he  cites  as  a 
specimen  of  the  "Lament  for  Lesbia's  Sparrow,"  from  Oatullus  : — 

Mourn,  ye  goddesses,  and  ye  gods  of  love,  mourn, 
Young  men  all,  who  especially  are  comely. 
Dead,  dead,  dead,  is  the  sparrow  of  my  darling  ! 
Sparrow,  pet  of  my  darling,  pet  and  playmate, 
Who  to  her  than  her  very  eyes  was  dearer. 

We  cannot  help  thinking  that  Mr.  Ellis's  version  marks  a  more 
advanced  stage,  a  more  easy  power,  in  such  reproductions  : — 

Weep  each  heavenly  Venus,  all  the  Cupids, 
Weep  all  men  that  have  any  grace  about  ye. 
Dead  the  sparrow,  in  whom  my  love  delighted; 
The  dear  sparrow,  in  whom  my  love  delighted; 
Yea,  most  precious,  above  her  eyes  she  held  him. 

And  Professor  Ellis  is  so  great  a  purist  as  reg^ards  form  of  verse  and 
literality  of  rendering,  that  the  metre  is  more  difficult  for  him  than  for 
one  at  once  more  free  and  of  more  distinctively  poetic  faculty.  But 
though  at  times  a  little  stiff  in  his  lines,  as  indeed  might  be  expected, 
he  moves  to  poetry  on  occasion,  aud  even  where  he  is  least  happy  helps 
to  prepare  the  way  for  the  final  translator,  who  may  be  more  poetic, 
and  just  so  much  less  of  a  scholar  as  to  be  thankful  to  support  himself 
on  the  labours  of  his  forerunner. 

Mr.  Martin  may  claim  that  he  has  not  waited  for  this  tedious  de- 
velopment, but  by  leaving  behind  these  prejudices  of  dassicality  has 
produced  poems  acceptable  as  they  are,  and  not  mere  sign-posts  on ' 
the  way  to  an  impossible  perfection.    He  argues : — 

44 
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"Clasiical  acholan,  I  yenture  to  think,  are  prone  to  attach  an  undue  yalue 
to  classical  metres  in  the  work  of  translation.  To  them  the  mere  echo  of  the 
rhythm  with  which  they  are  familiar  is  so  delightful,  that  they  are  often  very 
lenient  to  its  demerits  in  other  respects.  They  are  apt  t?  forget  that  a 
translator  has  to  deal  with  a  language  which  does  not  admit  of  the  same 
variety  of  inflexions  as  the  langusges  of  Greece  or  Rome,  where,  moreover, 
unlike  the  English,  every  syllable  has  its  definite  quantity,  and  the  position  of 
the  words  in  a  sentence  may  be  infinitely  varied.  After  all,  it  is  not  for  them 
that  translations  are  written ;  but  for  readers  whose  ears  are  not  penetrated 
by  the  music  of  the  original,  and  who  will  be  satisfied  with  no  translation  to 
which  they  are  not  attracted  as  being  in  itself  good  EngUsh  verse.  That  this 
can  be  written  most  musically  without  rhyme  is,  no  doubt,  true.  But  it  is 
more  likely  to  be  so  written  in  the  fervour  of  original  composition,  than  where 
both  the  theme  and  the  mode  of  treatment  are  already  prescribed  as  they  are 
to  the  translator. 

''If,  then,  we  cannot  reproduce  the  very  cadences,  the  subtleties  of 
emphasis,  the  exquisite  significances  of  sound,  which  are  to  be  found  in  all 
fine  poems,  let  us  aim  at  catching  the  feeling  out  of  which  each  poem  has 
grown,  and  at  clothing  it  in  language  which  shall  be  wholly  true  to  that 
feeling,  and  at  the  same  time  welcome  for  its  music  to  English  ears.  He  who 
does  this  will,  I  believe,  better  justify  his  fitness  for  the  task  of  translation, 
than  the  ablest  manipulator  of  longs  and  shorts  in  measures  foreign  to  the 
genius  of  our  language." 

We  are  not  quite  convinced,  however;  and  cannot  speak  of  Mr. 
Ellis's 

Acme  quietly  back  her  head  reclining 
Towards  her  boy,  with  a  rosy  mouth  delightful. 
Kissed  his  passionate  eyes  elately  swimming, 

as  a  mere  ''  manipulation  of  longs  and  shorts.''  Nevertheless,  it  may 
be  granted  that  a  fuller  poetic  glow  might  have  fused  the  lines  into  a 
more  crystal  form. 

More  successful,  it  seems  to  us,  is  Mr.  Martin  with  Horace  than 
with  Oatullus,  Horace  being  a  dainty  Epicurean,  whUe  Catullus,  in  the 
midst  of  his  corrupt  epoch,  is  redeemed  by  a  passion  not  common  to  those 
around  him,  a  real  intense  love,  an  imhappy  one,  but  probably  it 
changed  Catullus  from  an  exquisite  versifier  into  a  poet.  And  this 
depth  of  passion  is  very  difficult  to  convey  into  an  alien  tongue,  except 
intense  sympathy  be  combined  with  the  requisite  technical  ability.  The 
lightness  of  treatment  with  which  Mr.  Martin  approaches  the  deeper 
glow  of  Catullus  might  occasionally  fail  to  satisfy  a  student  of  the 
original,  but  probably  adds  to  the  general  popularity  of  his  versions, 
which,  be  it  said,  is  no  small  matter,  regarded  even  from  the  standpoint 
of  the  strictest  sects  of  culture ;  for  surely  the  gradual  expansion  of 
culture  is  the  aim  in  view.  With  Horace,  especially  in  those  passages 
where  a  light  hand  and  some  rhetorical  artifice  are   required,    Mr. 
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Martin  reaches  high  success.  Here  his  plan  of  aiming  at  an  English 
poem  rather  than  a  transfer  of  a  Ghreek  one,  brings  no  injury.  The 
reproach  to  Lydia  for  ensnaring  Sybaris  is  at  once  Horatian,  and,  if  the 
word  be  allowable,  Martinic. 

In  his  simple  and  unaffected  English,  Mr.  Theodore  Martin  is  very 
successful  in  his  versions  of  Heine,  to  which  we  have  already  alluded, 
where  the  liquid  sparkle  of  sentiment  enshrined  in  each  verside  has  to 
be  carried  intact,  as  it  were,  from  one  goblet  to  another  : — 

People  have  teased  and  vexed  me, 

Worried  me  early  and  late  : 
Some  with  the  love  they  bore  m^, 

Other  some  with  their  hate. 

They  dragged  my  glass  with  poison. 

They  poisoned  the  bread  I  ate  : 
Some  with  the  love  they  bore  me. 

Other  some  with  their  hate. 

But  she,   who  has  teased  and  vexed  me, 

And  worried  me  far  the  most — 
She  never  hated  me,  never. 

And  her  love  I  could  never  boast. 

Looking  in  a  general  way  upon  Mr.  Martin's  literary  work,  the 
«alm  and  cultured  tone  of  the  bulk  of  his  writings  seems  to  us  to  be 
pleasantly  disturbed  by  the  harum-scarum  book  of  ballads  of  Bon 
Gaultier,  to  which  we  have  already  referred.  Of  these  parodies  a  few 
are  now  losing  their  force,  as  the  present  public  is*  forgetting  some  of 
the  authors  whose  peculiarities  formed  their  subject.  The  comic 
imitations  of  Tennyson,  however,  were,  perhaps,  the  best  of  all,  and 
these  are  as  pointed  to-day  as  iaver. 

The  spirited  parody  on  "  Locksley  Hall "  is,  of  itself,  enough 
to  cure  the  megrims,  and  the  Poet  Laureate  to  the  music  of  his  own 
**  Mermaid  "  singing,  astride  on  his  butt  of  sherry,  to  the  Court  house- 
maids, is  a  picture  full  of  fun. 

A  life  such  as  Mr.  Martin's  is  pleasant  to  chronicle,  for  it  contains 
nothing  that  we  need  strive  to  hide.  Amd  it  is  another  instance  of  an 
old  truth  that  so  many  feverish  youths  forget.  Says  the  Chinese  sage, 
**If  an  ordinary  man  succeed  by  ten  efforts,  the  superior  man  will 
succeed  by  a  hundred,"  if  there  be  need  of  so  many. 

Our  photograph,  we  may  remark  in  conclusion,  is  the  last  that  has 
been  taken  of  Mr.  Theodore  Martin,  and  is  considered  by  his  friends 
an  excellent  likeness.  Our  constituents,  we  have  little  doubt,  will  find 
no  fault  with  the  selection. 
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Philosophebs  are  prone  to  reject 
all  philosophy  but  their  own ;  and 
few  men  are  free  from  iinoonficions 
bias.  Before  my  story  is  read  I 
would  ask  consideration  for  the 
following  paragraph  from  Aber- 
crombie  ('*  Intellectual  Powers," 
7th  edit.  pp.  74  and  76) : — 

"While  an  unbounded  credulity  is 
the  part  of  a  weak  mind,  which  never 
thiBKB  nor  reasons  at  all,  an  unlimited 
scepticism  is  the  part  of  a  contracted 
mind,  which  reasons  upon  imperfect 
data,  or  makes  its  own  knowledge  and 
extent  of  observation  the  standanl  and 
test  of  probability.  In  judging  of  the 
credibility  of  a  statement,  we  are  not 
to  be  influenced  simply  by  our  actual 
experience  of  similar  events  ;  for  this 
would  limit  our  reception  of  new  facts 
to  their  accordance  with  those  which 
we  already  know." 

Amid  the  multitude  of  extraordi- 
nary letters  which  it  has  been  my 
lot  to  receive  during  the  past  two 
years,  ihe  post  brought  me  some 
few  months  ago  a  strange  commu- 
nication from  a  gentleman  residing 
in  Ennisldllen.  The  writer,  who 
was  only  known  to   me   by  the 


geological  and  archseological  oon- 
tributions  he  had  made  to  some  of 
the  learned  societies,  informed  me 
that  the  cottage  of  a  small  farmer 
in  one  of  the  most  secluded  spots 
in  the  county  Fermanagh  had,  for 
some  months,  been  the  seat  of 
variouB  strange  and  inexpli- 
cable disturbances;  in  a  word, 
that  the  cottage  was  reputed  to 
be  haunted!  Furthermore,  that 
not  only  had  some  of  the  most 
veracious  and  shrewd  people  in 
the  neighbourhood  testified  to  the 
reality  of  the  disturbances,  but  my 
correspondent,  in  utter  scepticism 
and  ridicule,  having  gone  to  expose 
the  credulity  of  Hs  neighbours, 
had  returned  convinced  that  no 
trickery  was  at  work.  Confounded 
with  tJie  results  of  his  inquiry,- 
and  utterly  imable  to  throw  any 
light  on  the  matter,  he  wrote  to 
beg  me  to  visit  the  place ;  pointing 
out  that  even  if  the  haunted  house 
should  go  the  way  of  its  prede- 
cessors, still  the  beauty  of  Lough 
Erne,  and  the  extraordinary  lime- 
stone caves  of  the  district  might 
repay  me  for  the  journey.*    Not- 


*  I  may  mention  that  my  correspondent  was  Mr.  Thomas  Plunkett,  of  En- 
niskillen.  If  Mr.  Smiles  is  on  the  kK>k-oat  for  a  new  heio  to  add  to  his  self-made 
men,  let  me  take  the  liberty  of  commending  him  to  my  correspondent.  Mr. 
Plnnkett  has,  from  his  boyhood,  been  an  earnest  student  of  books  ajid  of  nature. 
He  has  collected  a  large  and  excellent  library  ;  has  actively  encouraged  education 
among  the  peasantry ;  has  mastered  and  thrown  b'ght  on  tiie  geology  and  ancient 
glaciation  of  the  entire  district ;  has  discovered  and  explored  with  persistent 
energy  and  success  the  extraordinary  limestone  caves  of  Fermanagh  ;  imd  out  of 
his  little  leisure  and  narrow  means  nas  himself  unearthed  some  eleven  tx  twelve 
owt.  of  cave  bones,  many  of  ancient  aninuds  and  of  pre-historic  man,  with  the 
usual  accompaniment  of  rude  pottery,  flint  flakes,  and  bronze  implements.  I  am 
glad  to  say  that  at  the  last  meeting  of  the  British  Araooiation  a  grant  of  £30  was 
awarded  to  aid  Mr.  Plunkett  in  the  continuation  of  his  cave  explorations. 
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withstanding  that  the  romance  of 
haunted  houses  does  provokingly 
vanish  when  they  are  investigated, 
rats  being  found  at  work,  or  boys 
at  play,  1  agreed  to  ^ ;  for  even 
if  my  private  misgivings  were 
confinned,  still,  as  my  corre- 
spondent remarked,  the  scenery  and 
the  caves  would  assuredly  remain. 
So  a  wet  Friday  afternoon  found 
me  in  Enniskillen,  and  the  evening 
was  spent  in  discussing  plans  for 
thejnorrow.  Both  the  '*  caves"  and 
the  "haunted  house"  were  far 
away  from  the  town,  in  a  desolate 
region  to  be  reached  only  by  foot 
or  car.  However,  the  next  day  we 
were  on  our  way.  The  morning 
was  spent  blasting  the  stala^ite 
floor  of  the  caves  ;  a  beautifully 
made  and  very  ancient,  though  stiU 
perfect  bone  pin,  numerous  frag- 
ments of  coarse  pottery  and  bones 
of  wolf  and  deer,  rewarded  our 
labours.  Before  the  sun  set  we 
left  our  digging  for  the  still  stranger 
quest  the  results  of  which  I  am 
about  to  narrate.  A  lovely  drive  of 
some  nine  miles  had  previously 
brought  us  to  the  village  of  Derry- 
gonefiy  ;  turning  sharp  to  the  left 
after  passing  through  the  village, 
the  road  faced  the  magnificent 
limestone  cliffs  of  Knockmore; 
a  couple  of  miles  farther  and 
we  were  at  a  ffate  opening  into 
a  field  that  led  to  the  haunted 
house.  A  more  lonely  spot  could 
hardly  be  found  in  this  countiy. 
Across  the  bog  that  lay  before  us 
rose  the  huge  pile  of  Knockmore, 
its  steep  side  crowned  by  an  es- 
carpment of  over-hanging  rock, 
fully  300  feet  in  height,  hollowed 
here  and  there  into  those  vast 
caves,  the  abodes  of  pre-historio 
man,  to  which  allusion  has  already 
been  made.  No  house  could  be 
seen  anywhere,  for  the  cottage  we 
were  in  search  of  lies  hidden  in  a 
hollow,  and  was  further  screened 
from  observation  by  the  foliage  of 
the  trees  that  surroimd  it.  The  only 


neighbours  to  be  found  are  in  the 
scattered  farms  that  dot  the  wide- 
sweeping  and  poor  vedleys.  It 
was  now  evening,  and,  added  to  the 
loneliness  of  uie  place,  gloomy 
shades  were  cast  by  the  clumpB  6t 
trees  and  the  tall  hedgerow  beside 
our  path. 

At  last  we  reached  the  door  of 
the  farmer's  cottage  and  found  him 
within.  He  gave  us  a  friendly 
greeting,  and  whilst  he  was  making 
up  the  turf  fire,  and  his  daughters 
preparing,  with  Irish  hospitality, 
to  get  us  a  cup  of  tea,  we  looked 
aroimd.  The  cottage  did  not  differ 
in  its  size  or  arrangements  from 
that  belonging  to  any  other  of 
the  small  farmers  in  the  country 
districts  of  Ireland.  The  front 
door  opened  into  a  roomy 
kitchen,  with  a  low  ceiling,  in 
great  part  open  to  the  black- 
ened rafters  of  the  roof.  The  floor 
was  of  hardened  earthy  and  on  a 
large  hearth-stone  there  burnt 
against  the  wall  a  turf  fire,  the 
smoke  ascending  through  the  primi- 
tive and  ample  chimney.  A  small 
window  let  enough  light  in  to  dis- 
cern, by  the  fire-side,  a  door, 
opening  into  a  bed-room,  and  in  a 
corresponding  position  on  the  op- 

Eosite  side  of  the  kitchen  was  the 
ttle  parlour.  The  farmer  him- 
self was  a  ffrey-headed  man,  with 
a  careworn  look ;  he  spoke  with  a 
quiet  and  simple  dignity  totally  dif- 
ferent from  the  voluble  utteran<^e 
that  betrays  insincerity.  He  had 
lost  his  wife  a  few  weeks  before 
Easter  last,  and  the  loss  had  greatlj 
affected  both  himself  and  his 
children.  The  family  now  con- 
sisted of  four  girls  and  one  boy, 
the  youngest  about  ten,  and  the 
eldest,  a  girl,  Maggie,  about  twenty 
years  old.  It  was  chiefly  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Maggie  th«t 
noises  were  heard,  and  hence  it 
was  of  interest  to  regard  her  a 
little  more  closely.    Her  ap^^eeas- 
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ahoes  and  stockings  to  hide  her 
white  and  well-formed  feet  and 
ankles,  her  ^wn  neatly  tucked 
up,  a  little  rea  shawl  thrown  across 
her  shoulders,  her  hair  simply  and 
tidily  arranged,  and  her  whole  at- 
titude graced  by  a  manner  instinc- 
tively  gentle  and  modest ;  to  this 
was  added  an  intelligent  and  in- 
teresting face  which  wore  a  some- 
what sad  expression,  though  the 
healthy,  open  countenance  gave  no 
evidence  of  a  character  which 
could  pursue  a  systematic  course 
of  deception. 

By  this  time  Maggie  had  the 
tea  ready,  and  we  went  into  the 
little  parlour ;  none  of  the  family, 
however,  would  partake  with  us, 
nor  would  the  elder  children  sit 
down  in  our  presence,  actuated  by 
that  sense  of  respect  and  politeness 
which  is  inborn  amongst  the  Irish 
peasantry.  Whilst  at  tea,  I  ques- 
tioned the  old  farmer  closely  as  to 
any  suspicions  he  may  have  had  to 
account  for  these  sounds.  He  was 
perfectly  frank  with  me,  and  told 
me  how  unable  he  was  to  find  any 
clue  to  their  origin,  and  how  grate- 
fully he  would  t£ank  me  if  I  helped 
him  to  discover  their  source  and 
banish  the  disturbances.  All  he 
knew  was  that  as  soon  as  the  girls 
had  lain  down  noises  and  rappings 
began,  and  often  continued  all 
night  long,  and  this,  too,  when  he 
had  sat  in  their  room  with  a  can- 
dle, and  watched  closely  both 
within  and  without  the  house. 

In  order  to  gain  further  in- 
formation, I  begged  the  old  man 
to  ffive  me  as  slowly  and  carefully 
as  he  could  the  history  of  these 
disturbances.  In  the  course  of 
the  evening  he  complied,  and  as 
he  spoke  I  wrote  down  his  words, 
which  I  will  give  without  altera- 
tion or  addition  in  the  sequel. 

Our  primitive  tea  being  over  we 
went  back  to  the  peat  fire  in  the 
kitchen,  where  I  questioned,  aside, 
each  of  the  children,  but  all  gave 


me  substantially  the  same  story  of 
the  noises.  Maggie  now  left  us  to 
put  the  children  to  bed,  and  after- 
wards herself  bade  us  ^ood  night, 
saying  she  would  merely  lie  down 
on  the  bed  without  imdressing,  so 
that  if  the  noises  came  we  might, 
if  we  chose,  carefully  examine  the 
bedroom.  A  few  minutes  after 
she  had  retired  a  patterin|^  sound 
was  distinctly  heard,  as  if  made 
upon  some  soft  substance.  This 
was  followed  after  an  interval  by 
at  first  gentle,  and  then  g^radually 
louder  and  louder  raps,  coming 
apparently  from  the  walls,  the 
ceiling,  and  various  parts  of  the 
inner  room ;  and  this  again  was 
succeeded  by  scratehings  and  other 
indeterminate  sounds.  Naturally, 
the  first  thought  was  that  we 
should  find  Maggie,  or  one  of  her 
little  sisters,  maHng  these  sounds 
within,  or  some  one  making  them 
at  a  ^ven  signal  without.  Quietly 
stealing  outside  the  house,  every 
comer  was  examined.  No  one 
was  foimd,  but  the  noises  were 
still  clearly  heard  within  the  inner 
room.  Upon  returning,  we  ob- 
tained permission  to  go  into  the 
bed-room.  When  we  entered  with 
a  candle  the  noises  ceased,  but 
they  returned  on  our  quitting  the 
room! 

This  was  provoking  and  uncom- 
monly like,  if  not  demonstrably, 
trickery.  Had  some  of  my  medical 
and  physiological  friends  been 
with  me  they  would  have  argued 
that  there  was  no  need  for  further 
wasting  our  time.  Maggie,  they 
would  have  said,  was  evidently  one 
of  that  numerous  class  of  hysteroid 
sufferers  who,  without  moral  ob- 
liquity, are  impelled  to  trick  and 
cheat  and  play  foolish  pranks 
under  the  morbid  influence  of  a 
well  known  disease.  The  case, 
they  tell  us,  is  by  no  means  rare ; 
in  fact,  it  is  extremely  common 
among  girls  at  her  age ;  sometimes 
one  dominant  idea  tiuces  possessioa 
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of  the  patient,  sometimeB  another. 
Eyery  physician  has  had  experience 
of  it  in  some  of  its  phases.  Let 
iiSy  therefore,  go  home.  But  I  re- 
membered when  first  the  Holtz 
electric  machine  came  to  this 
coimtry  an  eminent,  but  incredu- 
lous man  of  science  remarked  to 
me  he  would  not  believe  its  x)owers 
unless  he  saw  with  his  own  eyes 
that  sparks  of  a  foot  long  could  be 
obtained  by  merely  the  rapid  re- 
volution of  a  couple  of  glass  discs 
without  any  rubber  or  other  ap- 
parent source  of  electricity.  I 
procured  and  tried  the  machine, 
and  when  the  sparks  were  leaping 
from  the  terminals  I  sent  for  my 
friend.  He  came  at  once,  but  on 
his  opening  the  laboratory  door 
the  noisy  discharges  instantly 
ceased,  the  mimic  thunderstorm  of 
a  moment  ago  had  vanished  utterly. 
Vigorously  we  turned  the  machine, 
but  uselessly.  My  friend  was  as 
triumphant  as  I  was  crestfallen. 
He  smiled  when  I  told  him  that 
the  sudden  change  was  unaccount- 
able, and  goodnaturedly  remarked 
he  was  always  unlucky  in  seeing 
wonders  ;  so  with  many  thanks  he 
wished  me  good  morning.  Subse- 
quently, it  was  found  that  so  trivial 
a  thing  as  opening  a  door  might 
precipitate  on  the  plates  of  the 
machine  particles  of  moisture  or 
of  dust  instantly  fatal  to  the 
generation  of  the  high  electric 
tension  evoked  by  the  machine. 

The  danger  of  jumping  to  a  con- 
clusion taught  by  me  foregoing 
experience  crossed  my  mind  when 
the  introduction  of  the  candle 
stopped  the  playful  devilry,  in 
Maggie's  room.*  Instead  of  going 
home  at  once,   satisfied  that  the 


noises  were  a  practical  joke,  I 
begeed  permission  to  make  another 
trial.  Taking  Uie  lad  (who  had 
all  the  time  been  by  my  side)  with 
me,  and  putting  the  candle  on  the 
little  window  suli^in  the  kitdien,  I 
stoody  along  with  the  father,  just 
inside  the  open  bed-room  door. 
In  a  few  moments  the  sounds 
recommenced,  but  in  a  timorous 
sort  of  way;  gradually  they 
became  stronger  and  stronger. 
Taking  the  candle  in  my  hand 
they  ceased  again,  but  after 
a  minute  or  two  once  more  re- 
turned, as  if  growing  accustomed 
to  the  presence  of  the  light!  When 
at  last,  after  much  patience,  the 
sounds  were  heard  in  full  vigour, 
we  moved  towards  the  bed,  and, 
candle  in  hand,  closely  watched  the 
hands  and  feet  of  the  girls ;  no 
motion  was  apparent,  and  yet 
during  this  time  the  knocks  were 
going  on  everywhere  around ;  on 
the  wall,  on  the  chairs,  on  the 
quilt,  and  on  the  big  four-post 
wooden  bedstead  whereon  tney 
were  lying.  Betuming  to  the 
door  and  placing  the  candle 
just  outside,  enough  light  was 
cast  into  the  room  for  me  to  see 
every  object  distinctly.  Whilst  in 
this  position  the  knockin^s  and 
scratching^  came  with  reooubled 
energy,  and  yet  the  closest  scrutiny 
failed  to  detect  any  motion  on  the 
part  of  anyone  in  the  room. 

Now  came  a  very  staggering 
and  marvellous  affair— one  of 
those  things  which,  as  Bobert 
Houdin  said  of  a  somewhat  similar 
occurrence,  are  simply  stupefying, 
inasmuch  as  they  defy  any  ordi- 
nary explanation.  I  found  my 
request  to  have  a  certain  number 


*  It  18  hardly  necessary  to  point  oat  the  onphilosophioal  attitade  of  mind  of 
those,  who  before  becoming  aoqualnted  with  a  new  groap  of  phenomena,  postulate 
the  conditions  under  whi(^  those  phenomena  onght  in  their  opinion  to  be  pro- 
dnoed.  It  is  no  more  incredible  that  strong  light  should  be  fatal  to  the  particular 
sounds  here  Investigated  than  that  the  glare  of  daylight  is  fatal  to  the  appeanuioe 
of  the  stars. 
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of  knockB  was  obeyed,  and  this, 
too,  wben  I  made  the  request  more 
and  more  inaudiblj.    At  last,  I 
mentally  asked  for  a  certain  num- 
ber of  knocks :  they  were  slowly 
and  correctly  given!      To  check 
any  tendency  to  bias  or  delusion 
on  my  part,   I  thrust  my  hands 
in    my    coat    pockets,   and    said, 
''Knock  the  number   of   fingers 
I  have  open."    The  response  was 
at    first    merely  a  loud    scratch- 
ing, but  I  insisted  on  my  request 
bemg  answered,  and  to  my  amaze- 
ment three  slow,  loud  knocks  were 
fiven, — this  was  perfectly  correct, 
he  chances,  of  course,  were  one 
in  ten  of  its  beins^  right  if  trickery 
were  at  work.    Agam,  I  opened  a 
certain  number  of  fingers,  and  bid 
it  tell  me  the  number  open ;  five 
was    knocked.      This,    too.    was 
right,    and  the  chances  of   both 
times  being  right  were  one  in  one 
hundred.     Again,  I  opened  other 
fingers,  and  the  number  was  cor- 
rectly rapped;   the  chances  were 
here  one  in  one  thousand.     Again 
I  tried,    and    six    was    knocked, 
which  also  was  right;    and  here 
the    chances    for   all    four    cases 
being  correct  were  as  but  one  in  ten 
thousand.     Let  it  be  noted  that 
my  hands  were  entirely  hidden  in 
the  side  pockets  of  a  loose  over- 
coat ;    no   one   but  myself  could 
possibly  know  the  number  of  fin- 
gers I  had  open ;  and  the  enormous 
chances  against  being  right  four 
times  running — if  the  knocks  were 
due     to    trickery — gave     me,     I 


think,  just  ground  for  believing 
that,  after  all,  there  might  be 
here  something  in  operation  not 
dreamt  of  in  medical  science,  nor 
compatible  with  a  purely  material- 
istic philosophy.*  After  the  last 
number  had  been  correctly  rapped, 
and  I  expressed  aloud  my  great 
surprise,  the  knocks  increased  in 
vigour  and  in  variety  of  character. 
A  loud  rattling  was  heard  like  the 
beating  of  a  drum,  the  pattering 
on  the  bed-clothes  was  incessant, 
and  violent  scratching  and  tearing 
soimds  added  to  the  diabolioal 
hullabaloo. 

This,  said  the  old  man,  is  how  it 
has  been  going  on  nearly  every 
night,  and  often  all  the  night 
through,  ''  and  it  frights  and 
puzzles  us  greatly,  sir."  CertaiDly 
I  was  as  puzzled  as  the  old  man ; 
such  uncanny  sounds  might  well 
scare  the  lonely  little  household. 
By  degrees  I  got  the  whole  of  the 
story  from  the  old  farmer,  and  the 
following  account  contains  his 
ipaiisima  verda,  verified,  as  I  have 
already  remarked,  by  cross  ques- 
tioning his  children : — 

**  My  poor  wife,"  he  began, 
**  died  in  March  last,  and  after  her 
death  we  were  all  very  lonesome 
and  sad,  and  fretted  a  good  deal. 
On  Good  Friday  night,  just  three 
weeks  after  her  death,  after  I  had 
gotten  to  bed  I  heard  a  little  wee 
rapping  at  the  door  forenenst  where 
I  lay,  and  it  kept  on  rapping  till 
about  two  o'clock  in  the  morning. 
I  thought  it  was  our  cats,  or  some 


*  What  a  ohange  in  the  last  twenty  years!  The  weiid  legBndi  of  ofor 
childhood  are  vanishing  ;  their  superstitions  glamonr,  whioh  we  are  both  glad  and 
Barry  to  lose,  is  being  replaced  by  the  conscientiously  gathered  minutisB  of  the 
scientific  investigator.  We  doubt  whether,  since  they  were  chronicled  in  a  matter- 
of-fact  way  in  Egypt  five  thousand  years  ago,  ghostly  occurrences  have  found  tellers 
free  from  imaginative  terror  until  now.  This  scientific  age  is  realistic  in  its  ghost 
stories.  Mr.  Wallace  catches  a  small  sprite  at  work  in  a  hinged  slate,  Hr. 
Grookes  photographs  one  by  the  electric  light  We  are  waiting  anxiously  for  Dr. 
Carpenter  to  meet  with  the  genie  of  the  Arabian  Nights,  who  £1b  the  sky  with  his 
giant  frown  and  refuses  to  be  replaced  in  his  bottle.  When  the  haunts  of  the 
*'  Krakens "  of  the  supernatural  are  found,  science  will  have  some  fun,  and  we 
may  expect  some  good  BU>neB.— Ei>, 
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Tats,  and  that  it  would  go  away 
«oon,  but  it  didn't.  The  next 
night  it  began  again,  so  I  fetched 
a  light  ana  got  up  to  see  what  it 
was,  and  it  then  ceased :  but  when 
I  lay  down  again  it  bes^n  again. 
Then  I  got  a  stick,  thinking  I 
would  scare  it  away,  so  when  it 
began  again  I  hit  the  door  a  crack 
witii  the  stick,  but  instead  of  scar- 
ing it,  it  struck  harder  than  before 
■at  the  door,  and  when  I  struck 
again  it  struck  too.  Then  when  I 
found  I  couldn't  daunt  it,  just  a 
wee  dread  came  over  me,  for  I  knew 
then  it  couldn't  be  rats  or  mice. 
So  I  got  up  and  searched  aU  the 
house ;  the  cats  were  surely  asleep 
by  the  fire  and  no  one  was  about, 
l^en  I  began  to  take  a  thought 
what  it  was,  but  could  pass  no 
opinion.  Then  I  woke  the  children, 
but  when  I  went  to  bed  again  it 
kept  on  rapping  till  day-light,  when 
it  went  away  till  next  night.  After 
this  a  great  dread  came  over  us  all 
and  we  kept  a  candle  burning  all 
night,  but  the  knocks  would  still 
com**  when  the  light  was  burning, 
though  not  so  loud.  Then  we 
all  laid  ourselves  down  in  the 
same  room,  and  now  it  wrought 
on  the  quilt  of  the  bed,  makmg 
sounds  like  tapping  the  quilt,  and 
touching  my  daughter  Maggie,  so 
she  says.  One  morning  we  found 
fifteen  or  sixteen  small  stones  had 
been  dropped  on  her  bed.  The 
noises  and  the  tapping  continued 
nearly  every  night,  and  once  it 
wrought  all  night  till  the  children 
were  getting  up  in  the  morning ; 
and  so  it  went  on,  and  with  the 
dread  and  the  loss  of  sleep  we  all 
felt  very  sick.  Then  it  began  to 
steal.  We  found  this  first  on  May 
24th, — I  know  it  was  that  day, 
because  it  was  Derrygonelly  Fair. 
It  first  took  a  pair  of  boots  and 
an  odd  one  from  out  of  the  press  in 
our  sitting-room,  and  we  searched 
*  the  house  for  them  everywhere, 
but  could  not  find  them ;  and  we 


looked  in  the  fields,  but  never  a 
one  of  them  could  we  find.  Then 
one  of  us  said.  Let  us  ask  the  raps 
to  tell  us.  So  that  night  I  said, 
If  the  boots  are  in  the  house,  give 
a  rap ;  and  instead  of  rapping  it 
gave  a  scratch ;  then  I  said.  If 
&e  boots  are  out  of  the  house,  give 
a  rap,  and  it  gave  a  loud  rap. 
Then  I  said,  Ctive  a  rap  if  they  are 
in  Garrick's  field,  and  it  gave  a 
scratch ;  then  I  asked  other  places, 
and  at  last  I  said.  Are  they  in 
the  plant  field  ?^  And  it  gave  a 
loud  rap;  and  I  said,  What 
o'clock  will  they  be  there  ?  as  I 
had  searched  the  plant  field 
already.  Then  it  gave  six  knocks. 
So  a  little  before  six  in  the  morn- 
ing I  went  out  and  searched  the 
plant  field  again,  but  could  find 
nothing ;  then  I  came  in  to  see  the 
dock,  and  it  do  be  only  just  six ; 
so  I  went  out  again,  and  I  found 
them  in  the  very  place  I  had 
looked  before.  And  sure,  sir,  I 
am  of  this.  The  three  boots  were 
all  tied  together  with  a  bit  of  sel- 
vage wound  round  and  round 
them,  and  with  a  string  of  knots 
we  couldn't  undo;  so  we  had  to 
cut  them  apart,  and  they  were 
quite  dry  as  if  from  the  ^q.  Thdn 
we  locked  up  all  the  boots,  but  it 
did  no  good,  for  another  night  it 
took  a  boot  from  a  locked  drawer, 
and  after  a  great  search  we  found 
it  in  a  chest  of  feathers  in  the 
loft. 

**  Other  things  besides  boots  it 
stole  ;  some  things  it  took  in  day- 
light, and  many  of  them  we  have 
not  found  yet.  It  took  a  pair  of 
scissors,  and  then  it  began  to  steal 
our  candles.  First  it  took  a  pound 
of  candles;  then  we  had  to  light 
the  little  lamp ;  it  then  stole  the 
lamp  chimney  and  after  that  three 
more  lamp  chimneys,  so  we  couldn't 
get  our  lamp  to  bum.  Then  we 
borrowed  a  lamp  which  burnt 
without  a  chimney,  and  it  stole  the 
bottle  of  laxa'^  o\i.    '^^TL'b  ^'^  *vias»» 
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things  could  we  find,  nor  would  it 
tell  us  where  they  were,  but  kept 
on  scratching  and  seemed  to  get 
anery.  We  got  some  more  oil, 
ana  it  came  that  night  and  stole 
the  lamp  we  had  borroTved,  and 
this  vexed  us  badly.  Then  Jack 
Manigan  came  and  lent  us  his 
lamp,  saying  'he  would  engage 
the  devil  himself  could  not  steal 
it,  as  he  had  got  the  priest  to  dip 
it  into  holy  water.'  But  that  did 
no  good  either,  for  a  few  nights 
after  that  it  stole  that  lamp  too. 
We  were  then  forced  to  ffet  more 
candles,  and  the  children  hid  them 
in  the  byre  [the  cow-house],  in  a 
little  hollow  Detween  the  thatch 
and  the  rafters,  so  that  no  one 
could  have  found  the  candles,  they 
hid  them  so  close  ;  but  it  seen 
them,  and  I  think  too  it  heard 
us  speaking  of  the  good  way  we 
had  managed  to  trick  it  this  time, 
for  when  we  went  to  get  a  candle 
from  the  byre,  an  hour  and  a  half 
after  they  were  hid,  they  were  all 
gone  ;  so  we  were  forced  to  leave 
our  candles  in  a  neig^hbour's  house 
till  we  wanted  one,  but  it  was  very 
troublesome,  for  there  is  no  house 
very  near,  and  we  couldn't  keep  a 
cdndle  at  all  unless  it  do  be  burning, 
for  it  would  take  the  candle  end 
away  if  the  light  were  put  out. 
It  tried  to  keep  us  in  darkness,  so 
that  it  should  be  able  to  make  most 
disturbance. 

*'  One  day  I  bethought  me  of 
putting  a  candle  in  a  lantern,  and 
tyi^  the  lantern  up  to  the  ceiling. 
So  I  bought  a  candle  of  a  woman 
who  comes  this  way  to  sell  things, 
and  I  put  the  candle  in  the  lan- 
tern, shutting  the  door  tight  down 
myself,  and  then  tied  up  the  lan- 
tern, and  set  the  two  young  chil- 
dren after  watching  it,  like  a  cat 
would  a  mouse ;  but  they  didn't 
keep  their  eyes  on  it  all  the  time, 
but  every  now  and  again  they 
looked  up.  We  were  down  work- 
ing in  the  bog,    and  before  night 


came  the  children  came  running 
down  to  us,  saying  the  candle  had 
gone  out  of  the  lantern ;  and  sure 
it  had,  for  when  I  got  home  there 
was  no  candle  in  tiie  lantern ;  it 
had  been  stole  out,  though  the 
lantern  door  was  close  shut  aU  the 
time,  and  no  neighbour  had  come 
nigh  the  house.  After  that  I  said 
it  was  no  use  getting  more  candles, 
so  we  had  to  use  the  light  of  the 
turf  fire.  Lately,  however,  it  has 
left  off  stealing,  and  we  can  now 
keep  a  light,  though  every  day 
we  fear  it  will  be  taken. 

**  Many  people  came  now  to  see 
us  and  hear  the  knockines,  for  the 
news  of  it  had  gone  about,  and 
some  said  it  was  only  rats,  and 
others  thought  it  were  triciery, 
and  some  said  it  was  fairies,  or  may 
be  the  devil.  Several  neighbours 
wanted  us  to  get  the  priest,  but  we 
are  Methodists,  sir,  and  believed 
the  Bible  woidd  do  more  good.  A 
class  leader  one  day  told  us  to 
lay  the  Bible  on  the  bed;  so  we 
did  in  the  name  of  Ood,  but  a 
little  after  we  found  the  Bible  had 
been  placed  on  the  pillow  and  was 
laid  open  at  the  book  of  Jeremiah. 
Then  I  got  a  big  stone,  about  281b. 
weight,  and  laid  it  on  the  Bible  in 
the  window  sill,  for  I  was  af eard  it 
might  take  the  Bible  away ;  but 
before  long  we  found  the  Bible 
had  been  moved  and  we  found  the 
big  stone  laid  on  the  pillow  and 
the  Bible  open  on  top  of  it.  After 
that  it  moved  the  Bible  and 
prayer-book  out  of  the  bed-room 
and  tore  seventeen  pages  of  the 
Bible  right  across,  as  you  see,  sir, 
here." 

The  old  man  had  now  finished 
his  story,  though  other  circum- 
stances would  occasionally  recur  to 
him  as  the  evening  went  on.  It 
was  time,  however,  for  me  to  ask, 
**  Is  it  not  possible  some  of  your 
children  were  playing  tricks  all 
the  time  ?  " 

"Ah,  sir,"   he  replied,    "they 
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were  in  too  great  trouble,  and  no 
trickery  could  be  in  their  beads, 
as  they  were  sorrowing  over  their 
mother.  Then,  sir,  I  know  them 
too  well  for  that ;  they  would  not 
keep  their  old  father  awake  and 
trouble  him  so,  for  it's  many  a 
night  we  have  had  no  sleep,  but 
have  been  kept  worrying  over  this 
till  morning.  And,  sir,  how  could 
they  be  at  trickery,  for  since  it 
began  I  have  laid  down  on  chairs 
in  the  same  room,  right  forenenst 
them,  and  the  candle  was  burning, 
when  I  heard  it  rapping  and 
scratching  or  rattling  like  a  drum 
at  the  head  and  the  top  and  the 
foot  of  their  bed,  and  the  children 
were  lying  still  all  the  time." 

*'  Might  it  not  be  some  trouble- 
some lads  outside  ?  "  I  asked. 

"Well,  sir,"  he  answered,  **if 
the  lads  could  lie  inside  a  wall 
they  might,  for  there  are  no  win- 
dows beside  the  bed;  and  why 
would  lads  keep  up  the  noises,  for 
I  say  truth,  sir,  when  I  tell  you 
that  for  two  months  it  never 
missed  a  night  from  the  time  we 
all  laid  down ;  sometimes  only  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  it  would  go  on 
and  then  stop  entirely.  After  two 
months  it  kept  away  some  nights, 
and  now  it  comes  chiefly  on  Satur- 
days and  Sundays,  but  oftentimes 
other  nights  also." 

**WeU,  what  do  you  think  it 
is?"  said  I. 

"I  would  have  thought,  sir,  it 
do  be  fairies,  but  them  late  readers 
and  all  knowledgeable  men  will 
not  allow  such  a  thing,  so  I 
cannot  tell  what  it  is.  I  only  wish 
you  could  take  it  away." 

"Why  do  you  not  ask  it  the 
question  who  or  what  it  is?"  I 
replied.  "  You  might  spell  over 
the  alphabet,  and  ask  it  to  knock 
at  the  right  word." 

**  Yes,  sir,  so  some  one  told  us  to 
do ;  but  it  tells  lies  as  often  as 
truth,  and  oftener,  I  think.  We 
tried  it,  and  it  only  knocked  at 


L.  M.  N.  Some  of  our  nei^h-^ 
hours  say  it  do  be  my  wife's  spirit 
haimting  the  house ;  but  this  I 
am  sure,  sir,  that  if  the  Lord 
would  send  her  spirit  wandering 
on  earth,  it's  not  for  to  trouble 
us  in  this  way,  but  to  make  us 
happy  and  protect  us  she  would 
-  come." 

Tears  stood  in  the  old  farmer's 
eyes,  and  I  felt  that  before  me  was 
certainly  one  who  had  no  hand  in 
the  noises,  and  it  seemed  incon- 
ceivable that  his  children  could 
have  the  physical  endurance,  even 
if  they  could  have  had  the  cruelty,  to 
inflict  such  continued  sufPerine  and 
disturbance  on  the  little  household, 
and  that,  too,  in  the  midst  of  the 
great  caLamiiy  that  had  so  recently 
overtaken  them.  If  I  had  not 
personally  tested  every  plausible 
hypothesis  I  should  have  said  that 
the  family,  unstrung  by  this  very 
calamity,  had  readily  given  way  to 
superstitious  fears,  their  imagina- 
tion building  upon  the  weird 
sounds  that  occur  in  that  bleak 
and  desolate  region.  But  my 
nerves  were  not  unstrung,  and  my 
hearing  certainly  did  not  deceive 
me.  Could  it  be  anyone  "  lark- 
ing?" The  experience  I  have 
narrated  seems  to  render  such  an 
idea  impossible.  Nevertheless,  I 
determined  to  go  again,  and  mean- 
while wrote  to  ask  a  friend  to  join 
me. 

The  next  occasion  I  visited  the 
house  nothing  occurred,  thouc^h 
I  waited  till  past  midnight.  The 
friend  to  whom  I  had  written — 
the  president  of  one  of  our  learned 
societies — promptly  responded,  and 
upon  his  sobriety  of  judgment  and 
accuracy  of  observation  the  reader 
may  confidently  rely.  We  visited 
the  house  together,  and  heard  the 
noises  as  before,  though  not  so 
loudly  manifested  as  previously, 
yet  our  united  and  strict  vig^ance 
failed  to  detect  imposture,  and 
equally  certain  were  we  that  we^ 
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were  not  the  Tictims  of  hallucina- 
tion, for  my  friend's  experience 
and  my  own  coincided  in  every 
detail.  We  searched  round  the 
house ;  no  one  was,  or  could  have 
been  concealed ;  none  of  the  family 
were  absent,  and  if  the  reader  con- 
cludes they  mtMt  have  been  the 
agents  at  work,  the  question  cui 
bono,  and  the  absence  of  any 
morbid  ailment  among  them, 
seemed  unanswerable  replies  to 
that  point,— even  if  my  own  care- 
ful observations  be  omitted.* 


Thus  I  left  the  neighbourhood 
fairly  puzzled,  and  on  my  way 
home  could  not  help  reflecting 
upon  the  extremely  curious  simi- 
larity between  these  phenomena 
cropping  up  in  a  remote  part  of 
Ireland,  where,  as  I  ascertained, 
neither  the  name  of  Spiritualism, 
nor  the  report  of  any  of  its  prodi- 
gies had  ever  penetrated,  and  the 
rappings  that  so  mysteriously  arose 
thirty  years  ago  across  the  Atlantic, 
in  the  family  of  a  respectable  far- 
mer, also  members  of  a  Methodist 


"^  As  might  be  expected,  the  family  have  been  greatly  pestered  with  idlers,  and 
with  some  visitors  calling  themselves  gentlemen,  who,  uninvited,  have  come  to 
partake  of  the  free  hospitality  of  these  poor  folk,  and  then  have  behaved  in  an 
nnseemly  way,  and  when  rebuked,  have  left  the  place  proclaiming  they  had  found 
out  the  "  whole  trick,"  and  denonncing  the  family  as  gross  impostors.  Although 
such  are  not  likely  to  be  foond  among  the  readers  of  this  magazine,  yet  I 
have  suppressed  the  farmer's  name,  as  it  may  prevent  intrusive  letters.  I  may 
add  that  extensive  inquiry  among  his  neighbours  confirmed  my  impression  that  he 
was  a  thoroughly  noright,  God-fearing  man.  As  this  paper  was  passing  through 
the  press,  I  wrote  to  the  farmer,  asking  him  if  any  further  light  had  been  thrown 
on  tiie  noises.  Unable  to  write,  and  with  difficulty  to  read  a  letter,  Maggie  wrote 
for  him  as  follows  (the  spelling  and  punctuation  only  are  altered)  : — "  Hie 
disturbances  is  still  going  on,  we  hear  it  some  nights,  about  once  in  three  weeks 
we  hear  it ;  we  have  no  talk  about  it  now  and  our  nearest  friends  does  not  know 
but  it  is  gone,  we  are  not  afraid  of  it  now  but  I  hope  it  is  going  away."  Further^ 
more,  my  Enniskillen  friend,  at  my  request,  has  within  the  last  few  days  again, 
visited  the  once  troubled  household ;  and  I  also  learn  from  him  that  the  knookings 
are  still  heard,  but  they  are  feebler  and  less  frequent  than  they  were.  The  family 
are,  he  says,  very  reticent  about  the  matter,  not  only  being  anxious  to  avoid  further 
intrusion,  bat  also  because  their  experience  has  led  them  to  the  correct  conolnsioB 
that  the  more  persistently  the  noises  are  disregarded  the  less  troublesome  they 
are,  so  that  in  time  the  sounds  will  doubtless  entirely  fade  away.  This  ooncliu&oii 
is  singularly  verified  by  the  two  cases  referred  to  in  the  last  foot-note  bat  one  in 
this  paper.  In  one  of  these  cases,  that  of  a  little  girl  whose  parents  were  annoyed 
by  the  sounds,  and  who  eventually  let  them  go  on  unheeded,  the  knockings  slowlv 
disappeared,  and  have  not  returned.  In  the  other  case  great  interest  was  exeited, 
and  sittings  were  regularly  held  for  nearly  two  hours  every  night  during  the  last 
three  years  ;  here  the  sounds  have  steadily  grown  in  vigour  and  variety,  and  at  the 
present  time  are  tolerably  certain  in  their  lM>ld  recurrence,  m  full  lights  directiy  a 
passive  or  expectant  state  is  assumed  by  the  so-called  **  medium," — ^not  neoeesarOy 
by  the  inquirer,  who  is,  or  ought  to  be,  in  an  attitude  of  the  utmost  vigilMioe.  But 
there  are  cases  in  private  families  of  high  respectability,  who  not  only  would  be 
insulted  by  the  idea  of  taking,  directly  or  indirectly,  any  payment,  but  who  hnsh 
the  matter  up  as  far  as  possible,  being  naturally  anxious  to  avoid  the  ridicule  of 
society  and  the  aspersion  of  their  characters  by  physiologists  imbned  witii'  a 
**  dominant  idea."  Numerous  similar  cases  exist,  to  my  certain  knowledge, 
in  various  parts  of  England.  I  am  no  advocate  for  indiscriminately  enoourvghig 
these  phenomena ;  far  from  it,  whatever  their  explanation,  their  effect  upon  tiM 
ignorant  and  credulous  is  a*  unmixed  evil.  Viewing  with  concern  the  inevitable 
progress  and  havoc  of  '*  spiritualism  "  among  uncultured  minds,  I  view  with  stiU 
greater  concern  the  flimsy  explanations,  varnished  with  half-truths,  that  pait 
muster  at  the  hands  of  those  psychologists  who  arrogate  to  themselves  the  SQto 
n'^ht  oi  instructing  the  pubUo  on  thia  6ub|ect. 
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cliiiTcli,*  and  living  in  a  lonely 
oonntiy  district  of  the  United 
States.  I  allude  to  the  well  known 
case  of  ''  Kate  and  Maggie  Fox/'  f 
of  whom  their  Irish  counterparts 
had  never  heard. 

What;  then,  is  this  lurking  mys- 
tery that  yields  neither  to  holy 
water  nor  scientific  inquiry  ?  Are 
we,  in  the  midst  of  our  nineteenth 
century  science  and  civilisation,  to 
be  expected  to  believe  in  the  fairies 
and  hobgoblins  of  our  childish 
imagination?  Are  we  seriously 
to  give  heed  to  the  village 

.  .  .  Stories  told  of  many  a  feat, 
How  fairy  Mab  the  junkets  eat — 
She  was  pinched  and  pulled^  she  said ; 
And  he,  by  Friar's  lantern  led, 
Tells  how  the  drudging  goblin  sweat 
To  earn  his  cream-bowl  duly  set, 
When  in  one  night,  ere  glimpse  of 

mom, 
His  shadowy  flail  hath  threshed  the 

com 
That  ten  day-labourers  could  not  end ; 
Then  lies  him  down  the  lubber  fiend, 
And  stretched  out  all  the  chimney's 

length, 


Basks  at  the  fire  his  hairy  strength, 

And  crop-full  out  of  doors  he  flings. 

Ere  the  first  oock  his  matin  rings. 

Thus  done  the  tales,  to  bed  they  creep. 

By    whispering    winds    soon    lulled 
asleep. 

But  if  any  one  believes  these- 
rappings  to  be  Ijeyond  the  power 
of  visible  mortals  to  produce,  may 
we  not  have  our  household  demons 
aroimd  us  still,  up  to  any  pranks 
and  fun  ?  The  conclusion  is  too 
absurd  for  the  modem  mind. 
Society  has  grown  out  of  ghosts 
and  goblins.  It  has  made  up  its 
mind  they  cannot  exist.  Haunted 
houses  have  been  relegated  to  the 
pages  of  the  novelist  or  to  the 
limbo  of  obsolete  superstitions. 
And  it  matters  not  whether  it  be  a 

fhostly  apparition,  or  ghostly 
neckings,  or  ghostly  noises  and 
freaks  oi  furniture — iJl  are  equally 
foreign  to  the  enlightened  opinion, 
the  scientific  wisdom,  and  the 
strong  common  sense  of  the  present 
day.  Does  not  the  voice  of  philo- 
logy  as  well  as  philosophy  assure 
us  that  the  country  ghosts  of  our 
forefathers  have  disappeared  under 


*  The  reader  will  remember  the  knocking^  and  disturbances  at  Epworth  Parson- 
age where  the  Rev.  Samuel  Wesley  (father  of  the  founder  of  Methodism)  was  then 
rector.  These  sounds,  investigated  by  his  son  John  Wesley,  and  described  in  Dr. 
Priestley's  and  Dr.  Adam  Clark's  Life  of  Wesley,  defied  every  attempt  at  explana- 
tion, and  they  still  remain  a  mystery,  as  the  foregoing  occurrences  seem  to  me  at 
present.  The  naturalistic  philosopher  might  say  that  the  story  of  the  Epworth 
knockings  had  found  its  way  into  Methodist  literature  (as  is  the  case,  I  believe)  and 
had  been  read  by  the  children  of  both  the  American  and  Irish  farmer  (in  the  latter 
case  I  found  this  supposition  was  correct),  and  so  they  tried  to  get  up  notorie^ 
by  imitating  the  wonders  that  happened  in  the  family  of  the  famous  founder  of 
their  sect.  My  rejoinder  is  that  even  this  hypothesis  did  not  escape  me  when  con- 
ducting my  inquiry  on  the  spot,  and  yet  the  enigma  remained  still  unsolved  in 
my  mind.  I  cannot,  of  course,  expect  my  readers  to  be  equally  convinced  that  no 
trickery  was  at  the  root  of  the  matter. 

f  The  attempts  made  to  asperse  the  character  of  these  ladies  (the  former  is 
now  the  wife  of  an  English  barrister,  Mr.  Jencken,  the  latter  the  widow  of  Captain 
Kane,  the  Arctic  explorer)  have  signally  failed;  and  concerning  the  so-called 
<<  exposure  "  of  their  powers  in  America,  the  recent  correspondence  in  the  oolunms 
of  the  Athen(Bwn  has  proved  it  to  have  been  a  baseless  fabrication.  For  a  full  and 
excellent  description  of  these  "  Rochester  rappings ''  see  Dale  Owen  s  ^*  Footfalls 
on  the  Boundary  of  another  World,''  page  204,  et  seq. 
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ihe  influence  of  surface  drainage  ?• 
We  must  go  to  the  chemist,  not 
to  the  dark  and  lonely  marsh,  to 
see  the  objective  ghost  of  to-day. 
But  the  chemist  is  not  the  only 
exorcist.  The  physician  has  laid 
the  more  numerous  tribe  of  super- 
natural visitants  which,  in  all  past 
ages,  mankind  thought  they  saw. 
Apparitions,  wraiths,  and  spectral 
lights  are  readily  explained  by 
**  sensorial  deception  ;*'  haunted 
houses  and  the  like  are  the  pro- 
duct of  a  **  dominant  idea ;"  pos- 
session, obsession,  and  exalted 
powers  of  mind  or  body  are  the 
results  of  "  hysteria  "  and  its  con- 
geners; in  fine,  ancient  necromancy 
and  modem  Spiritualism  are  sad 
illustrations  of  "  epidemic  delu- 
sions ! " 

Thus  it  comes  to  pass  that  no 
one  who  values  the  good  opinion 
of  his  friends,  or  cares  to  lose  the 
reputation  of  being  a  sensible  man 
will  venture  to  express  the  smallest 
belief  in  a  ghost.  It  is  not  a  sub- 
ject in  which  reasonable  men  can 
be  expected  to  take  any  serious 
interest ;  and  yet  ghost  stories  of 
one  sort  or  another  still  persist,  and 
new  cases  incessantly  recur.  No 
superstitious  fear  now  prevents 
belief  or  checks  inquiry.  Fear  of 
the  unknown  is  out  of  place  at  the 
present  day.  The  reason  for 
modem  incredulity  is  that  we  know, 
or  think  we  know,  everything. 
Under  the  guise  of  profound  hu- 
mility as  to  our  ignorance  of  the 
particular  discoveries  of  the  future, 
there  lurks  the  most  arrogant  as- 
sumption as  to  the  definite  boim- 
daries  of  our  knowledge.  The 
world  that  our  senses  reveal  is  aU 
that  is,  or  was,  or  ever  will  be.    A 


belief  in  the  supematnral  is  a 
relic  of  the  past.  Let  ub  eat, 
drink,  and  study  evolution,  for  to- 
morrow we  die.  In  future  ages 
our  descendants  may  be  ang^ 
and  may  have  learnt  the  secret  of 
immortality,  but  to-day  we  are  as 
the  animaLs  that  perish.  An  un- 
seen universe  is  a  philosophic 
delusion,  and  a  faith  that  looks 
forward  to  life  in  the  invisible  is  a 
priestly  snare  ! 

Such  is  the  practical  materialism 
that  now  runs,  more  or  less  hidden, 
throughout  society.  Hence  any 
evidence  that  may  be  given  for 
the  existence  of  phenomena  that 
elude  rigid  scientific  inquiry,  or 
for  which  no  materialistic  hypo- 
thesis can  be  framed,  whether  that 
evidence  relate  to  past  times  or 
the  present,  is  invariably  received 
with  a  feeling  of  settled  distrust, 
or  else  pushed  aside  with  a  motion 
of  impatient  contempt. 

Notwithstanding    this,    almost 
every  family  has  within  its  know- 
ledge some  perplexing  occurrence, 
bordering  on  the  confines  of  the 
supernatural,  some  private  mystery 
rarely  spoken  of    to  the  outside 
world,     otill,  even  such  people  sit 
in  the  seat  of  the  scornful  when 
any  similar  inexplicable  phenome- 
non outside   their   experience    is 
related  to  them  by  their  friends. 
Doubtless  in  the  case  of  dreams  or 
presentiments,    mere    coincidence 
covers  much  of  the  ground;  but 
not  in  all,   for  cases  have  oome 
under  the  writer's  notice  where 
the  chain  of  coincidences  would 
have  to  be  stretched  to  such  an 
imbelievable     extent     that     any 
alternative     is     preferable,     and 
some  supersensuous  influence  act- 


*  It  is  almost  needless  to  say  that  our  modem  word  gas  is  the  equivalent  of  the 
Anglo-Saxon  gast,  and  the  German  geist — literally,  ghost  or  spirit  The  WilI-o*-the- 
Wisp,  Milton's  **  Friar's  lantern,"  is  no  longer  a  tricksy  sprite,  but  well  known  to 
be  due  to  the  spontaneous  ignition  and  wid^ting  to  and  fro  of  inflammaUe  gas 
produced  bj  decaying  animal  and  vegetable  matter ;  the  gas  itself  evecy  achool-boj 
Jcnows  under  the  name  of  marsh-gas. 
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ing  upon  the  mind  of  the  sleeper 
becomes  a  far  easier  hypothesis. 
And  in  the  case  of  apparitions  and 
the  like,  a  disordered  state  of  the 
nervous  or  digestive  system  un- 
questionably affords,  in  general, 
a  simple  and  rational  subjective 
explanation.  But  here,  too,  medi- 
cal scrutiny  sometimes  hopelessly 
breaks  down,  and  with  it  every 
-** naturalistic"  suggestion,  so  that 
we  must  either  abandon  our  common 
sense  and  disbelieve  evidence  that 
in  a  criminal  case  would  hang  the 
most  virtuous  man  in  Christendom, 
or  accept  the  simpler  explanation 
that  amid  the  multitude  of  phe- 
nomena which  time  and  space 
present,  there  exists  a  residue  which 
science  cannot  explain.  Facts  are 
slowly  but  surely  accumulating 
which  seem  to  indicate  that  the 
whole  civilised  world  up  to  a  couple 
•of  centuries  ago  might,  after  aU, 
have  had  some  good  ground  for 
the  once  universal  belief  that  ac- 
tivity, intelligence,  and  personality 
can  have  and  do  have  an  exist- 
ence in  an  unseen  state;  a  state 
between  which  and  us  there  is  a 
^eat  gulf  fixed.  And  yet  it 
woidd  almost  seem  that  certain 
mental  organisations,  or  the  con- 
junction of  special  circumstances, 
in  which  we  can  trace  the  opera- 
tion of  no  recognised  law,  form 
at  times  a  frail  and  fleeting 
bridge  which  enables  that  gulf  to 
be  momentarily  spanned.  When 
in  support  of  this  the  overwhelm- 
ing testimony  of  the  past  and  of 
the  present  day  is  borne  in  mind — 
testimony  which  every  honest  critic 
feels  it  most  difficult  to  gainsay — 
such  a  conclusion  can  hardly  be 
felt  to  be  extravagant  by  any 
rational  and  unbiased  mind. 

But  here  we  are  arrested  by  two 
opposite  phases  of  thought.  On 
the  one  hand  we  find  those  who. 


whether  from  their  environment 
or  conviction,  find  no  intellectual 
difficulty  in  a  belief  in  the  6uper- 
natural,*  accepting  the  general 
creed  of  Christendom,  and  attribut- 
ing any  contact  of  the  tmseen  with 
the  seen  to  the  operation  of 
diabolic  agency.  Accordingly  they 
steadily  shim  aU  post-Johannine 
evidence  of  the  supernatural  that 
may  be  adduced,  not  from  dis- 
belief but  from  dislike.  On  the 
other  hand  we  find  the  hardened 
sceptic,  who  refuses  to  believe  in 
any  imseen  world  of  intelligent 
beings,  but  who  professes  a  readi- 
ness to  believe  in  such  a  world  if 
it  could  be  proved,  albeit  he  closes 
the  question  by  asserting  the  exist- 
ence of  an  unseen  world  can  never 
be  proved ;  for,  he  argues,  any 
proof  we  have  must  come  through 
the  evidence  of  the  senses,  and 
thereby  the  object  of  proof  has 
ceased  to  belong  to  the  unseen. 
Among  some  exact  thinkers  such 
scepticism  is  fortified  by  the  con- 
viction that  if  an  unseen  world 
does  exist  in  the  background  of 
the  world  with  which  science  deals, 
any  nexus  between  the  two,  how- 
ever slight  or  transitory,  would  be 
attended  by  intellectual  confusion : 
inasmuch  as  those  great  natural 
laws  which  scientific  inquiry  has 
established  would  at  any  moment 
be  open  to  invasion,  and  therefore 
periodic  destruction,  by  an  un- 
seen enemy.  To  such,  therefore, 
an  unseen  universe  is  practically 
non-existent. 

It  is  not  probable  that  any 
remarks  of  mine  are  likely  to  affect 
the  attitude  of  mind  of  either  of 
these  opposite  schools  of  thought. 
Nor,  if  I  had  the  power,  would 
this  be  the  place  or  time  ade- 
quately to  notice  them.  But  perhaps 
I  may  be  permitted  to  say  this 
much.  Among  Christians  the  dread 


*  This  is  a  bad  word,  of  course,  but  it  conveys  what  ia  meant,  and  its  use  does 
not  imply  agreement  with  its  etTmological  signifioation. 
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they  feel  is,  in  general,  nothing 
more  than  a  suryival  of  the  super- 
stitious fear  of  the  unknown 
which  in  former  times  characterised 
both  savage  and  saint.  To  me, 
it  seems  that  a  bold  and  manly 
Christian  courage  should  welcome 
any  evidence  which  throws  light 
on  the  pneumatology  of  the  Scrip- 
tures, and  so  far  from  playing  tne 
ostrich  with  these  phenomena, 
Christian  thinkers  should  surely 
seek  to  co-ordinate  them  with  the 
facts  of  revelation.  *  And  turning 
to  the  sceptic,  whose  philosophy  is 
based  on  the  absence  of  this  old 
superstitious  fear,  where  terror 
usurps  the  place  of  reason,  ought 
not  such  an  one  to  make  himself 
quite  sure  that  the  evidence  of  every 
supernatural  occurrence  is  value- 
less before  he  denies  the  possi- 
bility of  an  unseen  world,  and 
stakes  such  weighty  issues  upon 
his  denial.  I  do  not  pretend  that 
the  case  I  have  narrated  in  these 
pages  is  sufficiently  sifted  to 
allow  of  no  alternative  but  that 
of  the  operation  of  superhuman 
agency.  Such  a  conclusion  could 
only  be  admitted  after  the  most 
laborious  and  protracted  inquiry 
by  experts  more  competent  than 


the  present  writer.  But  these  facts 
— ^taken  in  conjunction  with  similar 
manifestations  that  have  been 
submitted  to  investigation,  so  Ions' 
and  patient,  that  we  are  assured 
every  other  alternative  has  one  by 
one  had  to  be  abandoned — 4o 
seem  to  point  to  a  high  degree  of 
probability  in  the  direction  of  such 
a  condusion.f 

That  an  unseen  universe  does 
exist  the  leaders  of  physical  in- 
quiry are  agreed  upon  purely  scien- 
tific groimds  ;  from  it  they  trace 
the  genesis  of  life  and  of  every- 
thing that  our  senses  reveal.  X 
Moreover,  do  we  not  find,  in  our 
own  microcosm  the  mingled  mys- 
tery of  matter  and  spirit,  so  unl^e 
and  yet  so  closely  knit?  What, 
then,  may  we  not  expect  to  find 
in  the  macrocosm  of  the  world 
around  ?  Alreaidy  we  know  defi- 
nitely that  it  presents  us  with  gross 
matter  free  from,  as  well  as  imited 
to,  consciousness ;  may  it  not  also 
present  us  with  the  converse — con- 
sciousness free  from  gross  (t .0.,  per- 
ceptible) matter  ?  The  vagueness 
of  idea  which  engenders  scepticism 
as  to  how  consciousness,  personality 
— in  a  word,  -spirit — can  exist  free 
from    tangible   matter,   is   surely 


*  Upon  this  point  the  reader  will  find  a  masterly  and  interesting  exoorsoi  on  the 
*'  Bcriptore  Doctrine  of  an  ETil  Superhuman  Agency  concerned  in  the  Destrnotion 
of  MuiMnd,"  in  the  second  book  of  that  valuable  work,  "  Life  in  Christ,"  by  the 
Rev.  E.  White.  (Elliot  Stock.) 

f  It  is  irrational  to  contend  that  because  the  physical  phenomena  are  so  utterly 
contemptible,  therefore  they  are  not  worthy  of  inquiry.  A  knock  at  the  street- 
door  is  an  absurd  thing  in  itself,  but  it  may  be  the  precursor  of  an  exalted  guest. 
To  establish  the  fact  that  physical  or  mental  action  is  possible  across  space 
would  in  itself  be  a  great  advance  in  our  knowledge  of  the  universe. 
Two  cases  have  come  under  my  notice  which  have  carried  conviction  to  my 
mind  that  intelligent  physical  action  can  and  does  occur  at  a  distance,  i^.,  free 
from  any  perceptible  agent.  These  cases  I  have  investigated  with  extreme 
jealousy  and  care,  and  can  affirm  that  none  of  the  numerous  hyx>othe8ee  suggested 
by  Dr.  Carpenter  and  others  are  competent  to  explain  away  the  facts.  The  strongest 
evidence  in  the  case  narrated  in  these  columns  is  that  of  mental  action  at  a  distance  ; 
concerning  this  question  of  tupersensumuf  perception  I  hope  very  shortly  to 
publish  ampler  and  more  decisive  evidence. 

X  Of.  the  utterances  of  the  late  Sir  John  Herschel  and  Professor  Fanday,  and  of 
Prof.  Clerk  Maxwell,  Prof.  P.  G.  Tbit,  Prof.  G.  G.  Stokes,  Prof.  Balfour  Stewazt, 
Viot,  S.  Hanghton,  and  othtfre,  in  various  discourses  and  writings. 


1877.] 


The  Demons  of  Derrygonelly, 


705 


lessened  when  we  admit,  as  every 
man  of  science  does  admit,  that 
interatomic  as  well  as  interstellar 
space  is  filled  with  matter,  of  a 
substance  not  gross  enough  to 
affect  our  senses,  or  the  finest  in- 
strumental appliances.  And  the 
incredulity  which  arises  from  the 
difficulty  of  conceiving  how  spirit 
freed  from  its  association  with  tan- 
gible matter  can  act  upon  such 
matter  so  as  to  appeal  to  our  con- 
sciousness through  it,  is  truly  no 
greater  than  the  difficulty  which 
meets  us  in  the  action  of  our  own 
will  over  the  gross  cellular  tissue 
of  our  brain,  and  thus  over  our 
entire  bodily  frame.  Is  not  the 
greater  difficulty  rather  that  of 
conceiving  of  the  life-long  con- 
junction and  mutual  influence  of 
gross  matter  and  individual  con- 
sciousness, and  not  that  of  their 
separate  existence  ? 

After  aU,  the  problem  the  sceptic 
has  to  solve  is  not  whether  the 


inmianence  of  the  supernatural  is 
credible  or  incredible,  or  compre- 
hensible or  incomprehensible,  out 
simply  whether  tne  evidence  in 
support  of  such  a  statement  is 
conclusive ;  in  fine,  whether  the 
facts  are  true.  Let  us  put  aside 
clamour,  misrepresentation,  and 
vituperation ;  let  us  also  put  aside 
the  idola  trihUs,  whose  worshippers 
believe  all  the  laws  of  existence* 
in  this  wide  imiverse  are  to  be 
found  within  the  covers  of  certain 
physiological  manuals ;  and  the 
idola  epeeiiSy  at  whose  shrine  trutli 
is  so  often  sacrificed ;  and  seek  for 
instantim  cruets  of  super-  or  infra- 
natural  phenomena,  if  such  exist, 
in  the  dry  and  pure  light  of  truth. 
Be  the  condusion  as  it  may, 
the  story  I  have  here  narrated, 
even  if  it  goes  no  deeper,  may 
perhaps  furnish  some  of  my 
readers  with  a  Christmas  tale,  or  a 
subject  for  fiireside  speculation. 

W.  F.  Babrbtt. 


^^ 
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The  name  of  James  Clarence 
Mangan  is  almost  unknown  in 
England,  although,  asserts  his  bio- 
grapher and  fellow  countryman, 
John  Mitchel,  *'  he  was  a  more 
consummate  poet  and  a  more  mis- 
erable mortal  than  Edgar  Poe." 
Mr.  Mitchel  also  declares  that  he 
'*  has  never  yet  met  a  cultivated 
Irishman,  or  woman,  of  genuine 
Irish  nature,  who  did  not  prize 
Clarence  Mangan  above  all  the 
poets  that  their  island  of  song  ever 
nursed."  Nor  is  this  admirer 
alone  in  his  enthusiasm  ;  the  Hon- 
ourable Charles  Gavan  Duffy,  an 
author  himself,  in  his  **  Ballad 
Poetry  of  Ireland  '*  declares  that 
**  Among  the  recent  native  poets, 
whose  ballads  enrich  our  collection, 
the  first  place  indisputably  belongs 
to  Clarence  Mangan.'*  And  yet 
this  collection,  be  it  remembered, 
includes  some  of  the  best  lyrics 
of  Thomas  Moore,  and  other  well- 
known  Irish  bards.  "  His  name," 
resimies  Mr.  Duffy,  "  will  sound 
strange  to  many  ears,  but  there  is 
none  among  the  literary  class  in 
this  country  to  whom  it  is  not  dear 
and  estimable.  None,  we  earnestly 
believe,  who  can  be  considered 
among  his  rivals  who  will  not 
cheerfully  proclaim  his  title  to  the 

first  place he 

has  not,  and  perhaps  never  had, 

any  rival  in  mastery  of  the  met- 

idcal     and    rhythmical    resources 

oi    the     English   tougvie.     ^^ 


power  over  it  is  something  wholly 
wonderful." 

If  these  estimates  of  Mangan  be 
true,  whence  comes  this  general 
ignorance,  not  only  of  his  miserable 
story,  but,  stranger  still,  of  the 
productions  of  his  genius  ?  His 
biographer  Mitchel  is  equal  to  the 
emergency  and  responds,  * 'Because 
he  was  an  Irish  Papal  rebel." 
Neither  politics  nor  creed  suffice 
for  any  length  of  time  to  suppress 
the  works  of  real  genius  ;  the 
long-continued  disre^urd  of  Man- 
gan, therefore,  if  he  were  so  gifted 
as  his  admirers  assert,  still  remains 
to  be  explained.  Mr.  Duffy  is, 
probably,  nearer  the  truth  when 
he  suggests  that  '^  the  systematic 
seclusion  of  his  literary  life  has 
robbed  him  of  fame,"  but  he  deems 
him  recompensed  for  that,  although 
few  literati  would  care  to  forego 
fame  at  the  price,  by  the  fact  tluit 
**  it  has  given  him  the  love  of  his 
own  order  untainted  by  a  single 
jealousy."  Be  the  reasons  what 
they  may — and  they  are  probably 
of  a  mixed  nature, — it  is  a  singular 
circumstance  that  Mangan' s  name 
and  works  are  so  ignored  outside 
the  Irish  race.  Although  he  has 
not,  apparently,  left  any  literary 
production  to  entitle  him  to  take 
the  exalted  rank  some  of  his 
countrymen  would  claim  for  him, 
still  he  has  bequeathed  a  poetical 
legacy  to  Ireland  worthy  of  pre- 
^^TR^XJLQTCL^  ^sxd  valuable  enough  to 
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the  reading  community  at  larg^e 
to  justify  his  name  being  with- 
drawn from  its  unmerited  ob- 
scurity. 

Mangan's    origin    was    of    the 
humblest,    but,     as     one    of    his 
biographers  exclaims,  "Was  not 
Moore's  father  a  grocer  ?  was  not 
Burns  a  ploughman  ?  and  was  not 
Beranger  brought  up  in  the  shed 
of  his  grandfather,  a  tailor  ?'*  And 
as  those  sons  of  genius  have  had 
their  noteless  ancestry  unearthed, 
recorded,    and    emblazoned,   why 
not  this  one's  ?    Accordingly,  Mr. 
Mitchel  proceeds  to  work,  ah  ovo, 
and  informs  us  that  James  Clarence 
Mangan  was    the  son  of  James 
Mangan,  a  native  of  Shanagolden, 
in   the  county  of  Limerick,  who 
attempting  to  carry  on  the  grocery 
business  in  a  smaU  way,  at  No.  3, 
Fishamble    Street,    Dublin,     was 
''unfortunate."       Here,     in     the 
spring  of  1  «03,  his  first  child,  our 
poet,  was  also  '*  unfortunate  " — for 
he  was  born.     In  a  short  sketch  of 
Mangan,  prefixed   to  the   second 
edition  of  *'The  Poets  and  Poetry 
of  Munster,"  it  is  stated  that  his 
father,  "being  of  a  restless  dispo- 
sition, removed  to  another  locality, 
having  consigned    the    establish- 
ment and  his  son  to  the  care  of  his 
brother-in-law,  whom  he  induced 
to  come  from  London  for  that  pur- 
pose." Nothing  seems  to  be  known 
as  to  how  the  poor  child  fared  with 
this  relative;  he  obtained  school- 
ing,  however,   and  that  until  he 
attained  his  fifteenth  year,  at  an 
academy  in  Derby  Square,  Dublin, 
close  to  Dean  Swift's  birthplace. 
Mangan  discontinued  his  studies  to 
become  a  copyist  in  a  scrivener's 
office,  where  his  excellent  penman- 
ship procured  him  a  small  weekly 
salary.     No  sooner  did  the  poor 
lad  begin  to  earn  money  than  his 
relatives,  like  a  horde  of  hungry 
harpies,  pounced  down  upon  him, 
and  by  wringring  his  hard  won 
pittance  from  him^  virtually  drained 


him  of  hope,  of  health,  and  finally, 
of  life  itself.  For  seven  long 
weary,  dreary  years,  whilst  his 
brain  was  teeming  with  unwritten 
poems,  and  his  heart  was  big  with 
grand  theories  for  the  regeneration 
of  his  country,  this  most  unfor- 
tunate young  poet  was  compelled 
to  imdergo  a  diurnal  treadmill  of 
quill  driving,  in  order  to  obtain 
the  weekly  pittance  upon  which 
his  family  existed.  From  the 
drudgery  of  the  scrivener's  he 
passed  to  the  doubtless  less  con- 
genial labour  of  an  attorney's 
clerkship,  on  the  scanty  remu- 
neration of  which,  it  is  as- 
serted, he  contrived  not  only  to 
support  himself  but  an  entire 
household,  consisting  of  his 
parents,  his  sisters,  and  appa- 
rently, a  brother ! 

Those  ten  years  of  his  life,  aver 
his  acquaintances,  were  most  ter- 
rible in  their  effects  upon  his 
sensitive  nature.  Jeered  and 
mocked  by  unsympathising  and 
uncomprehending  fellow  derks, 
the  poor  shrinking  mortal  only 
sought  his  home  to  receive  there 
still  worse  evidence  of  the  world's 
cruelty.  Li  the  bosom  of  his  f amily, 
Clarence,  as  he  was  always  called, 
instead  of  being  regarded  with 
affection  and  gratitude,  encoun- 
tered nothing  but  reproaches  and 
ill-humour.  The  rei  augusta  doiiU 
allowed  him  no  leisure  for  reflec- 
tion, but  forced  upon  him  the 
necessity  of  earning  his  daily 
bread,  and  it  was  this  necessity^ 
remarks    Mr.    Mitchel,     **  which 

Erobably  saved  him  from  suicide.'* 
a  after  life  he  could  rarely  be 
induced  to  allude  to  those  ten 
terrible  years  of  his  existence,  and 
when  he  did  speak  of  them  ''it 
was  with  a  shuddering  and  loath- 
ing horror."  And  yet,  to  an 
impartial  spectator,  that  epoch  of 
his  most  wretched  life,  spent 
though  it  was  amongst  tmcongeniftl 
companions  and  pursuits,   would 

45—2 
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appear  to  have  been  compara- 
tively bappy  wben  compared  with 
'*the  lonesome  latter  years"  of 
bis  utterly  forlorn  and  desolate 
existence. 

But  there  were  other  reasons  to 
make  this  period  an  immemorial 
point  in  Mangan's  career ;  a  friend 
whom  he  had  trusted  is   said  to 
baye  betrayed  him,   how,   or  in 
what,  is  not  stated  ;  and  a  girl — 
the  fairest  of  three  fair  sisters — 
upon  whom  he  had  set  his  hopes 
in  life,  and  who  bad  cruelly  lured 
him  on,   when  he  told  his  love 
contemptuously     **  whistled    him 
down  the  wind."     This  was  the 
death-blow  to  all  his  yisions  of 
happiness,    and    ever    afterwards 
all    his  songs  one    '^  melancholy 
burden  bore  of  never — nevermore." 
One   of  his  biographers,   indeed, 
would  have  those  who   pity  the 
poor  poet  console  themselves  with 
the  reflection    that    it  is,   in  all 
probability,     to    the    perfidy    of 
golden-tressed     ''Frances"     that 
we    owe    the  most  pathetic   and 
beautifid  ballads  of  his  country- 
man.    That  **  sorrow  is  the  source 
of  song"    may  comfort   the   ad- 
mirers  of    poetry,    but    certainly 
cannot  supply  any  nepenthe  to  the 
suffering  singers  themselves.     In 
Mangan's  case  the  memory  of  this 
faithless  fair   one  is  declared  to 
have  inspired  this  paraphrase  of 
Eiickert's  ballad  :  a  version,  be  it 
pointed    out,    which  bears   some 
slight  resemblance  to  a  portion  of 
Edgar  Poe's  ''Raven:"— 

I  saw  her  once,  one  little  while,  and 
then  no  more. 

*Twa8  Paradise  on  earth  awhile,  and 
then  no  more. 

Ah  !   what  avail  my  vigils  pale,  my 
magic  lore  ? 

She  shone  before  my  eyes  awhile,  and 
then  no  more. 

The  shallop  of  my  peace  is  wrecked 

on  Beauty's  shore. 
By  Hope's  fair  isle  it  rode  awhile, 

and  then  no  more. 


But  writing  verses  could    not 
sufficiently  solace  Mangan  in  his 
misery ;  in  the  words  of  Mr.  Mit- 
chel — "Baffled,  beaten,  mocked, 
and  aU  alone  amidst  the  wrecks  of 
his  world,  is  it  wonderful  that  he 
sought,  at  times,  to  escape  from 
consciousness  by  taking  for  bread, 
opium,   and  for  water,  brandy  f " 
And  another  of  his  biographers 
gives   as  a  reason  for  me  poor 
fellow's  intemperance,  that,  find- 
ing the  straitened  circimistances  of 
his  household  imposed  an  insuper- 
able barrier  to  his  advancement — 
all  his  earnings  being  devoted  to 
the  support  of  nis  indigent  parents 
and  family — and  his  spirits  being 
at    length     broken     from    over- 
exertion, "  he  was  obliged  to  have 
recourse  to  stimulants,  which  he 
occasionally  abandoned,  but  finally 
they    produced    the    usual    fatal 
result."     How,  when,  or  where  he 
first  began  to  try  and  quench  his 
other  thirst  in  the  waters  of  Cas- 
taly  is  imcertain,  but  in  1830  he 
is  found  contributing  short  poems, 
generally    translations    from    the 
Irish  or  German,  to  various  minor 
publications,    all    of  which  have 
gone  the  way  of  all  periodicals  and 
appear  to  have  carried  most  of 
Mangan's  earliest  pieces  with  them. 
His  biographer,  Mr.  Mitchel,  con- 
fesses that  his  collection,  although 
voluminous,  to  his  certain  know- 
ledge does  not  contain  two-thirds 
of  Mangan's  productions,  and  as 
we  have  collected  several  pieces 
not  included  in  the  volimie  referred 
to,  doubtless  a  large  quantity  of 
his  verse  is  still  floating  about,  and 
frequently     with    the    names    of 
unlawful  owners  attached  to  it. 

Mangan's  knowledge  of  modem 
tongues  is  asserted  by  Mr.  O'Daly 
to  have  been  something  wonderf  ul, 
"as  may  be  seen,"  he  adds,  "by 
his  translations  from  almost  every 
language  in  the  world."  Tliis 
superhuman  polyglottistic  talent 
is  explained  away  by  Mr.  Mitdiel's 
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statement  that  Mang^an  was  accus- 
tomed to  palni  off  his  own  original 
poems  as  translations,  sayine  that 
"  Hafiz  was  more  acceptable  to 
editors  than  Mangan."  Mr.  O'Daly 
confesses,  indeed,  that  all  Mangan's 
versions  of  Gaelic  poetry  were 
made  from  literal  translations  fur- 
nished to  him  by  Irish  scholars, 
as  he  was  ^*  totally  unacquainted 
with  the  orig^al  language."  How, 
amid  the  constant  drudg^ery  of  his 
earlier  years,  the  poor  fellow  con- 
trived to  find  time  to  acquire  any 
foreign  language  is  still  a  wonder. 
Probably,  during  his  lengthy  office 
hours  he  contrived  to  vary  the 
monotony  of  continual  quill  driv- 
ing by  occasionally  snatching  a  few 
unnoted  peeps  at  well-thumbed 
grammars.  After  drawing  a  Chan- 
cery bill,  the  stealth^  declension  of 
a  German  noun  might  afford  a 
pleasant  change,  and  he  may, 
sometimes,  have  found  relief  in  de- 
voting a  portion  of  the  hours 
which  he  had  bargained  to  spend 
in  scribbling  deeds  to  studying  the 
difference  existing  between  separ- 
able and  inseparable  verbs.  It 
suffices  to  say  that  beyond  his 
childhood's  schooling  he  does  not 
appear  to  have  ever  received  any 
systematic  education,  but  to  have 
picked  up  the  knowledge  he  did 
possess  piecemeal. 

For  some  years  £if  ter  he  left  the 
attorney's  office  there  is  a  gap  in 
Mangan's  life  which  none  of  his 
biographers  appear  able  to  fill.  It 
was  a  vacuum,  says  Mr.  Mitchel, 
**  into  which  he  entered  a  bright- 
haired  youth,  and  emerged  a 
withered  and  stricken  man." 
Finally,  his  poems  began  to  at- 
tract notice,  and  gained  for  him 
the  friendship  of  several  well 
known  Itterati^  including  Dr. 
Anster,  the  translator  of  **  Faust ;" 
Petrie,  the  author  and  artist; 
and  Dr.  Dodd,  the  librarian 
of  Trinity  College,  Dublin.  This 
last  interested  himseK  in  Mangan'a 


behalf,  and  procured  him  employ- 
ment in  the  University  Library, 
where  his  linguistic  and  varied 
knowledge  made  him  useful  in 
preparing  a  new  catalogue  of  the 
books,  which  was  the  duty  given 
him.  It  was  in  the  Fagel  Library 
of  the  University  that  Mr.  Mitchel 
first  saw  the  poet,  ^  acquaintance 
having  drawn  attention  to  him  in 
a  whisper.  His  first  appearance  be- 
fore his  future  biographer  is  thus 
characteristically  described : — "  It 
was  an  unearthly  and  ghostly 
figure,  in  a  brown  garment,  the 
same  garment  (to  all  appearance) 
which  lasted  till  the  day  of  his 
death.  The  blanched  hair  was 
totally  unkempt ;  the  corpse-like 
features  still  as  marble;  a  large 
book  was  in  his  arms,  and  all  his 
soul  was  in  the  book.  I  had 
never  heard  of  Clarence  Mangan 
before,  and  knew  not  for  what  he 
was  celebrated;  whether  as  a 
magician,  a  poet,  or  a  murderer." 
This  meeting  ultimately  led  to  the 
formation  of  a  close  friendship 
between  the  two  authors,  not, 
however,  without  considerable  dif- 
ficulty on  Mr.  Mitchel' s  part,  as 
'^  Mangan  had  a  morbid  reluctance 
to  meet  new  people,  or  to  be  in- 
troduced J*^ 

This  post  in  the  University  not 
only  afforded  the  prematurely 
aged  man  means  of  subsistence, 
but  also  afforded  him  the  long  de- 
sired opportunity  of  study.  He 
continued,  his  linguistic  pursuits 
and  produced  most  of   his    best 

Eieces  during  this  epoch  of  his 
f  e  ;  he  became  a  regular  contri- 
butor to  the  Dublin  University 
Magazine,  wherein  appeared  his 
**  Lays  of  Many  Lands,"  and 
*'  LitersB  Orientales."  Most  of 
these  pieces  were  undoubtedly 
original,  although  purporting  to  be 
translations  from  the  Irish,  Ger- 
man, Persian,  Spanish,  Coptic, 
and  so   forth.     In  OctiCiVi^x.,V^Na»., 


710 


A  Woeful  Waif. 


[December 


peared,  and  Mangan  contributed 
some  yerses  commemorative  of  the 
event,  but  thej  do  not  display  any 
very  considerable  amount  of  talent, 
any  more  than  do  the  generality 
of  his  political  pieces.      For  five 
years  Mangan  continued  to  be  a 
reg^ular  contributor  to  the  Nation^ 
but  the  poei||8   which  he  wrote 
under  the  influence  of  the  '*  Young 
Ireland  "  party  are  far  from  being 
his  best.     Some  of  them,  such  as 
**  A  Highway  for  Freedom,"  con- 
tain  ^ood  rhymes  and  plenty  of 
dash,  but  are  almost  entirely  des- 
titute of  real  poesy ;  they  will  not 
compare  favourably  with  the  na- 
tionalistic lyrics  of  Thomas  Davis ; 
with  **The  Memory  of  the  Dead," 
and  other  metrical  contributions  to 
the  columns  of  the  Nation ;  more- 
over, some  have  a  very  foreign  air 
about  them,  suspiciously  suggestive 
of  iSwiss  or  German  origin.     In- 
deed,  not  only  are  many  of  Man- 
gan^s  lyrics  found  straying  about 
with  some  other  name  appended, 
but  also  it  sometimes  happens  that 
those  regarded  by  his  admirers  as 
original    are   only  translations — 
generally  from  the  German.     For 
instance,  **The  Fairies*  Passage," 
which  has  been  frequently  printed 
as  Mangan's  own,  is  merely  ren- 
dered from  the  original  of  Kopisch, 
whilst     the     following     amusing 
verses,   purporting  to  be  from  the 
German,  may  be   original — **  My 
Three  Tormentors,''  it  is  scarcely 
necessary  to  point  out,  are  Intem- 
perance, Avarice,  and  Love : — 

Three  spirits  there  be  who  haunt  me 
always, 

Plaguing  my  spirit  in  sundry  small 
ways. 

One  is  apparell'd  in  purple  and  red  ; 

He  sits  on  a  barrel — a  chaplet  of 
laurel 

Which  ought  to  be  mine,  and  was 
before  he 

Robbed  me  of  brains,  and  bread^ 
and  glory, 
Wreathed  around  his  gVobuW  ^iqqA, 


And  a  royal  and  richly  bubbling  cup 
Of  the  blood  that  he  drains  from 
his  victims*  veins 
In  his  hand,  that  shakes  as  he  lifts  it 
up ! 

Oh,  woe,  woe. 
And  sorrow. 
To  be,  to  be 
His  slave. 
Through  every  coming  morrow, 

Till  years  lay  me  low — 
Low  in  an  honourless  grave  ! 

My  second  tormentor,   a  weakened 

old  pigmy. 
Delves  in  a  mine,  as  though  he  would 

dig  my 
Grave,    or   his    own — I  hardly  care 
which ! 
His  visage  is  wrinkled  and  dust 

besprinkled, 
His  clothes  are  in  rags,  yet  he 

heaps  together 
Bright  gold  by  the  bushel ;    one 
scarcely  knows  whether 
The  hateful  old  hunks  be  poor  or 

be  rich ! 
His  gold  is  ever  before  his  view  : 

He  worships  it,  he — and,  alas! 
makes  me. 
In  spite  of  my  conscience,   worship 
it  too ! 

Oh,  woe,  woe,  &c. 

The  third — oh  !  the  third  is  a  marvel-' 

lous  creature. 
Infant -like,  and  of  heavenly  feature  ! 

His  voice  is  rich  as  the  song  of  the 
spheres  ; 

But  ah  !    what  tragic  unrest  its 

magic 
Doth  bring    to    the  bosom-  who 

shall  tell  of  ? 

To  me  that  voice  has  been  as  the 
knell  of 
Death  and  despair  through  bitterest 


years 


I 


And,  then,  his  bright  but  mischlevoui 
eyes ; 

Their  mildest  glanoe  is  the  wound 
of  a  lance, 
'Neath  which  the  heart's  blank  inno- 
cence dies ! 

'    Q!V^  '?(Q«^  woe,  &a 
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But  those  who  would  view  Man- 
gan's  muse  in  its  best  garb  must 
neither  seek  for  it  under  its  political 
trappings  nor  when  disguised  un- 
der assumed  conviviality,  when, 
as  one  of  his  biographers  remarks, 
**  his  laughter  is  noUow  and  pain- 
ful." Pathos  was  his  forte,  and 
whether  original  or  translated, 
many  of  his  pathetic  pieces  deserve 
a  better  fate  than  consignment  to 
the  waters  of  oblivion.  Much  of 
his  best  work  is  to  be  found  in  two 
small  volumes  of  translations  from 
the  German,  published  under  the 
title  of  '*  Anthologia  Germania,"  in 
1845,  at  the  expense,  we  are  in- 
formed, of  the  Honourable  Gavan 
Duffy.  Mangan's  renderings  from 
the  Irish  are  very  disappointing, 
being  generally  poor  and  spirit- 
less, but  in  the  mystic,  weird,  and 
vague  sehnsucht  of  Teutonic  min- 
strelsy he  found  a  suitable  outlet 
for  his  own  yearning  for  something 
grander  and  nobler  than  he  coida 
extract  from  life.  In  **The  One 
Mystery "  a  fair  example  of  his 
ever-questioning  philosophy  is  to 
be  found : — 

^Tis  we  exhaust  and  squander 

The  flittering  mine  of  thought  in 
vain ; 

All  baffled  reason  cannot  wander 

Beyond  her  chain. 

The  flood  of    life    runs  dark — dark 
clouds 

Make  lampless    night  around    its 
shore : 

The  dead,  where  are  they  1    In  their 
shrouds — 

Man  knows  no  more  ! 
Evoke  the  ancient  and  the  past — 

Will  one  illuming  star  arise  ? 
Or  must  the  film,  from  first  to  last, 

O'er  spread  thine  eyes  ? 

"When     life,     love,    glory,     beauty, 
wither 

Will  Wisdom's   page,   or  Science' 
chart, 

Map  out  for  thee  the  region  whither 

Their  shades  depart  ?* 


Supposest  thou  the  wondrous  powers 

To  high  imagination  given, 

Pale    types    of    what    shall   yet   be 
ours, 

When  earth  is  heaven  ? 

When  this  decaying  shell  is  cold. 

Oh  !    sayest    thou   the  soul  shall 
climb 
That  magic  mount  she  trod  of  old, 
Ere  childhood's  tiifle  ? 

And    shall    the    sacred   pulse   that 
thrilled, 

Thrill      once      again      to    glory's 
name  ? 

And  shall  the  conquering  love  that 
filled 

All  earth  with  flame 

Reborn,  revived,  renewed,  immortal. 

Resume    his    reign     in    prouder 
might, 

A  sun  beyond  the  ebon  portal 

Of  death  and  night  ? 

No   more,     no  more — with    aching 
brow, 

And  restless  heart,   and  burning 
brain, 

We  ask  the  When,  the  Where,  the 
How, 

And  ask  in  vain. 

And  all  philosophy,  all  faith, 

All  earthly — all  celestial  lore, 

Have   but    one     voice,   which   only 
saith. 

Endure — adore ! 

Of  the  latter  portion  of  Mangan's 
life  there  is  little  to  tell,  and  thaf 
little  one  would  wish  untold.  The 
last  few  years  would  seem  to  have 
been  spent  in  a  state  of  partial 
insanity  induced  by  trouble,  want, 
and  intemperance.  Of  '^  his  orgies 
in  vile  hovels  amidst  the  scum  of 
humanity,"  which  a  biographer 
alludes  to,  it  is  but  charity  to  deem 
the  account  exaggerated,  especially 
as  he  is  declared  to  have  only  beeii 
forced  to  resort  to  the  use  of  stimti^ 
lants  by  domestic  hardships  anif 
over-exertion.  Fidelity  to  friends 
and  a  paA«\OTkfiA/^Vy7  ^  ^\  T«K»2tv«  vstsar 
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inherent  in  him^  and  it  is  sad  to 
feel  that    in    circumstances  more 
congenial  a  nobler  fate — a  happier 
fame — might  have  been  his.     Dr. 
Anster  and    Mr.  Petrie  are  be- 
lieved to  have  remained  faithful 
to  him  to  the  last,  but  Mr.  Mitchel 
avers  that  ^*  they  could  do  nothing 
for  KiTn  ;  he  was  out  of  the  reach 
of  help ;    he  would  not  dwell  with 
men,   or  endure    decent   society ; 
they  could  but  look  on  with  pity 
and  wonder."     It  is  to  be  hoped 
that  the  portrait  has  been  over- 
coloured  and  that  great  as  were 
his    tribulations      P^o^    Mangan 
neither  did  nor  simered  so  badly 
as  here  represented.    A  short  time 
before  his  death  he  had  an  attack 
of  cholera,  which,  it  is  asserted,  was 
brought  on    by   lack    of    proper 
nourishment,  an  euphemistic  term 
for  starvation.  Mr.  O'Daly  tells  us 
that  he    found    his    unfortunate 
countryman  in  an  obscure  house  in 
Bride  Street,  recovered^  but  greatly 
weakened  by  the  recent    attack. 
At  his  own  request,  admission  was 
procured  for  nim  at  the  Meath 
Hospital,  where,  notwithstanding 
his  '*  recovery,"  he  only  lingered 
seven   days,  expiring  on  the  20th 
of  June,  1849,  in  the  forty-seventh 
year  of  his  age.   His  last  moments 
are  reported  to  have  been  consoled 
by  the  kind  attentions  of  the  Rev. 
Charles  Meehan,  himself  a  poet, 
and  who,    when    poor  Mangan's 
remains  were  carried  to  their  final 
— we  had  almost  said  their  first — 
resting  place  in  Glasnevin  Ceme- 
tery, performed  the  last  ceremonies 
for  his  brother  bard. 

Mr.  O'Daly  describes  Mangan 
as  ''  below  the  middle  size,  and  of 
slender  proportions;  the  ashy  pale- 
ness of  his  face  was  lighted  up  by 
eyes  of  extraordinary  brilliancy." 
**0f  his  manner  and  customs,"  he 
continues,  '*  it  would  be  impossible 
to  give  a  correct  idea ;  they  may 
be  best  described  by  an  extract 
from  his  favourite  Schfllex ; — 


'His  dreams  were  of  great 

objects  ; 
He  walked  amidst  us  of  a  silent  spint. 
Communing  with  himself  ;  yet  I  have 

known  him 
Transported  on  a  sudden  into  ulier- 

ance 
Of  strange  conceptions  ;  kindling  into 

splendour. 
His  soul  revealed  itself,  and  he  spake 

BO 

That  we  looked  round  perplexed  upon 

each  other, 
Not  knowing  whether  it  were  crazi- 

ness, 
Or  whether  it  were  a  god  that  spake 

in  him  ! ' " 

In  his  sombre-hued  portraiture 
of  his  deceased  countryman,  Mr. 
Mitchel  states  that  when  excited 
by  any  interesting  topic,  Mangan's 
'^  blue  eyes  would  then  dilate,  and 
light  up  strangely  the  sepulchral 
pallor  of  his  face."  Like  Blake, 
ne  believed  himself  visited  by 
spirits,  amongst  whom  came  the 
spirit  of  his  father.  Upon  this 
subject  of  spiritual  communion  he 
was  taken  to  task  by  the  Fonign 
QwMrterly  Review ^  which,  in  review- 
ing his  "  Anthologia  Germania," 
contended  that  he  had  taken  an 
unwarranted  liberty  with  Uhland 
in  so  translating  a  well  known 
ballad  of  his  as  to  make  him  *'  lay 
down  the  strange  doctrine  that  the 
death  of  our  friends  not  only  does 
not  prevent  all  companionship  be- 
tween their  souls  and  ours,  but 
that  it  even  brings  us  into  closer 
communion  with  them." 

Few  writers  of  Mangan's  abilities 
have  remained  so  long  unknown  to 
men  using  the  same  language, 
but,  whilst  his  obscurity  may  be 
partially  due  to  Saxon  prejudice,. 
Irish  writers  are,  unaoubtedly, 
chiefly  to  blame  for  it.  In  the 
first  instance,  they  sou&^ht  to  attach 
an  obnoxious  political  bearing  to 
his  writings,  and,  secondly,  have 
so  extolled  and  belauded  every- 
thing to  which  his  name  was  ap- 
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pended  that,  when  an  impartial 
oritio  came  to  peruse  some  of  his 
verses — ^perhaps  some  of  his  worst 
— ^he  hasbeen  utterly  disappointed, 
and  deeming  the  author  a  mere 
poetaster,  has  willingly  forgotten 
his  name.  As  a  translator  he  cer- 
tainly deserves  high  rank ;  pro- 
bably no  one  has  transmuted  the 
ipirit  of  German  ballad  poesy  into 
tiie  English  tongue  with  more 
fidelity ;  but  as  an  original  poet 
we  are  by  no  means  inclined  to 
grant  him  the  lofty  position  his 
countrymen  claim  for  him.  Man- 
gan,  doubtless,  knew  his  own 
idiosyncracies  well,  and  in  his 
autobiographical  poem  of  '*  The 
Nameless  One  "  thus  characteristi- 
cally portrays  his  own  sad 
career: — 

RoU  forth,  my  song,  like  the  rushing 
river, 
That  sweeps  along  to  the  mighty 
sea  ; 
God  will  inspire  me  while  I  deliver 
My  soul  of  thee  ! 

Then  shew  the  world,  when  my  bones 
lie  whitening 
Amid  the  last  home  of  youth  and 
eld, 
That  there  was  once  one  whose  veins 
ran  lightning 
No  eye  beheld. 

Tell  how  his  boyhood  was  one  drear 
night  hour. 
How  shone  for  himf  through  his 
grief  and  gloom. 
No  stiur  of  all  heaven  sends  to  light 
our 
Path  to  the  tomb. 

Roll  on,  my  song,  and  to  after  ages 
Tell  how,  disdaining  all  earth  can 
give, 
ELe  would  have  taught  men,    from 
wisdom's  pages. 
The  way  to  live. 

And    tell    how    trampled,    divided, 
hated, 
And   worn  by  weakness,    disease, 
and  wrong, 
He  fled  for  shelter  to  God,  who  mated 
His  soul  with  song — 


With  song  which  alway,  sublime  or 
vapid, 
Flowed  like  a  rill  in  the  morning 
beam, 
Perchance  not  deep,  but  intense  and 
rapid — 
A  mountain  stream. 

Tell  how  this  Nameless,  condemned 
for  years  long 
To    herd  with  demons  from  hell 
beneath. 
Saw    things    that    made    him,   with^ 
groans,  and  tears,  long 
For  even  death. 

Go  on  to  tell  how,  with  genius  wasted,. 
Betrayed  in  friendship,  befooled  in 
love. 
With  spirit  shipwrecked,  and  young 
hopes  blasted, 
He  still,  still  strove. 

Till,   spent  with  toil,  dreeing  death 
for  others, 
And  some  whose  hands  should  have 
wrought  for  him ; 
(If  children  live  not  for  sires  and 
mothers). 
His  mind  grew  dim . 

And    he  fell    far    through  that  pit 
abysmal, 
The  gulf  and  grave  of  Maginn  and 
Bums, 
^d  pawned  his  soul  for  the  devil's 
dismal 
Stock  of  returns. 

But    yet    redeemed    it    in    days    of 
darkness. 
Amid  shapes  and  signs  of  the  final 
wrath, 
When  death,  in  hideous  and  ghastly 
starkness. 
Stood  in  his  path. 

And  tell  how  now,  amid  wreck  and 
sorrow. 
And  want,  and  sickness,  and  house- 
less nights. 
He    bides    in    calmness    the   silent 
morrow 
That  no  ray  lights. 

And  lives  he  still  then  ?     Tes !   old 
and  hoary 
And  thirty-nine,  from  despair  and 
woe. 
He  lives,  and  enduring  what  future 
story 
Will  never  kuo^ . 
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Him  grant  a  grave  to,  ye  pitying         The  ease  with  which  he  siiiffs  bis 

^oble,  hapless  story  shews  how  f  ammaily 

Deep  in  your  boaoma !    There  let  he    had    learned    to    regard   the 

him  dwell;       .       ,,        ,    .  ghastly  elements  of  his  life. 

He,  too,   had  tears  for  all  souU  m  ^         '' 

trouble  t  tt    t 

Here  in  hell  !♦  ^^^^  •°--  l^oaAM. 


*  How  strongly  pronounced  In  the  opposite  and  yet  kindred  qualities  of 
delight  and  despair  is  the  lyre  of  Ireland,  may  be  realised  by  oomparing  this  poem 
of  Mangan*s  with  Waller^s  ''  Dance  light  1 "  which  is  fall  of  a  oharming  joy  : — 

'*  Ah,  sweet  Kitty  Neil,  rise  up  from  that  wheel — 

Your  neat  little  foot  will  be  weary  from  spinning ; 
Gome  trip  down  with  me  to  the  sycamore-tree, 

Half  the  parish  is  there,  and  the  daaoe  is  beginning. 
The  sun  is  gone  down,  but  the  full  harveet-moon 
I  Shines  sweetly  and  cool  on  the  dew- whitened  valley ; 

.  While  all  the  air  ringfs  with  the  soft,  loving  things 

Each  little  bird  sings  in  the  green  shaded  alley.* 


»» 


With  a  blush  and  a  smile,  Kitty  rose  up  the  while, 

Her  eye  in  the  glass,  as  she  bound  her  hair,  glanoing  ; 
Tie  hard  to  refuse  when  a  young  lover  sues — 

So  she  couldn't  but  choose  to — go  off  to  the  dancing. 
And  now  on  the  green,  the  glad  groaps  are  seen — 

Each  gay-hearted  lad  with  the  lass  of  his  choosing  ; 
And  Pat,  without  fail,  leads  out  sweet  Kittv  Neil — 

Somehow,  when  he  asked,  she  ne*er  thought  of  refusing. 

Now,  Felix  Magee  puts  his  pipes  to  his  knee, 

And  with  flourish  so  free,  sets  each  couple  in  motion ; 

With  a  cheer  and  a  bound,  the  lads  patter  the  ground — 
The  maids  move  around  just  like  swans  on  the  ooean« 

Cheeks  bright  as  the  rose — feet  light  as  the  doe*s. 
Now  coyly  retiring,  now  boldly  advancing — 

Search  the  world  all  round,  from  tiie  sky  to  the  ground. 

No  SUCH  SIGHT  CAN  BB  FOUND  AS  AN  IbIBH  I«ASB  DANOXNO  I 

Sweet  Kate  I  who  could  view  your  bright  eyes  of  deep  blue, 
Beaming  humidly  through  their  dark  lashes  so  mildlj, 

Your  fair-turned  arm,  heaving  breast,  rounded  form, 
Nor  feel  his  heart  warm,  and  his  pulses  throb  wildly. 

Young  Pat  feels  his  heart,  as  he  gazes,  depart, 

Subdued  by  the  smart  of  such  painful  yet  sweet  love  ; 

The  sight  leaves  his  eye,  as  he  cries  with  a  sigh, 

"  Dtince  lights  for  my  heart  it  liet  under  yowrfeet^  love  !  " 

_  Jh,  WaUer  was  for  some  t^m^e^\\ftT^l\3baam^3i^;£sai^^«MiSsk^^  — CBBi»j 
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CHRISTMAS    EVE   IN    A    NORTHERN 

VICARAGE. 


**  It  has  been  a  long  year.  1  am 
glad  you  keep  to  your  old  habit  of 
coming  to  us  at  Christmas,  Clare, 
for  else  we  should  never  see  you 
at  aU." 

"  Well,  Mary,  you  must  remem- 
ber my  time  is  so  full  of  my  work. 
I  would  gladly  see  you  oftener, 
but  indeed  this  last  year  I  have 
seen  no  one." 

*'  And  you  don't  look  any  the 
better  for  it,  Clare.  I  am  sure 
you  write  too  much,  and  live  alone 
too  much." 

'*  So  people  are  fond  of  saying," 
answered  he,  with  a  proud  smue ; 
^*but  one  cannot  put  aside  the 
burnings  of  the  spirit.  I  must 
write,  and  give  my  message  to  the 
world.  I  am  driven  to  it,  and 
given  a  strength  not  my  own." 

Mary  looked  at  him  wistfully. 
She  sat  in  a  low  arm-chair  by  the 
side  of  a  fire  that  glowed  in  deep- 
hearted  honouring  of  old  Christ- 
mas. She  was  a  fair,  sweet- faced 
woman,  with  a  sprinkle  of  grey 
upon  her  hair.  Claremont,  who 
stood  upon  the  hearthrug  in  front 
of  the  fire,  was  perhaps  the  only 
person  who  called  her  Mary  now. 
She  was  "Mamma"  in  the  Vicar- 
age ;  and  out  of  it  '*  Mrs.  Eobarts, 
the  good  parson's  wife." 

Her  brother  Clare  was  older 
than  herself.  He  stooped,  and 
his  hair  was  fast  growing  grey. 
His  eyes  had  a  peculiar,  in-turned, 


absorbed  look,  which  Mary  thought 
had  grown  upon  him  in  the  last 
year.   They  scarcely  ever  met  save 
at  this  chiU,  cheerful  season ;    for 
Claremont,  as  a  student  and  re- 
cluse, found  London  his  most  con- 
genial residence,   and    the    place 
where   it    was    most   easy  to  be 
alone  ;    while  Mrs.   Hobarts  had 
spent  the  last  twenty-five  years  of 
her  life  in  this  far-away,  bustling 
parish.     The  Vicarage  lay  in  the 
midst  of  a  smoke-clouded  valley, 
where  the   trees  pined  and  died, 
and  the  streams  lost  their  inno- 
cence and  purity.     A  chain  of  high 
and  healthy  hills  girdle  the  popu- 
lous   valley,     and     here    Mother 
Nature  timidly  lingers,    and  hep 
footsteps  are  to  be  traced  by  those 
who  will  climb  to  look,    in  the 
shape  of  heather    and    bilberry. 
The  changing  lights  and  colours 
of  this  far-ofi'  range  are  just  visible 
from  the  Vicarage  windows ;   and 
Mrs.  Eobarts,  having  scanned  her 
brother's  face,    turns,    as  is  her 
hoiirly    and    almost    unconscious 
habit,  to  look  upon  the  friendly 
outlines  of  the  hills. 

*'But,"  she  said,  gently,  **yoti 
have  written*  your  book.  Why 
not  take  some  rest  now,  and  come 
out  into  a  more  practical  living  for 
awhile  ?  I  am  sure  it  would  refresh, 
if  not  strengthen  you,  in  more 
ways  than  one." 

**It  would  be  -wa&tA  c^l  ^oosiRk^ 
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Mary,"  he  said,  impatiently.  '*And 
now  that  my  book  has  not  suc- 
ceeded, I  feel  more  than  ever  that 
I  must  go  on  writing.  I  must 
explain  my  plan  imiil  people 
understand  it." 

**  It  is  very  brave  of  you,"  said 
Mrs.  Robarts,  with  a  little  sigh ; 
'*  but  don't  you  think  you  might 
take  a  little  interval  ?  I  fear  you 
will  overdo  it." 

"  Impossible  !  Why,  I  have  aU 
the  powers  of  the  universe  to 
uphold  me  while  I  do  my  work! 
Tne  message  ~ the  great  truth  of 
the  coming  regeneration,  is  given 
to  me  to  pass  on  to  the  world,  as 
it  lies  asleep." 

**  You  know,  Clare  dear,  I  always 
did  say  rude  things  to  you — so 
perhaps  you  will  forgive  me  when 
I  say  that  I  have  read  your  book 
with  a  desire  to  know,  but  indeed 
I  donH  yet  know  how  the  world  is 
to  become  regenerate  according  to 
your  method." 

**  Man  does  but  need  to  be  made 
to  understand  the  truths  of  the 
regeneration.  If  he  but  once 
appreciates  that  his  body  is  the 
temple  of  the  living  God,  how  can 
he  thereafter  desecrate  it?  Man 
is  unregenerate  because  he  is 
wholly  undeveloped  as  to  the  inner 
spaces  of  his  soul.  He  is  glad  of 
external  foolishness  because  he 
knows  no  better.  He  wanders 
into  trivialities  which  are  utterly 
unimportant,  because  he  does  not 
know  that  man  is  to  be  redeemed 
and  made  happy  by  a  life  conse- 
crated to  the  ideal.  This  fact  I 
must  impart  to  him :  I  have  given 
my  life  to  the  pursuit  of  the  highest 
truth ;  regardless  of  consequences, 
I  have  followed  it  throughout  my 
career,  and  my  efforts  are  now 
crowned  by  ability  to  assure  my 
fellow  men  that  regeneration  is 
a  g^and  reality,  and  that  we  have 
but  to  aspire  towards  it." 

"But,"    said  Mary,   ^'you  \i^- 
come  so  lost  in  your  mteW^cXAxsX 


modes  of  thought  that  you  forget 
that  they  can  only    touch    upon, 
certain  minds  prepared  for  them. 
You  talk  of  regenerating  the  world 
by  preaching  purity  and  love — 
well,   I  fancy  that  my    husband 
has  been  preaching  the  same  in 
his  old-fashioned  way  these  forty 
years  in  this  parish;  and  though 
I    know    he   has    done    a    lai^ 
amount  of  good,  yet  I  can't  say 
the  parish  is  absolutely  regenerate. 
There  are  some  people  whom  one 
cannot  approach — I  should  like  to 
bring  you  and  your  book  face  to 
face  with  them!      It  makes   me 
impatient  when  you  talk  of  regene- 
rating   the    world,    you     modem 
reformers!     You  attain,  perhaps, 
a    grand    republican    conception; 
and  entirely  forget  that  you  need 
angels  to  carry  it  out.      Even  if 
your  audience  should  be  numbered 
by  thousands,  you   only  affect  a 
little  section  of  the  world.    Masses 
of  men  as  ^od  as  yourself  will  be 
imtouched  Dy  you  :  will  pass  you 
by.     Oriental  history,  for  instance, 
will  go  on  much  the  same,  even 
though  you  fire  a  thousand  English 
and  American  readers  with  a  sym- 
pathy for  you.     You  cannot  make 
people  know  by  telling ;  they  can 
ODly  find  out  for  themselves  that 
truth  and  purity  bring  peace.   How 
I  should  like  to  have  taken   yoa 
to    see    old    Ailse,    who    died    a 
little  while  ago  in'her  lonely  cottage 
away  on  the  upland.     I  shall  never 
forget   her  sweet  placid  face,  as 
innocent-looking    and    almost    as 
fair  as  a  baby's,  with  eyes  as  blue. 
Her  soft  hair  shone  like  a  band  of 
silver  beneath    her  snowy  hi^h- 
crowned  cap,  whose  frill  extended 
round  her  chin.     Her  only  com- 
panion was  a  sleek  cat.     On  her 
little  table  lay  her  open  Bible,  and 
by  it  her  Prayer-book,  apparently 
well  kept,  yet  well  used.     She  rose 
slowly,  and  met  us  with  a  peaceful 
^imlQ,  to  the  Vicar's  *  Grood  day. 
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*  Meterly,*  thank  God !  How  good 
He  is  to  8f»nd  you  to  me  when  I 
•can't  totter  to  His  house  ! '  During 
our  visit  I  said,  *  Your  life  is  very 
lonely — have    you    no    friends  ! ' 

*  Yea,  t'neighbours  look  in  now 
And  then,  and  I  pray  for  patience.' 
She  was  a  thankful  old  creature. 
I  think  I  can  still  hear  her  feeble 
voice,  and  see  the  light  in  her  eyes 
-when   she    said,    *  Goodness    and 
mercy  have  followed  me   all  the 
days  of  my  life,  and  I  shall  dwell 
in  the  house  of  the  Lord  for  ever.' 
Once    she     remarked,    *When  I 
-was  young  and  strong,  the  nighest 
church  was  three  miles  off,  but  I 
liked  t'walk,   and  took   a  bit  o' 
dinner  i'  my  pocket,  so' 'at  I  could 
stay  both  sarvices.     By  t'  time  it 
were  too  much  for    me,    a    new 
church  were  built  half-way.   When 
I  couldn*t  walk  that,  Holmclough 
got  its  church,  an'  I  was  fain  to 
turn  in  theer.     And  when  my  feet 
failed  to   carry  me   so   fur,  your 
good  husband  built  here  at  Lane- 
side  t'  new  school,   and  it  were 
grand  to  have  sarvice  here.     And 
now  when  I  cannot  cross  th*  door- 
fitone,  the   ffood  Lord  sends  His 
minister  with  the  Sacrament  to  my 
very  health.'     Dear  old  Ailse  was 
found  one    morning  in  her  bed 
dead,  looking  as  if  one  sleep  had 
(merged  in  the  other — a  peaceful 
smile  upon  her  face  still." 

"  A  very  pretty  picture,  Mary," 
4said  Claremont,  who  had  seated 
himself  near  his  sister,  '^  but  what 
is  your  point?" 

'"  Why,"  she  answered,  '*  I  am 
•trying  to  shew  you  that  there  are 
worlds  beyond  that  in  which  you 
live  and  think — that  you  are  only 
allowing  yourself  to  be  carried  off 
your  balance  when  you  talk  of 
reforming  humanity  according 
to  a  set  plan,  or  aU  at  once. 
All  practical  workers  know  it  is 


impossible.  I  want  you  to  face 
the  practical  for  a  little  while — 
perhaps  I  have  too  much  of  the 
practical  in  my  life,  but  I  am  sure 
you  have  not  enough.  Don't  talk 
of  your  scheme  of  reformation  as 
universal  until  you  can  go  out  of 
the  intellectual  sphere  and  touch 
people  in  other  and  various  states 
of  life.  I'll  introduce  you  to  old 
Molly  Dean,  who  comes  for  alms 
once  a  fortnight.  If  you  talk  to 
her  of  regeneration  she'll  ask  you 
for  some  *bacca.'     They  call  her 

*  Bonny  Mouth.'  She  is  a  perfect 
picture  of  infirmity,  bowed,  blear- 
eyed,  and  leaning  upon  two  sticks. 
Whether  her  moutii  were  espe- 
cially bonny  in  youth  or  not  I 
cannot  tell,  but  it  is  plausible  in 
age.  Once,  after  hearing  from  her 
an  imusually  pitiful  tale,  I  called 
at  her  cottage.  A  married  son 
and  his  large  family  lived  with 
her.  The  son's  wife  was  weak  in 
health,  and  a  miserable  manager. 
When  I  went  in  I  found  the 
women  and  children  enjoying  a 
most  comfortable,  meal — ^tea,  and 
hot  muffins  soaked  in  butter;  a 
nice  smell  of  baking  bread  in  the 
oven,  and  a  mug  nearly  full  of 
unbaked  dough    on    the    hearth. 

*  Well,  Mary,*  I  said,  '  this  is  a 
pleasant  kind  of  starvation.'  She 
readily  answered,  *  Bless  yo',  Mis- 
tress Bobarts,  we  were  just  thank- 
ing the  Lord  at  I'de  bin  able  to 
borrow  t'brass.'  I  could  not  resist 
adding,  *If  I  had  borrowed  the 
money  I  would  make  less  butter 
serve — we  are  more  careful  at  the 
Vicarage.'  Once  a  year  the  owner 
of  their  cottage  gave  a  supper  to 
his  tenants,  and  I  heard  from  his 
wife,  with  no  little  surprise,  that 
'  old  Bonny  Mouth '  had  been  one 
of  the  noisiest  of  the  merrymakers, 
singing  and  dancing  in  a  wonder- 
ful way.    When  Molly  next  pre- 
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sented  herself  at  the  Vicarage  I 
accosted  her  with  '  Mary,  what  is 
this  I  hear  of  you  ? — singing  and 
dancing  at  the  rent-supper,  and 
making  a  fool  of  yourself?'  She 
looked  up  with  a  sharp  twinkle  in 
her  eye,  and  struck  the  floor  with 
her  right-hand  crutch,  as  she  an- 
swered, *  Mistress  Bobarts,  if  yo'll 
turn  to  th'  third  chapter  of  Eccle- 
siastes,  and  fourth  verse,  yo'll  find 
it  says,  '*  There's  a  time  to  laugh, 
and  a  time  to  donee.' "  *  Yes,  Mary, 
but  it  also  says,**  There's  a  time  to 
die."  Surely  at  the  age  of  eighty- 
foiir  the  time  to  dance  is  over,  and 
the  other  time  must  be  near.' 
'  Mistress  Robarts,  I've  alius  bin  a 
woman  of  a  cheerful  sperrit,  an' 
ye  see  a  cheerful  sperrit  likes  a 
bit  o'  singing  an'  doncing,  when 
it  con  get  it,  an'  it's  noan  so  oft  I 
get  th'chonce  'at  yo'  need  flight  me 
neaw.' 

**  Old  Molly  must  be  approached 
through  soi^e  other  avenue  than 
yours :  yet  is  she  not  a  himian 
being,  although  her  intellect  has 
not  been  developed  so  that  she 
could  understand  your  book  ? 
God's  ways  are  infinite  and  infi- 
nitely various  :  I  only  ask  workers 
to  allow  that,  and  to  regard  their 
own  work  as  possibly  one  way. 
My  experience  teaches  me  that  it 
is  so ;  and  though  I  feel  my  own 
way  to  be  the  only  one  possible  to 
me,  yet  am  I  willing  to  allow  that 
you  also  may  be  in  the  only  way 
possible  to  you.  Only  don't  claim 
it  to  be  God's  only  way." 

Her  philosopher  brother  was 
walking  restlessly  about  by  this 
time. 

**  My  dear  Mary,"  he  answered, 
"you  only  require  to  be  more 
highly  developed,  and  you  would 
see  that  my  revelation  includes, 
crowns,  completes  all  others." 

**So  it  may — so  it  may,"  said 

Mary  ;    "  yet  it  is   strange  that 

human    life    g^es  on  the    same, 

although  your  book  i^  i^xxbM^li^l 


I  can't  help  telling  you  what  I 
feel,  thouffh  it  hurts  me  to  say  it. 
You  may  little  think  it,  but  I  felt 
saddest  when  you  were  shewing 
me  the  reviews  of  your  book. 
Some  were  enthusiastic  in  praise 
of  you,  but  when  you  came  to 
those  that  spoke  of  you  as  losing 
yourseK  in  a  metaphysical  dream, 
or  as  hopelessly  transcendental,  Or 
as  feverish  and  unbalanced,  none 
of  which  expressions  appeared  to 
be  applied  wantonly  or  thought- 
lessly, you  put  them  aside  with  a 
gende  impatience,  and  said  the 
writers  were  not  sufficiently  highly 
vitalised." 

Her  brother's  sensitive  face  was 
moved  with  pain  ;  but  the  features 
soon  softened  again,  for  the  man 
found  a  new  cloud-dream  on  which 
he  rode  to  his  skies  ag^n,  where 
he  had  grown  accustomed  to  dwell. 

**  Mamma,"  exclaimed  two 
piping  and  reproachful  voices  at 
this  junctiire  of  the  conversation, 
**you  have  been  telling  stories  to 
Uncle  Clare,  and  we  dimi't  know !  '^ 

*'Poor  little  ill-used  mortals,'^ 
laughed  Mrs.  Bobarts.  **Well, 
as  it's  Christmas  Eve,  I  suppose 
stories  you  must  have.  So  come 
along." 

The  children  quickly  established 
themselves,  and  the  dreamer  sat 
down  again  in  his  arm-chair  before 
the  glowing  fire,  where  he  could 
command  a  view  of  Mrs.  Bobarts 
and  her  children.  Notwithstand- 
ing his  growing  tendency  not  to 
observe,  he  could  not  help  watdi- 
ing  the  picture  which  formed  so 
great  a  contrast  to  everything 
within  his  solitary,  book-burdened 
bachelor-rooms. 

**  Well,  children,  I  will  tell  you 
a  little  story  of  the  Cotton  Famine ; 
but  it  shall  only  be  a  little  one, 
for  Uncle  dare  will  have  read  all 
the  history  of  it  told  by  abler 
story-tellers  than  I  am.  But  I 
can  never  forget  some  incidents 
of    it    here     among     our    own 
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people.      Many  of  them  became 
demoralised     during     that     time 
which    obliged    them    to    receive 
ahns,    and    thereby  forfeit    their 
honest  self-respect.     At  first  some 
of  them  received  the  much- needed 
dole    with    lipa    compressed    and 
defiant  eyes— -others    with    tears, 
and  many  were  sorely  *  clemmed ' 
before  they  would  stoop  to   ask 
'  relief.'     We  tried  to  spare  them 
this  suffering  as  far  as  we  could. 
Many  a  time  I  hurried  out  in  the 
dark   evenings    with    bundles    of 
dothingy  and  baskets  of  food,  or 
else  I  sent  for  them  at  such  times 
as  they  could  come  and  go  without 
being  seen  by  others.     But  after 
a    time    the   distress  became  too 
general  to  indulge  them  in  this 
way.     Some    never    needed   such 
consideration  ;  they  took  kindly  to 
the    degrading  position   at  once. 
One  woman  used   to    appear    so 
smiling,  and  grew  fatter  and  rosier 
than  I  had   ever  known  her.     I 
said  to  her  one  day,  '  Really,  Ann, 
I  believe  bad  times  agree  with 
you  better  than  good  ones.'     She 
readily     replied,      *Yo're      reet, 
missis,    i'    good    times    Tummus 
drank  welly  [nearly]  o'  he  amed, 
an'  me  an'  t'childer  had  to  clem — 
neaw    we'n     gotten    clous    t'aur 
backs,  an'  moor  meyt  i'  aur  bai- 
lies.'    The  thrifty  operatives  were 
the  worst  off.  Whilst  their  savings 
were  unspent  they  might  have  no 
relief,    and   in   many  cases   their 
little  hoards  were  locked   up   in 
co-operative    mills,    which,   being 
imworked,  could  neither  pay  in- 
terest, nor  refund  principal,  during 
the  famine." 

**  Speaking  of  our  peoples'  un- 
willinraess  to  receive  alms  reminds 
me  of  old  Matthews.  He  had 
been  ill  for  some  time,  and  evi- 
dently he  and  his  wife  were  sorely 
pinched.  The  Vicar  was  visiting 
them,  and  noticed  the  old  woman's 
dimmed  eyes  and  trembling  hands; 
the  sick  man  feeble  and  drooping. 


My  husband  told  him  if  he  would 
send  to  the  Vicarage  he  should 
have  a  little  beef  tea,  or  some  port 
wine.  The  old  cheek  flushed,  as 
he  quavered  out,  *  Thank  yo*  kindly, 
maister,  but  aw  never  have  gwon 
nor  sent  to  greyt  folks'  heauses 
for  ought  i'  my  life,  an  aw  cannot 
do  it  neaw.' 

^'During  the  enforced  idleness 
our  sewing  schools  were  a  gpreat 
blessing  to  the  women  and  girls. 
In  addition  to  the  pieces  of  calico, 
flannel,  and  linsey  we  had  to  cut 
and  make  up,  we  had  many  private 
friends,  who  sent  us  large  boxes 
of  cast-off  clothes.  These  gifts 
were  a  great  advantage  in  teaching 
the  women  how  to  make  the  best 
of  things.  They  were  delighted 
to  see  us  cut  out  from  a  lady's 
riding  skirt  five  boys'  jackets,  and 
from  the  lining  of  a  gentleman's 
dressing-gown  as  many  waistcoats, 
of  neat  shepherd's  plaid,  to  wear 
with  the  jackets.  With  the  volun- 
tary help  of  a  milliner,  we  got 
fifteen  tidy  bonnets  from  an  old 
silk  dress!  And  many  a  really 
beautiful  counterpane  made  from 
the  gaily  colourea  bits  of  flannel, 
prettily  arranged  in  various  pat- 
terns, that  the  kind  manufacturers 
sent  us  with  the  ordinary'  flannels. 
At  first  wo  were  puzzled  to  know 
what  to  do  with  white  satin  slip- 
pers, gauzy  evening  dresses,  braided  • 
military  coat,  scarlet  hunting  tog- 
ger}',  that  accompanied  more  use- 
ful apparel.  A  bright  thought 
flashed  from  one  of  us — '  Sell 
them  to  the  buyers  of  cast-off 
clothes,  and  with  the  money  pur- 
chase warm  stockings  and  clogs ' — 
which  we  did. 

*'  One  of  the  sewing  scholars 
was  a  fair  innocent-eyed  girl  of 
eighteen,  who  had  a  paralysed 
father,  and  to  supply  his  needs, 
and  her  stepmother's,  Jane  waa 
often,  as  she  expressed  it  herself, 
*  hungry  enough  to  eat  off  her 
finger  ends.'     A  '^cwa^j^  ^fe:^  ^^««s^ 


720 


Christmas  Eve  in  a  Northern   Vicarage,      [December 


tice  lad,  about  her  own  age,  used 
to  come  courting  her  on  the  way 
from  the  school.  One  of  his  most 
touching  appeals  to  her  affection 
was  offering  time  after  time  half 
his  supper,  which  he  brought  in 
his  handkerchief.  Poor  Eli  was 
an  orphan  lad,  and  very  slight  in 
figure.  He  looked  sometliing  of 
a  guy  in  a  pair  of  his  uncle's  old 
trousers — the  unde  being  a  stout, 
middle-aged  man.  This  loose 
garment  was  an  eyesore  to  Jane, 
and  feeling  fateful  for  the  suppers, 
she  asked  hmi  one  evening  to  don 
his  Sunday  breeches,  and  bring 
her  the  old  ones.  And  while  sit- 
ting up  with  her  father  (that 
night)  she  made  such  good  use  of 
her  newly-acquired  skill  that  next 
morning  Eli  looked  as  if  he  and 
his  trousers  had  been  made  for 
each  other.  *Eh,  but  they  were 
stiff  to  sew,'  said  Jane,  when  long 
afterwards  she  told  me  the  story  ; 

*  for  he'd  worn  'em,  and  worched 
in  'em,  and  his  uncle  afore  him,  till 
they're  thick  wi'  grease  an'  dirt.' 

*  *  Emboldened  by  Jane'skindness, 
it  was  not  lonff  before  Eli  said, 

*  My  lass,  aw'd  like  to  shap  a  little 
whome  of  our  own — what  dost 
thou  say  to  it  ? '  *  But  thou  can- 
not shap  it  eaut  o'  nought,' 
answered  Jane,  **  an'  we  winnot 
begin  wi'  debts.*  *  Nay,  lass,  aw 
dunnot  myean  to  be  hampered  wi' 
debts.  Aw've  brass  for  a  second- 
hond  bed,  an'  a  couple  o'  cheers, 
an'  happen  a  bit  ov  a  table.  An' 
if  thou'i-t  willin',  aw'U  put  up 
i'axings  fbanns]  to-mom.  'Aw 
dunnot  like  to  lave  my  fayther, 
an'  him  so  helpless,'  pleaded  Jane, 
but  Eli  was  ready — *  He'U  ha' 
moor  to  eayt  if  he  hasn't  thee  to 
keep.  Aw've  eight  shillings  a 
week  for  two  on  us,  an'  thou 
cannot  weel  be  maur  clemmed  than 
thou  has  bin.  An'  a  little  whome 
o'  eaur  own  'ill  be  some  comfort- 
able.' And  so  the  maiden  was 
wooed  and  won. 


'^Eli  is  now  a  master  wheel- 
wright, having  apprentices  of  his 
own  under  him,  and  his  wife,  in 
her  well-furnished  house  and  cheer- 
ful, prosperous  life,  has  no  cause 
to  regret  the  improvident  mar- 
riage she  made  at  the  time  of  the 
Cotton  Famine,  though  for  some 
time  they,  were  hard  put  to  it  to 
make  both  ends  meet.  Jane  is  an 
excellent  manager,  and  practises 
the  lessons  she  learnt  in  the  sewing 
school,  in  contriving  garments  for 
the  troop  of  bright,  singing  little 
children  that  surround  her.  I 
know  no  couple  in  the  parish  who 
are  bringing  up  their  family  more 
creditably  than  Eli  and  Jane 
Walmsley." 

''Now,  mother,  tell  us  about 
Nancy  who  wouldn't  get  mar- 
ried ! "  exclaimed  the  children, 
directly  their  mother  ceased  speak- 
ing. She  gave  one  glance  at  Clare, 
and  seeing  she  haa,  at  all  events, 
some  of  his  attention,  plunged 
into  another  true  romance. 

"  I  was  much  struck  by  the 
old-fashioned  simplicity  of  two 
spinster  sisters,  Nancy  and  Doro- 
thy Cunliffe,  who  waited  upon  the 
Vicar  a  few  days  after  the  burial 
of  their  mother.  She  had  rented 
a  small  moorland  farm,  and  they 
came  to  ask  his  advice  before  they 
took  any  steps  for  the  future. 
He  was  many  years  their  junior, 
and  felt  hardly  competent  to  direct 
two  such  steady,  grave-looking 
women  as  Nancy  and  Dorothy 
Cunliffe.  However,  they  described 
their  circumstances,  and  gradually 
unfolded  their  plans,  which  seemed 
to  him  prudent  and  sensible,  and 
after  some  talk  the  good  sisters 
left  his  study  perfectly  satisfied 
with  the  interview,  and  thankine 
him  for  his  kindness  and  gooa 
advice. 

"  The  farm  was  given  up,  and 
soon  the  sisters  took  a  cottage 
nearer  to  us.  Nancy,  the  elder,' 
was  a  stirring,   energetic  womaDy 
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ready  to  take  the  man's  place  in  a 
house;  Dorothy,  the  younger,  of 
smaller  make,  had  a  short,  awk- 
ward arm,  from  a  bdd  bum  in 
childhood,  and  looked  up  to  her 
sister  in  everything. 

"Nancy  taught  in  our  Sunday 
School,  and  managed  all  the  smaller 
and  most  troublesome  children 
admirably.  She  also  made  herself 
useful  to  us  in  many  other  ways. 
She  was  not  without  admirers, 
too ;  more  than  one  widower 
sought  her  in  marriage,  for  the 
sisters,  among  other  good  qualities, 
had  something  in  the  Savings 
Bank. 

"  After  a  time  Nancy  undertook 
some  work  for  an  imde,  who  lived 
at  too  great  a  distance  for  her  to 
return  home  every  ni^ht;  so  it 
was  arranged  that  she  should 
always  come  home  on  Saturday, 
and  go  back  early  on  the  follow- 
ing Monday.  Dorothy's  work 
was  near  the  house  at  home ;  she 
always  looked  the  picture  of  con- 
tent. 

"  One  Sunday  evening  our  tract 
distributors  had  come  to  change 
their    tracts — ^Nancy  was   one  of 
them.     She  waited  her  turn  imtil 
all  had  been  served,  and  when  I 
had  supplied  her    still   lingered 
until  the  others  had  departed.    I 
then  noticed  a  troubled  look  on 
her  face.     *  Well,  Nancy,  is  some- 
thing wrong    in   your  district?' 
'Not  in  my  district,  ma'am,   but 
in  my  home.'     *I  hope  Dorothy 
is  well.'    *  Oh,  yes,  well  enoufi^h  in 
health,  but  my  heart  is  so  ndl  I 
must    speak    to    you.'       I   felt 
alarmed;  Nancy's  face  turned  so 
pale,  and  I  offered   her  a  chair, 
saying,    'Tell  me  all  your  grief, 
Nancy — Is    it    anything     I    can 
lighten?'      She  could  not    have 
spoken   more    solemnly  had   she 
been  describing  her  sister's  death, 
than    when    she    gave    me   this 
account : — '  You    know,    ma'am, 
how  comfortable   Dolly   and  me 


have  lived  together,  and  how 
lately  I've  had  to  go  to  my  Uncle 
Ben's.  A  fortnight  since  I  came 
home  as  usual,   very  tired,   and 

flad  to  get  to  my  sister  again.    I 
adn't  much  to  say  for  I  were 
weary,  but  I  could  not  keep  from 
watching  Dolly  as  she  set  the  tea- 
thin^,  she  looked  so  breet;  she 
knocked    about    more    lightsome 
than  usual,   till  I  couldn't  help 
saying — "  Dolly,  what  makes  thee 
so  breet  to-night?"     She  turned 
to  me  wi'  such  a  smile,   "Why, 
Nancy,   I've  getten  a  chap."    I 
felt  as  if  I  were  shot.     **  A  chap ! 
What  dost  thou  mean,  Dolly?" 
and  she  laughed  out  in  my  face, 
ma'am.  **  I  mean  what  I  say,  I've 
getten  a  chap."     *'  An'  who  is  it 
that's  as  great  a  fool  as  thee?"  I 
said.  "Billy  Buttreth,"  says  Dolly. 
"  Billy  Buttreth !"  I  said,  "a  thrift- 
less,  ne'er-do-weel;    nay,    Dolly, 
if  thou  wants  to  be  wed,  do  take 
up  with  somebody  more  likely  to 
give  thee  as  ffood  as  thou'lt  leave 
— what  had  he  to  say  to  thee?" 
"  He  said  he  thought  we  were  old 
enough  to  be  wed  if  ever  we  meant 
to  be."  "  And  what  said  thou?"  "  I 
said  I  thought  so  too."     You  see, 
Mrs.  Eobarts,'  said  Nancy,  apolo- 
getically, *  it's  Dolly's  first  offer,  and 
me  old  saying,  "  Th'  older  and  th' 
madder  "  is  true,  so  I  didn't  blame 
her  as  I  mieht  have  done,  but  I 
talked  quiet^,  and  told  her  how 
many  good  chcmces  I'd  given  up 
for    her,   till    she    softened,  and 
I   left  it  there,  thinking    Dolly 
would  see  the  foolishness  of  her 
conduct,  and  give  up  Billy  at  once. 
I  went  back  to  my  Undo  Ben's, 
and  said  I  couldn't  come  much 
longer,   Dorothy    needed   me    at 
home.     At  the  week  end,  when  I 
came  back,  Dolly  smirked  at  me 
as  breet  as  ever,  and  I  said,  "  Has 
Billy    Buttreth    been     again  ?'^ 
"  Yes,  Nancy."  "  And  is  it  setfled?  " 
"It  is."  "Ajid  I  shall  hear  no  more 
of  this  nonaensA"    ^^'^Ss5Dk\>^&ss&«» 
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fiense,  Nancy."  "  What  did  thon 
Bay  to  him  ?  "  "  Well,  when  he 
came  in  I  were  blowing  the  fire, 
and  I  gave  him  t'  bellowB,  and 
asked  him  to  blow."  When  I 
heard  our  Dolly  say  that,  ma'am, 
you  might  have  knocked  me  down 
with  a  pea ;  I  f eU  it  was  all  over.' 

*  But,'  1  pleaded,  *  it  is  not  wicked 
to  be  married,  Nancy;  and  per- 
haps Dorothy's  lover  is  a  better 
man  than  you  suppose.'  '  I  know 
hiTn  only  too  well,'  said  Nancy, 
sternly ;  and  I  said  to  Dolly,  '*  If 
thou  weds  him  we  part  for  ever." 
<'Nay,  Nancy,  there's  no  need," 
said  Dolly.  But  I  told  her  every- 
thing should  be  divided,  even  to  a 
spoon,  and  it  shall  be.' 

''  I  felt  it  was  a  delicate  case  for 
me  to  interfere  in,  and  so  I  only 
just  tried  to  persuade  Nancy  to 
make  the  best  of  it.  Dorothy  was 
old  enough  to  know  what  she  was 
about,  and  would  please  herself. 
It  was  not  unnatural  in  her  to  get 
married.      How    old    was    she? 

*  Forty- five  last  birthday.'  *Were 
you  never  tempted  to  marry, 
jTancy?'  'I  never  did  marry,' 
was  flie  g^rim  response,  *  though 
less  than  two  months  since  I'd  a 
very  different  proffer  to  Dolly's, 
ana  for  her  sake  I  said.  No.  Per- 
haps you  remember  me  being  called 
out  of  the  Sunday  School,  and 
coming  in  again  a  bit  flustered.' 
*Ye8,  I  do.'  *A  neighbour,' 
continued  Nancy,  *  beckoned  me 
out,  and  I  went  in  her  house  to 
find  an  old  sweetheart  that  I 
hadn't  lleen  for  nigh  twenty  years. 
He  set  his  heart  on  me  before  I 
were  out  of  my  teens,  and  followed 
me  like  a  dog  for  years,  but  I 
never  cared  for  him  in  the  way  he 
wished,  and  in  the  end  he  left  the 
neighbourhood,  and  settled  in 
Manchester.  He  married  a  quiet, 
respectable  woman,  and  I  supposed 
forgot  me  altogether.  But  it 
seems  he  isn't  one  to  forget.  He 
has    lately    lost    hia    ^wii^,   biA 


nothing  would  do  but  he  must  see 
me  again.  He  is  doing  a  good 
business  as  a  master  shoenuJLery 
and  could  offer  me  a  far  better 
home  than  in  the  old  times.  He 
said  I  should  live  like  a  ladv,  and 
his  two  prettv  lasses  would  call 
me  ''  mother,''  and  be  loving  and 
dutiful  as  if  they  were  mine ;  but 
I  turned  away  as  I  said,  *'  Say  no 
more,  Keuben.  It  cannot  be.  I 
want  no  change  for  myself,  and  I 
think  thy  two  little  lasses  may 
think  all  the  better  of  thee  without 
a  stepmother."  As  Nancy  concluded 
her  voice  grew  husky,   and  her 

fray  eyes  were  softened  by  tears, 
ut  she  hurriedly  bade  me  *  Good 
night,'  as  if  ashamed  of  her 
emotion,  and  took  up  her  tracts 
and  departed. 

**A  few  days  afterwards  I  had 
a  long  chat  with    Dorothy,   and 
found  that  small  woman  had  fuUy 
made  up  her  mind  to  take  BiQy 
Buttreth,    *for  better,  for  worse.' 
She  spoke  of  him  as  William,  and 
said    he    had    not    always    been 
steady,  but  he  had  had  no  settled 
home,  no  woman  to  care  for  him, 
and  now  he  promised  he  would  go 
her  way.      She    should  have  no 
cause  to  rue  wedding  him.     She 
was  sorry  Nancy  was  so  hard — 
she  always  had  been  hard  upon 
men.     I  inquired  about  the  faith- 
ful   shoemaker,     and     Dorothy's 
brown   eyes  twinkled  merrily  as 
she  said,  '  Oh,  yes,  Beuben  was  a 
pretty  lad,  with  a  fair  chaney-like 
face    and    sandy    hair.      He  did 
make  labour  to  get  nigh  Nancy, 
but  she  ran  away  from  him  like  a 
hare.        When    she  wore    pina- 
fores,'   said     Dolly,    *  I've    seen 
them  race  in  this  fashion  scores  of 
times,  and  if  he  caught  her  she'd 
throw  her  pinafore  over  her  head, 
and  neither  look  at  him,  nor  let 
him  look  at  her ;  and  as  soon  as 
she    could  get  loose  she  was  off 
again,  and  never  stopped  till  she 
^^-v^^  Toafih  our  own  house,  and 
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fasten  the  door  between  them.' 
'  But  they  were  only  children  then, 
Dorothy.'  'Maybe,  but  Nancy's 
heart  never  melted  to  Eeuben. 
Tet,'  said  she,  lowering  her  voice, 
'  there  was  one  young  man  that  I 
used  to  think  Nancy  had  some 
feeling  for;  but  before  she  had 
made  up  her  mind  she  was  told 
that  a  child  was  borne  him  by 
another  woman,  and  from  that  day, 
though  he  asked  her  over  and 
over  again,  she  always  answered, 
^*  There's  only  one  woman  for  thee 
to  marry — themother  of  thy  child." 
And  I  do  believe  Nancy  has  been 
harder  on  men  ever  since.' 

"  Dorothy  Cunliffe's  married  life 
proved  that  her  faith  in  William 
was  not  misplaced.  No  man  loved 
his  home  more,  or  stayed  at  home 
better,  or  could  have  made  a 
gentler,  kinder  husband  than  he. 
And  Dolly  kept  their  home  so  clean 
and  bright,  and  made  such  a 
blithe,  cnirping  little  wife,  that 
he  used  to  say  the  only  blowing- 
up  done  in  their  house  was  done 
by  the  bellows." 

**I  like  your  stories,  mamma," 
observed  a  very  little  lady  among 
the  audience,  with  a  very  wise  air, 
**  because  they  don't  seem  made  up. 
One  more,  please,  before  tea." 

"Am  I  tiring  you,  Clare?"  said 
Mrs.  Eobarts ;  "  these  children  are 
60  importunate." 

*'  Indeed,  no,"  he  answered ; 
''this  sort  of  life  is  so  different 
from  anything  I  meet  with  that  I 
confess  it  interests  me.  Pray  go 
on." 

**  I  will  teU  you  about  old  Sally, 
then,  for  I  am  sure  that  will  be 
something  you  don't  meet  with. 

"One  wild  March  morning  a 
very  old  woman  I  had  never  seen 
before,  presented  herself  in  my 
kitchen  and'  asked  for  me.  She 
was  scrupulously  clean.  Her  white 
hair  was  blown  about  her  still 
whiter  cap,  and  the  red  handker- 
chief that  supplied  a  bonnet's  place. 


She  looked  eagerly  at  me  when 
I  asked  her  name,  and  answered 
'  Sally  Hebbleston.'  '  Where  did 
she  come  from  ? '  '  Birchenden ; ' 
the  next  parish,  about  three  miles 
distant.  '  What  had  brought  her 
so  far  ?'  '  She  had  heard  1  was  a 
good  woman,  and  she  had  been 
praying  hard,  as  she  fought 
against  the  wind,  that  the  Lord 
would  open  my  heart  to  her  that 
morning.'  '  How  far  had  she 
prayed  He  would  open  it  ? '  *  To 
give  her  seven-penc^.'  *  Why  did 
she  fix  on  seven-pence  ? '  *  It  was 
the  day  she  had  to  pay  her  club- 
money,  and  she  was  just  that  sum 
short.'  *  Was  she  not  known  in 
Birchenden,  where  there  lived 
plenty  of  kind  ladies  able  to  help 
her?'  'That  was  just  it — she 
couldn't  ax  'em ;  they  had  never 
known  her  beg.'  She  opened  her 
horny  old  hands:  'Look  yo',  mis- 
tress, yo'  may  see  I  've  worched 
hard  o'  my  life.  I  've  weshed  and 
scrubbed,  and  scoured  for  'em, 
and  kep  mysel'  respectable,  an'  I 
cannot  ax  'em  for  aught  neaw.  I'd 
worch  willingly,  but  rheumatics, 
maes  me  sae  stiff-  it's  little  I  con 
get  thro',  and  younger  folks  hae 
getten  my  jobs.'  'Had  she  no 
children  able  to  support  her  ? '  I 
inquired.  '  Now,  now,  I  've  bin  a 
widdy  nigh  fifty  year,  and  my 
childer  deed  young,  nobbut  one 
lad  'at  listed  for  a  sodjer,  and  he 
hasn't  bin  yeard  on  for  abune 
twenty  year.' 

"  I  gave  the  decent  old  creature 
meat  and  drink,  and  the  desired 
seven-pence;  then,  with  a  lightened 
heart  she  went  her  way. 

"  The  next  time  old  Sally  paid 
me  a  visit  I  found  her  desires  had 
risen  to  a  shilling.  After  some 
talk  with  her,  I  suggested  the 
workhouse  as  preferable  to  the 
starvation  that  threatened  her. 
She  bad  a  natural  shrinking  from 
this  refuge,  but  in  time  aULo^^A^ 
that  it  -v^A  \i«^X«t  ^«»L\i^'5^^^s^ 
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A  few  more  visits,  and  with  a 
quivering  lip  she  told  me  she  was 
'going  into  the  house.'  She  did 
not  remain  there  long,  and  once 
again  presented  herself,  looking 
considerably  sadder  and  thinner. 
I  asked  why  she  had  left  the 
workhouse.  Sally  replied  by  the 
counter  question,  '  Would  yo'  like 
to  be  put  to  bed  wi'  two  mad 
women,  an'  have  a  lot  skriking 
about  yo*  o'  night?'  'Certainly 
not,'  said  I.  *  That's  what  aw 
had.  Aw  were  knocked  black  and 
blue,  they  pailed  [beat]  me  sae,  an' 
if  aw'd  had  onny  teeth  left,  they'd 
a  bin  knocked  eaut  o'  my  meauth, 
for  my  face  were  gradely  sore  wi' 
their  banging  their  arms  and 
honds  abeaut.'  'Did  you  make 
no  complaint  ? '  *  It  were  no  use ; 
aw  were  soon  telled  aw  hadn't 
cum  there  a  likin',  but  a  livin',  an' 
aw  mun  meik*  t'  best  on't,  an'  aw 
did  as  lung  as  aw  could.  It's 
little  aw  need  to  keep  me — aw 
were  never  dainty  in  my  meyt, 
an'  aw  nother  snufP  nor  smoke. 
There's  two  or  three  ladies  'ill  gie 
me  some  broken  bits  neaw  an'  ten, 
so  if  yo'll  do  a  bitten  too,  aw  con 
live  an'  dee  i'  qiiietness,  an'  that's 
o'  aw  ax  o'  the  Lord  neaw.' 

*'  This  was  the  last  time  I  ever 
saw  the  old  woman,  so  I  suppose 
the  final  quietness  she  prayed  for 
was  not  long  in  coming. 

'*That  is  very  short  and  very 
doleful,"  observed  the  wise  little 
lady.  **We  must  have  another 
one  to  make  up." 

**  Well,  I  wonder  if  I  ever  told 
you  about  Eve  Ehodes  and  *  Betty 
O'Dud'sdrame?' 

**  Of  all  the  women  who  used  to 
attend  my  '  Mothers'  Meetings  ' 
Eve  Ehodes  was  the  most  regular 
and  attentive.  In  spite  of  her  very 
poor  clothing  she  looked  less  com- 
mon than  the  other  women.  Her 
comely  face  must  once  have  been 
very  bonny ;  the  hazel  eyes  were 
Btill    bright,    and  ttie   uo^^  %3A 


mouth  well  shaped,  the  whole 
lighted  up  by  a  sweet,  refined 
expression.  She  was  often  accom- 
panied by  an  epileptic  daughter 
named  Hannah,  of ,  perhaps,  twenty 
years  of  age— a  tall,  slender,  hand- 
some girl,  who  could  neither  sew, 
knit,  nor  attend  to  the  Scripture 
reading,  but  who  generally  sat  in 
the  warmest  comer,  rolling  strips 
of  newspaper  into  spills.  These 
spills  she  would  mutely  offer  to 
me  on  going  home.  Occasionally 
we  were  disturbed  by  Hannah 
having  a  fit.  Working  women 
make  but  little  fuss  at  such  times, 
and  though  it  was  distressing  to 
see  the  writhing  Umbs  and  dis- 
torted countenance  while  it  lasted, 
we  soon  got  over  the  excitement, 
and  proceeded  with  our  work. 

*'  Eve  always  wore  large  specta- 
cles, and  while  giving  me  lesson 
somehow  I  got  in  the  way  of 
directing  it  more  especially  to  her 
than  to  the  rest.  The  intense  look 
she  fixed  upon  me  I  believe  caused 
me  to  do  so.  Sometimes  she  would 
suggest  for  my  reading  a  subject 
that  had  puzzled  her.  Once  it  was 
*  the  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost.' 
Another  time  the  Baptist's  death. 
She  felt  troubled,  she  said,  that 
such  a  vile  woman  as  Herodias 
should  get  her  own  way ;  and  such 
a  good  man  be  left  by  Gt>d  to  die 
at  her  bidding.  I  reminded  her 
that  John's  work  was  finished — 
death  to  him  would  be  a  welcome 
release  from  the  cruel  dungeon 
in  which  he  was  lai^mshmg; 
that  afterwards  both  Herod  and 
Herodias  were  banished  by  the 
Emperor,  and  died  miserably ;  and  I 
related  a  legend  I  had  once  read 
of  Salome,  the  daughter  of  He- 
rodias, in  later  years  crossing  a 
frozen  lake,  falling  through,  and 
being  in  turn  decapitated  by  the 
ice.  At  the  conclusion  Eve  thanked 
me  heartily,  and  the  women  gene- 
rally expressed  great  satisfeustion. 

''  1  caUed  at  Widow  Bhodes's 
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<K)ttage  one  morning,  and  she 
noticed  that  I  had  lost  my  voice, 
and  asked  me,  'Mistress,  did  ye 
ever  know  onny  body  get  a  woarse- 
ness  in  a  drame?'  'No,  Eve, 
indeed  I  never  did;  but  why  do 
you  ask  ?  *  '  Because  Betty  O'Duds 
did — didn't  ye  know  Betty  ?  Hoo 
were  wed  to  a  deaf  and  dumb 
felly.'  *I  did  not  know  her  by 
that  name;  had  she  no  other?' 
'  Aye,  hoo  had,  but  aw  connot  co  it 
to  mind — hoo's  bin  dyead  this 
dozen  year.'  *  But  about  Betty 
and  her  dream,  Eve?'  'Well, 
mistress,  one  day  me  and  owd 
Orinder  wife  were  havin'  a  cup  o' 
tay  wi'  Betty  O'Duds,  an'  owd 
(mnder  wife  axed  her  how  hoo'd 
getten  sich  a  woarseness,  for  we 
could  hardly  yer  a  word  'at  hoo 
said.  "I  gait  it  i'  a  drame," 
Betty  sed.  "  Nay,  tha  never  gait 
it  i'  a  drame,"  says  I,  "or  it  had  a 

fwon  when  tha  wakkened. ' '  *  *  Aye, 
ut  aw  did,"  says  Bet ;  "  awdramed 
aw  were  gooin'  a  walkin'  on  t' 
Yewood  road,  an'  it  were  dusk, 
an  aw  saw  a  great  kist  [chest] 
stonnin'  in't  road,  an'  a  bit  o'  nice 
chintz  print  hangin'  o'er  t'side. 
Aw  thought  it  ud  mak  a  gradely 
pratty  gown,  an'  aw  gav  it  a  bit 
of  a  poo,  and  fund  it  cum,  so  aw 
poo'd  an  aw  poo'd  till  aw'd  getten 
enough,  and  rented  it  off.  Then 
aw  yeard  sombry  coing  eaut,  an' 
aw  saw  two  felHes  i'  black,  an' 
aw're  sum  freetened.  Aw  set  off 
a  rimnin'  as  fast  as  aw  cud,  wi'  t' 
print  lapped  i'  my  brat  [apron], 
an'  aw  thought  they're  after  me. 
Aw  turned  down  a  lone ;  eh,  but 
it  were  nasty,  and  slutchey.  Aw 
went  slip,  slip,  slippin'  at  every 
foot.  T'one  side  o'  t  lone  were  a 
steep  bonk,  an'  aw  coom  to  a  lot 
o'  steps  'at  led  to  a  great  buildin', 
"*at  f  awoured  a  bam.  Aw  run  up 
t'  steps  sum  sharp,  an'  there  a 
door  at  one  end,  an^  aw  tried  hard 
to  squeeze  through,  but  aw  couldn't. 
Aw  yeard  skrikes  and  groans  i'th' 


inside,  'at  fairly  flayed  me,  an'  aw 
run  to  t'other  side,  an'  theer  aw 
f  imd  a  hole  i'th'  wo'  [wall],  but  aw 
couldn't  hae  getten  through  it — ^it 
were  so  smo' ;  eh,  theer  were  some 
awful  noises;  it  maks  my  flesh 
creep  when  aw  think  o'  thir  yellin' 
and  screechin'  neaw ;  an'  thir  burst 
through  sich  a  smoke  o'  brimstone 
an'  flame  as  tuk  my  breath,  an' 
weUy  km  me.  Aw  tried  to  skrike, 
but  aw're  that  choked  by 
t'brimstone  my  voice  were  gwon, 
an'  aw're  never  gettin  it  sin,  tho^ 
its  mony  a  day  sin  aw  lost  it." 
When  Betty  had  tolled  us  her 
drame,  owd  Ghrinder  wife  sed, 
"  Eh,  Bet,  but  that's  a  token  for 
thee ;"  an'  aw  said,  **  If  aw're  thee 
aw'd  ^ve  up  swearin'  and  foul 
talk.  If  tha  doesn't  tha'U  know 
moor  abeaut  t'  inside  o'  that  brim- 
stone hole."  '  Eve  ended  by  saying, 
'  Betty  0'  Duds  wasn't  a  bad  un  at 
t'  bottom,  but  hoo  were  a  terrible 
swearer.' 

"  Eve  herself  had  many  a  weary 
race  after  her  afflicted  daughter. 
There  were  times  when  a  sudden 
restlessness  seized  the  girl,  and 
she  darted  from  the  house  with 
wonderful  fleetness  and  strength. 
Sometimes  it  was  impossible  for 
the  panting  mother  to  overtake 
her  without  assistance.  Occasion- 
ally she  broke  out  in  a  fit  of 
violence,  and  weak  as  poor  Hannah 
generally  was,  she  was  then  endued 
with  exta-aordinary  powers  for  evil. 
The  family  patience  had  been  long 
worn  out,  and  the  workhouse  often 
recommended.  Eve  turned  a  deaf 
ear  to  all.  Her  own  love  and 
gentleness  towards  the  girl  never 
failed.  Very  proud  was  Eve  when 
anything  pretty  was  given  to  her 
daughter,  especially  cast-off  wear- 
ing apparel  that  retained  a  bit  of 
gentility. 

"Bather  suddenly,  after  a  few 
days  of  speechless,  painless  weari- 
ness, Hannah  died,  and  never  did 
I  see    deeper  sotrcyv    \Sdas^  "^?*^ 
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suffered.  The  girl  looked  lovely 
in  death,  and  the  mother  hung 
oyer  her,  refufiing  to  be  com- 
forted. 

"  I  tried  to  shew  her  the  doable 
mercy — ^her  daughter's  release 
from  a  clouded,  imperfect  life,  and 
the  removal  of  her  own  constant 
care  and  anxiety.  Eve  sobbed 
out,  '  Aw  never  felt  her  a  trouble; 
an'  my  lass  couldn't  do  bout  me. 
If  aw  left  her  an  hour  hoo  fretted. 
Every  neet  aw  yer  her  coing, 
"  Mother — smother ! ' '  Aw'm  wrang, 
aw  dar  say,  but  aw  feel  as  if  our 
Hannah  missed  me  i'  heaven.' " 

Just  then  the  nul:*seiy  tea-bell 
rang,  and  the  children  scampered 
away. 

mrs.  Bobarts  drew  her  chair  up 
closer  to  the  fire,  and  looked  into 
her  brother's  thoughtful  face. 

"  Clare,"  she  said,  **  you  and  I 
are  alike  in  character.  As  children 
we  used  to  look  forward  to  being 
singled  out  by  God  and  becoming 
teadiers  of  men.  I  still  believe 
that  in  our  several  walks  we  may 
be  permitted  to  do  good ;  but  we 
shall  never  do  it  without  himiility 
as  well  as  confidence.  Here  among 
these  plain  people  I  have  learned 
how  deep  and  various  is  human 
nature,  and  how  God  works  in  us 


all,  in  greater  or  less  degrees. 
There  is  truth,  long-suffering,  sim- 
plicity of  living  in  some  of  these 
unknown  men  and  women  such  as 
makes  one  ashamed.  Your  mes- 
sage would  be  no  new  one,  except 
in  style,  to  some  of  them ;  some 
of  them  are  far  ahead  even  of 
your  reformation;  some  of  them 
are  so  far  behind  it  that  you  can- 
not touch  them.  Seeing  this,  I 
only  want  to  ask  jou  not  to  think 
yourself  the  one  man  and  the  one 
reformer.  You  have  lived  alone 
until  you  fancy  you  can  cover  the 
universe.  You  can't,  any  more 
than  other  reformers ;  yet  so  many 
are  inclined  to  think  they  can.  It 
is  not  the  real  universe  you  grasp^ 
but  a  fanciful  one  of  your  own." 

"Well,  Mary  dear,  you  have 
indeed  been  doing  your  best  to 
take  me  down  a  peg  or  two." 

"  Forgive  me,  Clare ;  but  there 
is  no  sadder  sight  than  to  see  a 
man  of  power  inflated  with  the 
idea  of  spiritual  supremacy.  Ghxl 
dwells  in  man  when  he  is  strong 
and  practical,  as  well  as  when  he 
is  transcendental,  and  lets  his 
cheeks  become  as  hollow  as  yours. 
The  sort  of  revelation  we  need  is 
the  revelation  of  every  day." 
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A   MELODY. 

When  eve,  a  goddess  angered, 

In  her  sable  robings  furled, 
Moving  darkly  with  the  night-tide, 

Hurls  her  frown  o'er  half  the  world; 
My  love,  on  glorious  pinions. 

Yokes  her  steeds  and  mounts  her  car — 
Her  steed  the  lightning  meteor, 

And  her  chariot  a  star. 

Thus  she  moves  along  triumphant. 

Through  the  blue  fields  of  the  skies. 
To  commune  with  great  immortals 

In  the  halls  of  Paradise  ; 
Thralled  and  spell-bound,  how  they  listen^ 

When  her  fingers  tipped  with  song. 
On  her  lyre  with  wondrous  wildness 

Sweep  majestically  along. 

Bests  my  queen  beside  a  river 

That  hath  music  for  replies 
To  the  wild-rose  and  the  violet 

And  the  hyacinth's  sweet  sighs ; 
And  she  lists  the  winds'  sad  moaning. 

Through  the  sedgy  tarn  and  brake. 
And  inspires  the  elfin  rondel 

Of  the  fairy-haunted  lake. 

Down  the  corridors  of  jasper. 

Over  roofs  of  topaz  bright. 
Swell  my  lady's  songs  of  passion. 

Flashing  out  their  peerless  might; 
Gkkther  subject  souls  around  her. 

Where  none  ere  a  conqueror  trod  ; 
And  they  raise  their  voices,  crying. 

Song  is  surely  one  with  Gk>d. 

OhABLBS  O'COHQV^ 
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BLUEBEARD     REHABILITATED: 

A  NSWy   AND  THE  ONLY  TRTTE,    8T0BY  OF  HIS  LIFE. 

A8    developed  in  Letters  from  Htmself  and  his  JMondi, 

By  the  Late  W.  H.  HAERISON.  * 
"  La  barba  non  fa  il  filorafo.*' 


Prefatory  Note. 

Nero  and  Bluebeard  are  the  two  most  maligned  characters  in 
history,  the  result  of  the  envy  of  their  contemporaries.  Nero,  the 
Pa^anini  of  his  day,  was  envied  the  possession  of  his  superb  Straduarius, 
and  Bluebeard  his  success  with  the  lair  sex. 

Against  the  hero  with  whom  we  are  immediately  concerned,  it  was 
alleged  that  he  had  seven  wives ;  a  misfortune  it  may  be,  but  assuredly 
not  his  fault,  nay,  rather,  as  shewing  his  strongly  domestic  proclivities, 
redounding  to  his  praise.  The  allegation  of  his  having  had  seven 
wives  is  clearly  disproved  by  the  palpable  fact  that  he  could  not  have 
married  half  of  them. 

With  regard  to  the  manner  of  their  deaths,  which  forms  the  graver 
charge  in  the  indictment,  tracing  the  flame  to  the  spark,  I  have  ascer- 
tained, on  the  evidence  of  documents  kindly  placed  at  my  disposal  by 
a  learned  society,  that  the  first  of  his  wives,  were  they  many  or  few, 
was  a  martyr  to  nervous  debility,  for  which  the  physician  prescribed 
steel ;  and  Bluebeard,  with  the  solicitude  of  an  affectionate  husband, 
timing  the  doses,  administered  them  with  his  own  hand.  Unhappily, 
the  experiment  was  not  successful,  and  therefore  it  was  argued,  most 
illogically,  that  because  the  medicine  did  not  cure,  it  killed  her,  and, 
adopting  the  rule,  ex  una  disee  amnes,  his  enemies  attributed  the  deaths 
of  her  successors  to  a  similar  cause. 

As  for  the  proscribed  chamber,  and  the  golden  key  thereof,  *^  dabbled 


*  The  author  of  these  verses,  who  died  in  1874,  during  a  long  literaxy  ( 
was  editor  of  several  valuable  works  and  excellent  periodicals,  and  the  writer  of 
many  a  charming ^'^w  d'etprit,  mostly  unpublished,  but  which  he  used  to  print  and 
send  to  his  large  cirde  of  friends.  In  1839  and  1840,  as  editor  of  one  of  the 
fashionable  Annuals  of  the  day  (productions  more  strictly  literary  than  the  modem 
Christmas  Annual),  he  was  introducing  to  the  world  Rudcin's  maiden  prodaotionB ; 
and  the  friendship  which  thus  arose  between  Mr.  Buskin  and  himself  iMted  through 
his  life. 
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in  blood,"  wliioh,  with  a  vast  expenditure  of  vermilion  paint  and 
loose  syntax,  are  set  forth  in  the  literature  of  the  nursery,  it  is,  to  use  a 
flomewnat  homely,  thoufi^h  emphatic  term,  simply  hoah. 

With  regard  to  his  latest  matrimonial  venture,  the  facts  appear  to 
be  these :  Fatima  and  Bluebeard  met  at  a  county  ball ;  he,  of  course, 
shewing  her  the  attentions  incident  to  the  occasion,  whilst  she  flirted 
after  the  manner  of  her  sex«  Her  brother,  seeing  the  state  of  affairs, 
and  having  ascertained  that  Bluebeard's  rent-roll  was  the  largest  in  the 
•county,  went  to  him  in  a  furious  passion,  and  reproaching  him  with 
having  "  compromised"  his  sister,  whatever  that  may  mean,  insisted 
upon  his  marrying  her  offhand,  or  else — *  Bluebeard  had  no  objection 
to  the  young  lady,  while  he  had  a  very  strong  one  to  beine  shot,  and, 
being,  moreover,  as  we  have  seen,  of  a  domestic  turn  of  mina,  embraced 
the  fermer  alternative.  Of  the  wisdom  of  his  election  I  have  my  own 
opinion,  but  for  domestic  reasons  do  not  care  to  express  it. 

Bluebeard  accepted  the  situation  with  admirable  grace,  as  became 
his  wisdom,  and  the  wedding  was  celebrated  with  a  **  pomp  and 
circumstance  "  worthy  of  his  wealth  and  position  in  the  coimty ;  and 
the  festivities  which  accompanied  and  followed  the  event  were  the  talk 
of  the  "  country  side  "  for  weeks  afterwards. 


LETTER  I. 

Bluebbasd  to  Sisteb  Asne, 

The  Wedding  Trip. 

My  dear  Slater  Anne,  that  I*ve  treated  you  sadly 

I  frankly  confess,  I've  behaved  very  badly  ; 

But  the  fact  is,  that  what  with  sight-seeing  and  shoppmg. 

And  travelling  home  for  six  days,  without  stopping 

(We  were,  as  you  know,  rather  hastily  summoned), 

Pd  no  time  for  a  letter,  except  one  to  Drummond, 

And  a  line  to  the  castle,  to  give  intimation 

Of  our  advent,  and  order  a  trap  to  the  station. 

But  as  Fatima  sent  you  some  leaves  from  her  journal, 

Her  entries  in  which,  I  should  add,  were  diurnal, 

Tou've  been  kept  cm  courant  with  our  peregrinations, 

Our  losses  and  crosses,  and  small  tribulations. 

But  now  that  our  bridal  excursion  is  ended, 

We  agree  'twas  delightful,  the  weather  was  splendid. 

Ghrand  scenery's  not  much  in  Fatima's  line. 

Though  she  own'd  there  were  some  pretty  bits  on  the  Rhine. 

All  the  notice  she  took  of  the  classic  antiquities, 

Were  some  cutting  remarks  on  ''  those  Pagans'  "  inifiuities. 


*  Ist  Irish  King.—"  Pay  me  the  tribute  70a  owe  me,  or  elFe  " — 
2nd  Irish  King.—''  I  owe  you  no  tribute,  and  if  I  did  "— 
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Now  though  Fatty  went  not  to  a  ''  finiihing  school," 

They'll  waste  ooals,  which  are  dear,  who  bum  her  for  a  fooL 

Yet,  wanting  such  culture,  it's  not  a  great  mystery, 

That  she's  not  so  well  up  as  she  might  be  in  history. 

So  the  Forum  (that  Guide  Book !  she'd  left  home  without  it) 

She  thought  had  an  unfinish'd  aspect  about  it. 

She  said  Venice  was  doppy — which  I  did  not  call  so ; 

Nice,  pronouncing  it  nioe^  she  didn't  think  at  all  so. 

But  Paris,  dear  Paris,  fine  buildings  apart. 

Was  her  city  of  cities,  the  home  of  her  heart ! 

I  gave  her  caHe  Uamche  in  all  matters  of  dress. 

And  she  took  her  full  swing,  I  am  bound  to  confess. 

For  instance,  I  paid  forty  luvps  for  a  seal  skin — 

(Who'd  enwrap  those  fair  shoulders  in  aught  but  a  real  skin  ?) 

As  for  jewels,  she'd  ask  me  to  walk  out,  and  stop 

At  the  grandest  fnarchand^Sf  and  half  empty  the  shop. 

She  must  feel  it  a  change,  as  in  some  other  ways, 

From  the  state  of  afi^Eors  in  her  spinsterhood  days. 

When,  as  Fatima  tells  me,  for  clothes  and  all  other 

Incidental  outgoings,  your  excellent  mother 

Allow'd  ten  pounds  a  year  each  to  you,  her,  and  Ethel, 

While  she  gave  twice  as  much  to  rebuild  "  Little  Bethel.'* 

Fatty  can't  see  a  joke— or,  seeing,  won't  take  one. 

And  therefore  it's  not  yery  often  I  make  one. 

But  one  day,  just  in  fun,  I  express'd  my  anxiety 

For  the  fate  of  a  Bill  that's  disturbing  society, 

To  giye  men  for  the  loss  of  one  wife  broken-hearted, 

Leaye  to  marry  the  sister  of  her  that's  departed  ; 

And  I  added  that  you'd  be  so  nice  for  my  next ; 

She  didn't  see  the  joke,  but  appeared  rather  yext. 

And  now,  in  conclusion,  my  dear  Sister  Anne, 

I  pray  let  us  see  you  as  soon  as  you  can  ; 

Only  mention  the  day,  and  I'll  send  oyer  Tony 

With  Grey  Dolphin,  or,  if  you  prefer  it,  the  pony. 

Your  sister,  whose  health  once,  abroad,  was  alarming. 

Is  looking  her  loveliest — perfectly  charming. 

She  has  brought  you  a  dress — an  exquisite  green — 

(A  rich  silk)  by  the  Paris  modiste,  Victorine  ; 

And  a  smart  ruby  ring — ^may  you  soon  haye  a  cheaper. 

To  which  Fatima's  present  will  serye  as  a  kuper, 

1  remain,  now  as  eyer,  and  hoping  to  see 

You  shortly  chez  nous,  your  deyoted 

B,B. 
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LETTER   n. 

Blitbbiiabd  to  Sistbr  Aknb. 

My  dear  Sister  Anne^  now  yoaVe  taken  to  roam  again. 

There's  no  knowing  when  to  expect  you  at  home  again: 

One  week  you  are  flirting  with  red-coats  at  Shomcliff, 

And  your  last  letter  *'  hails  "  from  the  backwoods  of  Whamcliffe. 

If  those  nasty  Red  Indians  but  once  get  a  daw  of  you. 

Some  ugly  old  chief  will  too  soon  make  a  squaw  of  you  ; 

Hang  your  waist  round  with  wampum,  and  scalps  grim  and  hairy  ;. 

And  you'll  liye  in  a  wigwam  or  camp  on  the  prairie ; 

And  do  all  the  house  work,  and  not  dare  refuse  any, 

And  wash  all  the  dishes — that  is,  if  they  use  any  ; 

Cook  his  gmhf  clean  his  pipes,  and  repair  all  the  ravages 

Of  warfare  and  wear  in  the  iogt  of  the  savages. 

He*ll  have  six  other  wives,  all  contemporaneously. 

And  hUyvc  up  a  doud  and  yourself  simultaneously ; 

And  you'll  wish,  when  too  late,  ere  these  horrors  be  past  all. 

Yourself  back  again  in  the  bonny  old  castle. 

I*ve  heard  a  report  I  at  once  should  have  scouted. 

But  it  came  through  a  channel  that's  not  to  be  doubted, 

That,  now  it  is  getting  so  late  in  the  season, 

Tou  are  open  to  take  any  ''  offer  in  reason  "; 

(Thus  the  tradesman's  placard  the  unwary  entices, 

When  he  sells  all  his  wares  off  at  ''ruinous  prices.") 

I  am  fain  to  confess — we  can't  always  command  our 

Own  thoughts — that  I  feel  rather  shocked  at  your  candour. 

It  never  can  be  that  you've  come  to  a  dead  lock, 

And  begin  to  despair  of  your  chances  of  wedlock. 

But  never  say  die  !  to  find  the  right  man  for  you 

I'll  forego  my  reversion,  and  do  what  I  can  for  you  ; 

To  which  end  I've  just  been  on- a  tour  of  inspection, 

'Mongst  my  bachelor  friends,  and  have  made  a  selection. 

And  the  special  attention  of  each  I've  invited 

To  the  list  of  your  charms  "  hereinafter  recited  ;" 

From  which  I've  omitted  at  least  half  a  score  of  them, 

There  not  being  room  on  my  foolscap  for  more  of  them. 

Imprim%$ :  Her  stature  is  not  much  below. 

If  at  all,  the  mean  standard,  as  young  ladies  go. 

Then  her  head  it  must  strike  e'en  the  dullest  beholders. 

Is  well  set  on  her  neck,  and  her  neck  on  her  shoulders  ; 

Her  lips — well,  'twere  hard  for  a  cynic  to  quarrel 

With  their  hue,  so  resembling  the  daintiest  coral ; 
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Not  pursed  up  and  demure,  like  a  nun's  in  a  cloister  ; 

And  her  ears  like  the  shell  of  a  small  Milton  oyster  ; 

Her  hair — a  light  brown — ^to  her  forehead  a  foil — 

(I  don't  mean  the  "  light  brown  "  of  Jongh's  Cod  Liyer  Oil) ; 

Her  nose  of  the  pattern  most  suited  to  woman, 

Not  too  long  nor  too  short,  not  tiptUted  or  Roman 

(By  "  tiptilted,"  applied  to  that  underbred  hussy, 

The  bard  meant,  I  conclude,  that  her  nose  was  retroussi). 

Then  her  bonny  brown  eyes,  ever  smiling  and  sunny. 

And  so  twinkling,  at  times,  with  a  sense  of  the  funny. 

Her  face,  as  a  whole,  is  what  Scotsmen  call  sonsie, 

Not  one  of  her  features  at  all  too  prononcS. 

Not  the  least  of  her  charms  is  her  neatly  turned  foot. 

Such  as  shoemakers  loye  to  set  off  a  smart  boot ; 

But  her  ancle — the  which  may  no  accident  twist  awry— 

A  long-skirted  dress  still  envelopes  in  mystery  ; 

And,  although  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  it's  a  slender  one, 

I've  not  dared  to  inquire,  for  the  subject's  a  tender  one. 

And  now,  while  you'll  allow  that  I'm  doing  my  best. 

You  must  trust  to  your  own  woman's  wit  for  the  rest. 

But,  dear  Anne,  as  you're  not  a  decade  short  of  thirty. 

And,  moreover,  are  slightly  inclined  to  be  flirty. 

Take  the  ghost  of  a  hint — ^you'll  not  think  me  invidious — 

Though  I  counsel  not  haste,  be  not  over  fastidious. 

If  you  see  a  fair  catch,  don't  delay,  dear,  to  noose  him. 

Above  all,  do  not  play  with  your  fish  till  you  lose  him. 

B.  B. 

P.S. — Fatima's  love  and  thanks  for  your  letter. 

And  she  thinks  that  the  sooner  you're  married  the  better. 

B.  B. 

\*  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  this  letter  was  written  in  joke,  but  from 
her  reply  Sister  Anne  appears  to  have  taken  it  au  pied  de  la  lettre. 


LETTER  III. 

Sister  Aknb  to  Bluebeabd. 

Well,  now,  you're  a  pretty  young  gentleman,  ain't  you  t 
I  wonder  you  don't  get  George  Richmond  to  paint  you  ; 
Though  not  even  his  skill,  it  is  much  to  be  feared. 
Could  produce,  in  oil  colours,  your  nondescript  beard. 
Yet  now  I  reflect  on't,  it's  no  use  his  trying — 
One  can't  sit  for  his  portrait  who's  constantly  lying. 
'Twas  that  jade  Bessie  Featherhead  spread  the  report. 
And  to  whom  1  once  xxttAted  some  stuff  of  the  sort. 
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We  were  laughing  together,  one  day,  and  I  spoke, 

As  she  knew,  and  you  ought  to  have  known,  in  mere  joke  ; 

And  she  told  that  gawky  young  guardsman  who  rides  with  her, 

But,  as  they  say  in  Scotland,  I'll  soon  be  ''  upsides  "  with  her. 

I  am  fairly  aghast  at  the  cheek  of  your  letter, — 

A  man  so  oft  wed  shoidd  hare  known  woman  better, 

Than  suppose  I'd  submit,  you  base  man,  to  be  hawk*d  about, 

In  the  way  you  so  coolly  describe,  and  be  talk'd  about, 

And  my  merits  discuss'd,  and  that  in  no  fitting  tone. 

By  your  fast-going  paJU  at  the  Garrick  and  Whittington. 

What  would  Fatima  say,  do  you  think,  if  she  knew  it  T 

Why,  she'd  give  it  you  well,  and  she  knows  how  to  do  it. 

She's  a  tongue  of  her  own,  and  sharp  nails,  as  no  doubt, 

If  you  don't  mind  your  manners  you'll  shortly  find  out. 

I  wonder  you've  not  "put  me  up "  at  the  " Mart," 

Or  at  Christie's,  described  as  a  nice  piece  of  art. 

But  if,  being  ambitious  the  bargain  to  win, 

You  make  the  best  bidding,  I'll  buy  myself  in. 

My  features,  forsooth  !    What  the  deuce,  sir,  haye  you 

With  them,  or  my  other  belongings,  to  do  ? 

And  my  foot,  too  !    Beshrew  me  !    I'd  shew  you  a  trick 

With  it,  one  of  these  days,  only  ladies  don't  kick, 

Except  by  a  figure  of  speech,  and  most  rightly, 

When  the  marital  curb-rein  is  tugg'd  at  too  tightly. 

And  now,  sir,  understand  me — desist  from,  in  toto, 

This  style  of  annoyance,  or,  joco  remoto, 

If  you  pester  me  more  with  your  bottomless  bathos. 

Rugged  rhymes,  limping  duggrel,  and  Brummagem  pathos, 

Of  which  not  a  word  in  excuse  can  be  said  for  you, 

I'll  tell  my  big  brother,  and  he*ll  punch  your  head  for  you. 

Love  to  Fatty — I'm  glad  she's  got  rid  of  her  ague. 

And  hope  she  may  live  many  years  yet  to  plague  you. 

Don't  make  light  of  my  threat — mend  your  ways,  if  you  can^ 

So  no  more  at  present,  from  yours, 

SiSTSB  Anns. 


LETTER  rV. 

Bluebeakd  to  John  Robinsok,  Esqui&b. 
Bluebeabd  engargon. 

Madam  Fatima  bade  me  this  morning,  ta  ta, 
To  spend  a  few  days  with  her  precious  maxnsb  \ 


( 
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So  perhaps  you'll  drop  in  here  on  Thursday  at  six — 

The  yery  last  day  I  can  venture  to  fix — 

And  meet  Jones  and  Smith — ^I  would  have  asked  Brown, 

But,  as  in  luck  will  hare  it,  he's  gone  out  of  town  ; 

I've  invited  the  stalwart  Q.O.  and  his  fiddle, 

And  Jenkins,  so  great  at  conundrum  or  riddle  ; 

And  dear  odd  little  Tomkins,  who  sings  comic  songs, 

The  while  playing  the  air  on  the  poker  and  tongs  ; 

And  Major  McFuse,  who  was  shut  up  at  Kars, 

And  has  sent  me  a  box  of  such  stunning  cigars  ; 

With  one  or  two  more,  so  if  all  things  go  straight, 

We  shall  make  up  a  snug  little  party  of  eight. 

You'll  have  bachelor's  fare — soup,  fish  (it's  a  present). 

An  entree  or  two,  a  plain  joint,  and  a  pheasant 

Prom  my  new  shooiing-box,  where  they've  taken  me  in, 

Tor,  though  covers  are  plenty,  the  game's  very  thin. 

The  tipple,  you  know,  is  of  orthodox  sort, 

And  I'll  give  you  a  bottle  of  '34  port. 

You  ask  after  my  wife,  whom  you  paint  as  so  fair. 

And  call  her  an  angel — I  just  wish  she  were  ! 

I've  had  a  few  wives  in  my  time,  as  you  know, 

But  not  one  of  the  bunch  ever  bother'd  me  so. 

At  first  she,  of  course,  was  all  sunshine  and  smiles — 

In  fact,  there  is  no  being  up  to  their  wiles — 

But  now,  taking  the  bit  in  her  teeth,  she  will  go  where 

And  whenever  she  likes,  and  I  find  myself  "  nowhere.'* 

And  then  such  a  flirt !  not  with  one  but  with  dozens ; 

And  the  fun  of  it  is  that  they're  all  of  them  cousins, 

A  story  more  easily  told  than  disproved — 

Would,  as  Sidney  Smith  says,  thoy  were  all  once  remo99d. 

No  woman  had  e'er  such  a  troop  of  relations. 

Whose  what  she  calls  visits,  I  feel  visitations  ; 

And  when  I  object  to  so  many  young  fellows, 

She  simply  remarks,  "  It's  so  mean  to  be  jealous." 

But  why  with  these  dismals  ensombre  my  rhyme  ? 

I'll  recur  to  the  subject  at  some  other  time  ; 

Mind,  meanwhile,  as  I  mayn't  be  soon  able  to  fix 

Another  such  meeting— niext  Thursday  at  six. 

B.  B. 

P.S. — My  indigo  beard,  anent  which  you  inquire. 

Is  a  hair  loom,  descending  to  son  down  from  sire. 

Which  our  genealogical  investigations 

Trace  back  through  our  race  for  sixteen  generations. 

B.  B. 
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LETTER  V. 

John  Eobinbon,  Ebquibb,  to  Thokab  Bsowk^  EaqmEB. 

The  Bcichdor  Dirmer. 

Many  thanks  for  your  letter^  bnt  O,  my  dear  Brown, 

What  a  treat  haTe  you  missed  through  your  absenoe  from  town. 

Last  week,  Bluebeard's  wife,  for  some  reason  or  other 

Best  known  to  herself,  went  to  visit  her  mother — 

A  mother-in-law  of  the  genus  Mackenzie, 

Who  Tory  near  drove  poor  CHve  Newcome  to  frenzy. 

So  our  friend  seized  the  chance  he*d  been  looking  for  long 

Of  receiving  a  few  genial  friends  en  gargon. 

The  feast  had  fulfilled  e'en  an  alderman's  wishes ; 

The  turtle  superb,  and  delicious  side  dishes  ; 

Of  that  ancient  Madeira  you  know  my  opinion, 

The  first  bottle  we've  tasted  since  Fatty's  dominion. 

Finer  sherry  Domecq  ne'er  exported  from  ^eres — 

(My  spelling's  phonetic,  the  right  style  is  Xeres). 

Our  host  made  a  speech — short  and  pithy,  which  he 

Beflfan  '^  QwimmsintyXitus  pvJblice"  see 

Lord  Dufferin's  volume  about  the  high  latitudes — 

So  delightfully  free  from  all  prosing  and  platitudes. 

Jones  bantered  McFuse,  but  his  wit  breaks  no  bones, 

And  the  Majer  as  ruthlessly  pitch'd  into  Jones  ; 

While  Smith's  stories  and  jokes  were,  as  usual,  most  charming, 

And  which  so  convulsed  Jones  it  became  quite  alarming. 

Tomkins  kept  up  the  fun  with  his  merriest  songs. 

And  performed  a  concerto  on  poker  and  tongs  ; 

And  the  Queen's  Counsel  gave  us,  despite  his  non  volo, 

On  his  splendid  Cremona,  an  exquisite  solo. 

We  were  feeling  so  jolly,  and  laughing  and  joking 

_  < 

(The  Major's  cigars  are  most  excellent  smoking) — 

When  on  the  hall  door  fell  a  thundering  rat-test ! 

Turning  white  as  his  napkin,  said  Bluebeard,  ''  Who's  that  ?  " 

Then  came  close  on  the  knock  a  fortimmo  ring.     '^  O  ! " 

We  all  cried  in  chorus  ;  '^  the  Missus,  by  jingo  1 " 

The  sentence  had  scarcely  been  spoken,  before 

A  flunkey  flung  open  the  dining-room  door. 

And  ''  discovered  "  Dame  Fatty,  with  wide-open'd  eyes : 

'^  Well !  this  is  indeed  a  most  welcome  surprise  ! 

Had  I  only  but  known,  I  had  joined  yon  most  surely, 

Although  dear  mama  still  continues  so  poorly. 

But,  dear  Bluebeard,  there's  really  no  knowing  the  mind  of  yoti^ 

Not  to  say  they  were  coming  !  it  waa  ao  xxE^idsidL  cA  "j^-^X 


736  Bluebeard  Rehabilitated.  [Decembc 

I  cannot  help  saying  you  have  not  done  right  in  it. 

O,  the  smoke — stuff  and  nonsense  !  you  know  I  delight  in  it ; 

But  you'll  come  up  to  coffee — ^till  then,  au  rtvoir  ! 

The  drawing-room's  cold — shall  we  say,  my  houdovr  f " 

Where  she  greeted  us  warmly.     '^  It  was  such  a  pleasure 

To  see  us  ;  in  fact,  she  was  charm'd  beyond  measure.'* 

And  she  sang,  too,  and  play'd — was  so  naXve  and  diverting, 

And  so  gushing,  that  some  of  us  thought  she  meant  flirting. 

Poor  Bluebeard  alone  had  a  dond  on  his  brow. 

Of  which  only  a  few  knew  the  ''  why  or  the  how." 

It  was  sweet  summer  time,  and  the  moon  shining  bright. 

And  Smith  said,  as  we  walk'd  home  together  at  ni/>;ht, 

'^  What  inefiable  humbug  !  the  jade  did  not  care 

The  snuff  of  a  rushlight  for  one  that  was  there  ; 

And  were  all  of  us  strung  up  at  Newgate  to-morrow. 

Our  fate  would  not  cause  her  a  moment  of  sorrow. 

As  for  liking  the  toeed,  that's  the  cream  of  the  joke — 

If  there's  one  thing  she  hates  worse  than  poison,  'tis  smoke. 

But  all  the  world  oyer  the  sex  is  the  same. 

And  so  in  this  case  it  is  her  '  little  game ' 

To  be  smiling  and  sweet,  that  the  circle  they  mix  in 

Mayn't  credit  his  tale  when  he  says  she's  a  yixen. 

Alas  for  poor  Bluebeard  !  his  face-:^d  you  watch  it  ? 

When  the  curtains  are  round  him,  my  stars  !  won't  he  catch  it !" 

J.  R. 


LETTER  VI. 

Blubbsabd  to  John  Robinson,  Esquibs. 
Johnny  Newcome. 

O  Jack  !  don't  get  married,  whatever  you  do, 

Or,  crede  experto,  you'll  taste  of  the  rue. 

Last  week  I  was  roused  from  a  blissful  repose 

(I  dream'd  I  was  single),  and  hastily  rose 

To  know  what  the  noise  at  that  time  of  night  meant, 

And  found  the  whole  house  in  a  state  ot  excitement, 

And,  rushing  upstairs  at  velocipede  pace, 

Nearly  knock'd  Doctor  Squills,  coming  down,  into  space. 

He  grinn'd  like  an  ogre,  and  gasped  ''  Give — ^you — ^joy 

All  right  as  a  trivet — ^a  bouncing  big  boy  !" 

(I  abominate  alliteration),  and  then 

He  took  hold  ol  m^  vrm  kcAt^  WaV^  my  den, 
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Where  he  proBed  for  an  hoar,  in  professional  slang, 

And  drank  a  full  bottle  of  choice  Chavfihtriin, 

Then  came  nurse,  with  a  rank  smell  of  gin  in  her  breath 

(She  could  play  without  dressing  a  witch  in  3fac&e^), 

Presenting  young  master,  and  I,  like  a  ninny. 

Slipped  into  her  shrivell'd  old  fingers  a  guinea. 

It  is  such  a  queer  thing  !  rather  scarlet  than  pale, 

Like  a  fictile  Red  Indian  modelled  to  scale. 

The  house,  since  the  ''  eyent,*'  has  been  all  topsy-turvy. 

And  as  for  myself.  Jack,  my  treatment's  most  scurvy  : 

My  lot  every  day  becomes  harder  and  h^der ; 

I've  just  dined  on  a  cold  mutton  chop  in  the  larder ; 

In  fact,  I  receive,  every  hour  in  the  day. 

Unmistakable  hints  that  I'm  much  in  the  way ; 

And  I  feel — my  dear  Jack,  not  a  pleasant  sensation — 

I've  sunk  many  degrees  in  the  scale  of  creation. 

We  have  sweet  Sister  Anne  here,  '^  commanding  the  forces," 

Vice  Fatty,  who  stUl  all  her  edicts  endorses ; 

But  recalcitrant  nurse  is  not  one  to  put  up  with  it, 

And  to-day  threw  some  tea  at  Anne's  head,  and  the  cap  with  it. 

And  the  twain  are  for  ever  each  other  abusing, 

Which  impartial  bystanders  find  rather  amusing. 

The  little  chap's  thriving,  they  say — as  he  ought, 

If  he  gets  half  the  things  which  nurse  says  must  be  bought 

For  his  special  behoof ;  but  I'm  not  such  a  gaby 

To  believe  that  one  tithe  of  them  e'er  get  to  baby. 

Only  think  of,  dear  Jack,  all  this  bother  and  fuss, 

And  the  mighty  outcoming  ^^ridicvlus  mtM." 


I  regret,  my  dear  Jack,  I  can't  ask  you  to  dinner, 
But  Anne  would  be  sure  to  ''  report "  me  the  sinner. 


B.  B. 


B.  B. 


LETTER  Vn. 
Bluebbakd  to  John  Robinson,  Esquibb. 

Qin  in  iht  Pap, 

O,  Jack  !  such  a  shindy  !  that  hag  of  a  nurse  ! 

Her  behaviour's  been  getting  from  bad  to  much  worse. 

And  she,  feeling  this  morning  disposed  for  a  nap, 

To  get  baby  to  sleep  put  some  gin  in  his  pap. 

Hy  wife  smelt  a  rat— or  say  rather  the  gin, 

And  then  foUow'd  a  scene  of  much  uproar  and  din. 

Name  denied  it,  of  course,  and,  indignant,  rehearsed 

All  the  ladies — **  real  ladies  of  title  " — ahft'd'untiiiAL. 


W 
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Anne,  though  not  superstitiouBy  belieyed  in  the  spe/riU, 

And  proceeded  to  d&al  with  the  case  on  its  merits  ; 

Diuniss'd  her  at  once,  paid  her  fee  in  advance, 

But  first  gave  the  contents  of  her  bag  a  slight  glance  ; 

And  'tis  well  that  she  did,  as  she  found  them  embrace 

Some  half-dozen  yards  of  my  wife's  Brussels  lace. 

Meanwhile,  Sister  Anne  is  install'd  as  head-nurse. 

And,  to  do  her  but  justice,  he  might  have  a  worse. 

It*s  amusing  to  see  how  she  hugs  and  caresses  him  ; 

And  mounts  guard  while  the  under-nurse  washes  and  dresses  him. 

She  won't  trust  him  to  me,  though  I've  offered  to  take  him  ; 

I  suppose  it's  because  she's  afraid  I  shall  break  him. 

I  got  hold  of  him  once,  and  he  didn't  seem  riled  at  me  ; 

But,  Umt  au  contrairef  the  small  vagabond  smiled  at  me. 

'Tis  not  easy  to  say,  of  his  aunt  or  his  mother, 

Which  worships  him  most — the  one  or  the  other. 

Only  fancy  ma's  sending  a  message  to  Tony, 

The  head-groom,  to  look  out  for  a  safe-going  pony  ! 

And  think  of  her  wishing — ^you'll  scarcely  imagine  it — 

Him  named  Aubrey  de  Vere  Montmorenci  Plantagenet. 

So  he's  coddled  and  nursed  like  a  precious  exotic, 

And  his  sway  in  the  household  is  simply  despotic ; 

His  kingdom  extending  from  garret  to  basement. 

Outsiders  the  while  looking  on  with  amazement. 

On  Monday  I  rode  twenty  miles  'cross  the  fells. 

To  buy  little  master  a  coral  and  bells  ; 

And  as  matters  go  on,  I  expect  very  soon, 

He'll  go  in  for  science,  and  cry  for  the  moon. 

E'en  mama's  quite  his  slave,  and,  more  gentle  and  mild. 

Forgets,  omen  havd  moZttm,  herself  in  her  child. 

All  this  is  to  me  an  ine£fable  bore  ; 

And  I  sigh  for  my  bachelor  freedom  of  yore. 

He's  sleeping  at  present — I've  had  but  a  glint  of  him — 

I  say,  Jack,  do  run  over  and  just  take  a  squint  at  Lim. 

And  don't  be  afraid  of  the  mater's  displeasure — 

She'd  shake  hands  with  an  ogre  that  noticed  her  treasure . 

B.  B. 


LETTER  VIIL 

John  Eobinson,  Esqxtirb,  to  Thomas  Brown,  Esquirb. 

It  is  more  than  six  months,  my  dear  Tom,  since  I've  seen 
Your  not  loo  \iAXxd«om.e  {a^e.    Where  on  earth  have  you  been  t 
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Thoagh  I  guess  at  the  Squire's  down  in  Sussex,  diverting 

Yourself,  as  of  yore,  shooting,  fishing,  and  flirting. 

What  about  Letty  Grreen  ?  It  is  rumour*d  in  tovm 

You've  a  fancy  for  turning  the  Qreen  into  Brown  ; 

'Twill  be  merely  exchanging  cognomens,  I  ween, 

If  you  make  Letty  brown,  you  yourself  will  be  green. 

For  though  wealthy,  and  witty,  and  pretty,  and  young. 

And  accomplished  no  doubt,  she,  'tis  said,  has  a  tongue ; 

And  I'm  told  she  expects,  and  considers  but  proper,  a 

Close  trap  of  her  own  and  a  box  at  the  opera. 

But,  0,  my  dear  Tom,  I  beseech  you  to  think. 

Ere  to  think  be  too  late,  of  that  life-lasting  link  ; 

On  the  freedom  reflect,  which  if  once  you  resign. 

It  will  never  again  O  my  Tiiomas  !  be  thine. 

By  the  way,  have  you  called  on  the  Bluebeard  folk  lately  ? 

If  not,  I've  some  news  will  astonish  you  greatly. 

For  there's  a  young  gentleman  just  come  to  town 

Whose  advent  has  turn'd  the  whole  house  upside-down. 

I  called  there  last  week,  and,  like  all  who  have  seen  her, 
Found  Fatima  changed,  not  in  looks  but  demeanour  ; 
And  so  gracious — I  really  didn't  think  it  was  in  her — 

She  quite  made  a  point  of  my  staying  to  dinner. 

And  when  I  referred  to  my  velveteen  toggery. 

In  excuse,  she  replied,  with  a  smile  full  of  roguery. 

The  meaning  of  which  'twas  no  puzzle  to  guess, 

*'  The  last  time  you  dined  here  you  came  in  undress. 

And,  to  me,  seemed  the  merriest  man  at  the  table — 

So  you'll  stop,  and  I'll  send  round  your  horse  to  the  stable.  "^ 

Very  charming  she  looked,  with  her  babe  in  her  lap. 

And,  in  truth,  my  dear  Tom,  he's  a  fine  little  chap  ; 

Such  brave  limbs  that  I  thought,  for  so  Fancy  will  cheat  us,. 

I  saw  Hercules  giving  the  snakes  their  quUtus. 

By  the  way,  Tom,  you  never  returned  me,  you  wretch  ! 

My  copy  of  Reynolds'  original  sketch — 

I  had  two,  but  sent  one  to  the  ^British  Museum, 

With  two  more  by  Sir  Josh — you  should  go  there  and  see  'em» 

Mama  was  much  pleased  when  I  noticed  her  boy, 

Ahd  most  grateful  to  find  that  I'd  brought  him  a  toy — 

A  small  drum,  with  a  handle  and  some  dozen  shot  in  it : 

He  seemed  puzzled,  at  first,  what  on  earth  it  had  got  in  it. 


*Fao-8imiles  of  the  original  sketches  in  red  chalk.    The  Infant  Hercules,  Th#> 
Snake  in  the  Orase,  etc. 
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Bat  shook  it  at  last,  with  a  determination 

And  energy  fatal  to  all  conversation. 

Then  in  came  the  host,  tall  and  stalwart  Barhe-Ueiie ; 

Kiss'd  his  wife  and  the  boy,  and  said  ''Jack,  how  d*ye  do  V 

Both  mama  and  papa  were  exceedingly  chatty — 

She  addressed  him  as  ^'Beardie,"  and  he  called  her  <<  Fatty." 

Her  face  had  lit  up  at  his  step  on  the  stairs, 

All  which  argued  a  much  improved  state  of  affairs. 

Little  master  dined  with  us,  stuck  up  in  a  high  chair. 

Which,  on  my  petition,  was  set  next  to  my  chair. 

I  get  on,  as  you  know,  well  with  all  little  folks. 

And  I  really  believe  he  took  some  of  my  jokes. 

My  jokes  are,  in  fact,  so  remarkably  mild 

They  may  safely  be  taken  by  any  small  child. 

'Twas  a  pleasant  reunion,  we  all  were  so  merry 

(We'd  the '  34  port,  and  the  *  23  sherry)  ; 

And,  with  strictest  injunctions  to  come  again  soon, 

I  rode  home  by  the  light  of  a  fall  harvest  moon. 

Thinking  much  of  my  visit — it  seem*d  all  so  strange — 

And  wond'ring  what  spell  could  have  wrought  such  a  change, 

I  thought  was  it  the  sense  of  a  peril  o'er-past. 

That  the  hour  of  that  peril  might  have  been  her  last  ? 

Or  again  'twas,  it  may  be,  for  aught  we  can  tell. 

That,  in  Fatima*8  heart,  there  was,  lock'd  up,  a  well 

Of  fathomless  love,  waiting  but  to  be  free  ; 

And  this  little  fellow  has  come  with  the  key. 

All  this,  I  suppose,  is  what  you'd  term  trash. 

Or,  to  use  your  own  classical  term,  haklerdash ; 

But  life  has  two  sides,  Tom,  a  dark  and  a  sunny  one  ; 

And  thought  has  two  phases,  a  grave  and  a  funny  one. 

There's  a  time,  my  dear  friend,  for  the  great  and  the  small  things, 

To  laugh  and  be  grave — there's  a  season  for  all  things. 

These  are  not  what  you're  pleased  to  call  some  of  my  fancies, 

For  they  come  on  authority  greater  than  man's  is  ; 

And  he  is  a  blockhead  or  knave,  in  my  eyes. 

Who'd  exorcise,  as  spectres,  grave  thoughts  when  they  rise. 

I  should  add,  what  I'd  almost  forgotten, — ^to-night 

Sister  Anne  sat  at  dinner,  the  next  on  my  right ; 

She's  not  really  a  bad  style  of  woman  at  all, — 

Her  hand  and  her  foot  are  remarkably  small ; 

She  has  very  nice  eyes,  and  a  cheek  like  a  rose  ;  — 

A  sweet  mouth,  and  a  mesc  irreproachable  nose  ; 

And  a  neat  little  figure.     She  plays  very  finely 

On  the  harp  and  p\ano,  «ad  vai<^  moat  divinely. 
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She  talk'd  maeh  and  well — ^I,  of  couTse,  talk'd  my  best. 
And  I  thought,  evvtre  ivms^  she  seem'd  rather  imprest. 

P.S. — If  jou  fancy  I*m  smitten,  pray  banish  the  thought, 
An  old  bird,  such  as  I,  is  too  shy  to  be  caught. 


J.  R 


J.  R. 


LETTER  IX. 

Blubbsabd  to  John  RoBiysoK,  Esquibe. 

We  were  charmed  with  your  visit,  dear  Jack,  t'other  night. 

And  hope  you  got  back  to  the  Manor  all  right. 

We  were  glad  you'd  a  moon  so  resplendent — ^but,  Jack  ! 

Where  did  you  pick  up  that  magnificent  hack  ? 

Such  shape,  and  such  po^ver,  and  so  easy  to  handle  ! 

IVe  not  one  in  my  stud  fit  to  hold  him  a  candle. 

1  need  scarcely  say,  for  I  saw  your  delight. 

That,  T^st  tot  naufragia,  things  have  oome  right ; 

As  they  frequently  do,  if  you  let  them  alone. 

And  I,  as  you  know,  throughout  made  little  moan  ; 

Into  your  ear  alone  did  I  pour  my  sad  ditty, 

For,  alas  !  for  the  hen-peck'd  the  world  has  scant  pity  ; 

And  what  little  they  have  is  so  tinctured  with  scorn. 

That  it's,  of  the  two  evils,  the  worse  to  be  borne. 

Besides,  it's  a  maxim  I've  stuck  to  through  life, 

Kever  strive  with  a  woman — above  all,  your  wife. 

Only  think  of  the  torment,  at  mom,  noon,  and  night, 

To  wage  an  incessant  and  unequal  fight. 

'Tis  but  beating  the  air,  Jack,  for  when  all  is  said. 

Comes  the  question.  Cut  bono  f  you  can't  punch  her  head. 

And,  unlike  when  you're  getting  the  worst  in  the  fray 

On  the  fair  field  of  battle,  you  can't  run  away. 

Once  under  the  yoke,  there's  no  choice  but  to  wear  it — 

All  a  husband  can  do  is  to  just  grin  and  bear  it. 

But  my  troubles,  thank  heaven  !  belong  to  the  past ; 

And  Peace,  so  long  banish'd  my  dwelling,  at  last 

Has  folded  her  wings,  and  is  perch'd  by  my  hearth. 

And  there  lives  not  a  happier  man  on  this  earth. 

My  Fatty's  a  model  house-wife,  and  be  sure 

There's  less  waste  in  the  kitchen,  more  doles  to  the  poor^ 

With  a  basket  'mongst  whom  she's  all  day  on  her  legs, 

Like  an  old  woman  trudging  to  market  with  eggs. 

And  then  she's  so  grateful  for  all  that  is  done 

For  herself  ;  and  still  more,  for  her  desx  \\l^<d  im»\. 
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And  withal  she's  so  merry.     Bat,  I  say,  old  man, 

Fatty  tells  me  youVe  grown  rather  sweet  upon  Anne. 

1  don't  ask  your  confession,  but  merely  remark 

That>  if  you're  resoWed  on  the  leap  in  the  dark 

{For  such  marriage  is,  in  nine  cases  of  ten  ; 

It  is  true,  Jack,  of  women  not  less  than  of  men), 

I  hare  known  her  some  years,  and  believe  that  a  man 

May  do  very  much  worse  than  make  choice  of  dear  Anne  ; 

She  is  true  as  the  sun, — and  well-bred — rather  cleyer  ; 

And,  once  loving  a  man,  she  would  love  him  for  ever. 

You  may  have,  I  should  add,  a  queer  mother-in-law. 

Who  won't  give  her  a  «<m«,  but  you  won't  care  a  straw. 

Tet,  although  the  old  lady  cuts  down  the  supplies 

To  the  mvninywn  point,  there'll  be  tin  when  she  dies. 

Kow,  you  very  well  know  that  I'm  not  a  matchmaker, 

But  if  she  will  have  you,  you'll  do  well  to  take  her. 

Now  don't  breathe  a  word  of  this.  Jack,  on  your  life. 

Or  you'll  get  me  into  a  sad  scrape  with  my  wife. 

And  now  for  your  visit  I  thank  you  again. 

And  for  all  your  kind  sayings,  which  made  Fatty  vain. 

You  won  golden  opinions,  and  if  I  repeated 

The  fine  things  said  of  i/ou,  you'd  be  just  as  conceited. 

And  as  for  young  master,  that  terrible  rattle 

You  brought  has  given  rise,  Jack,  to  more  than  one  battle  ; 

And  about  its  possession  he  makes  such  a  stand, 

That  he  won't  go  to  sleep  without  it  in  his  hand. 

I  declare,  although  yielding,  I  own,  to  his  tears. 

That  Jack  Bobinson's  drum  splits  the  drum  of  my  ears. 

But  Fatty  defends  it,  and  says  'tis  thejtoy 

Of  all  others  she  wished  for  her  dear  little  boy. 

Now  good  night,  my  dear  Jack,  come  and  dine  with  us  soon — 

Say  one  day  next  week  ;  there'll  be  still  half  a  moon. 

B.  B. 


LETTER  X. 

John  Robinson,  Esquire,  to  Tom  Beown,  Esquirb.' 

My  Thomas,  my  Thomas,  O  what  can  I  say  to  you  ? 

I'm  afraid  I've  behaved  in  a  very  bad  way  to  you  ; 

I've  preach 'd,  O  how  strongly,  that  wedlock's  a  bad  thing. 

And  I've  just  been  and  gone  and  done  the  same  mad  thing. 

For  though  the  aSaaT'^  iioV.  ^ioxaft  o^,\\  \xis.Y  be 

Very  safely  set  down  «a  ei  Ja\t  oAftwvpU, 
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But,  dear  Tom,  as  a  friend,  youll  be  anxious,  no  doubt, 

About  this  catastrophe.     Thus  it  fell  out : 

I  declare  to  yon,  Thomas,  as  I  am  a  sinner, 

I  had  not  the  least  thought,  when  I  sat  down  to  dinner 

With  Anne  (you  know  Anne,  Fatty's  sister)  beside  me, 

That  such  a  misfortune  as  this  would  betide  me. 

But  I  founds  when  I  left,  an  unwonted  sensation — 

Not  exactly  a  pain,  but  an  odd  palpitation  ; 

When  I  got  to  the  Manor,  my  housekeeper,  Brush, 

Said,  ''  Your  face,  deary  me,  sir^  is  all  of  a  flush." 

I  told  her  my  symptoms,  which  perfectly  shocked  her, 

And  she  begg*d  me  to  send  off  at  once  for  the  doctor ; 

Who  came — stethoscoped  me.  ''Hum,  ha  !  palpitation  t 

Off  your  feed  ?     So  I  thought.     Any  cold  perspiration  ? 

Ha  !  and  pray  when  and  where  did  you  first  feel  the  pain  ?  " 

'*  At  dinner  at  Bluebeard's."     ''  Don't  go  there  again. 

There  is  something,  I  know,  in  the  air  of  that  part 

Which  takes  a  peculiar  effect  on  the  heart. 

It's  nothing  organic^ — don't  fancy  that  ihert  is — 

You  don't  want  my  physic — run  over  to  Paris, 

Or  Vienna,  or  Rome."    I  obeyed  to  the  letter. 

Took  the  three,  and  returned — worse  rather  than  better. 

I  rode  over  to  Bluebeard's  the  very  next  day, 

And  found  Anne^  who  at  first  look'd  a  little  diitrait ; 

Faltered  out  she  was  glad,  and  the  weather  was  fine, 

Her  face  flushing  over  exactly  like  mine. 

But  at  length  she  calmed  down,  and  our  chat  was  more  free. 

And,  comparing  our  symptoms,  we  found  them  agree. 

We  then  from  one  subject  passed  on  to  another, 

And  Anne  finished  with  ''  John,  you  had  best  see  my  mother  ;" 

Whom  I  found  in  her  home,  just  returned  from  conventicle. 

I  explained  that  Anne's  feelings  and  mine  were  identical. 

I  then  told  my  story,  detailing  the  progress 

I  had  made  in  my  suit,  when  she  grinned  like  an  ogress. 

Orimly  gracious,  she  granted  the  boon  I  desired, 

And  said  that  my  manners  she  always  admired. 

By  which,  in. her  heart,  she  meant  my  broad  lands  ; 

And,  at  last,  I  escaped  with  a  shirking  of  hands  ; 

For  the  old  girl  grew  gushy— at  any  rate  tried  it, — 

And  seemed  rather  inclined  for  a  kiss  but  I  shie'd  it. 

Since  I  wrote  to  you  last,  I  find  matters  have  been 

Made  all  right  between  you  and  the  fair  Letty  Green. 

And  all  this  comes  of  flirting,  my  Thomas  !  Och<m$  I 

I  guess  we  had  much  better  \si%  it  alon^*. 
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'Tis  thejpretiuer|>a<,  as  we  fatally  know. 

To  the  precipice  leading,  and  oyer  we  go. 

But  there's  no  use  in  gricTing — for  now  we're  afloat 

With  a  wooden  icull  each,  p'rhaps,  and  in  the  same  boat. 

We  are  *'done  for,"  if  not ''  taken  in  "  past  resistance, 

But  think  of  the  prospect  that  looms  in  the  distance. 

As  for  marriage  per  «e,  'tis  our  fate.   I  don't  heed  it 

So  much  as  the  scenes  that  precede  and  succeed  it : 

0,  the  breakfast !  The  breakfast !  Dear  Tom,  think  of  that ; 

When  you'd  willingly  bury  your  face  in  your  hat. 

To  sit  still  and  be  told  you're  of  all  men  the  best, 

And  be  praised  up  for  virtues  you  never  possess'd. 

And  worse  than  all  this^ — ^you  yourself  have  to  rise 

And  be  grateful  for  these  complimentary  lies. 

And  then  think  of  the  parting,  the  mother's  despair. 

The  tears  and  the  sobs  and  the  tearing  of  hair. 

And  think,  in  my  case,  of  the  mother-in-law — 

Such  a  guy  of  a  woman  the  world  never  saw. 

From  the  ''  last  scene  of  all "  O,  how  gladly  I'd  miss  her. 

For  I'm  sorely  afraid  I  shall  have,  Tom,  to  kiss  her. 

Don't  you  think  we  could  manage — 'twere  more  sentimental — 

That  the  two  celebrations  be  co-incidental  ? 

So  each  being  to  each  in  misfortune  a  brother. 

We  coidd  comfort,  sustain,  and  back  up  one  another. 

And  since,  Tom,  no  means  of  escape  can  be  hit  on, 

We  will  each  meet  our  fate  like  a  man  and  a  Briton. 

J.  B. 

P.  S.  It  is  long  since  we  met — quite  an  age  it  appears — 

Do  come  over  and  dine,  and  we'll  mingle  our  tears. 

J.  B. 
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Pessimism;  a  History  and  a  Criti- 
cism. By  James  Sully,  M.A. 
C.  Kegan  Paul  and  Co.     1877. 

This  somewhat  ponderous  volume 
commences  with  an  inquiry  into 
the  meaning  and  origin  of  the 
term  Pessimism.  Pessimism  can- 
not, our  author  tells  us,  be  imder- 
stood  apart  from  the  antithetic 
mode  of  belief,  viz.,  optimism. 
He  proposes  to  interpret  the  terms 
optimism  and  pessimism  in  their 
widest  meaning. 

*'  Any  theory  which  distinctly  attri- 
butes to  the  world  uid  to  human  life 
a  decided  worth,  representing  it  as 
something  good,  beautiful,  or  pleasant, 
will  be  included  under  optimism,  no 
matter  whether  this  doctrine  be  rea- 
soned or  not,  and  no  matter  what 
grounds  may  be  selected  for  ascribing 
this  value  to  the  object.  Similarly, 
pessimism  will  cover  all  doctiines, 
reasoned  or  unreasoned,  which  dis- 
tinctly deny  this  value  to  life,  and 
represent  it  as  something  unworthy, 
unsatisfying,  or  lamentable." 

We  could  wish  that  the  term 
'*  life  "  had  been  defined  at  the 
outset,  for  if  it  be  not  limited  to 
mortal  life  this  pessimism  might 
be  an  optimism. 

Having  thus  stated  the  subject 
of  his  investigation,  Mr.  Sully 
proceeds  to  pass  in  brief  review 
the  various  phases  of  optimism 
and  pessimism  as  recorded  in  the 
history  and  literature  of  nations, 
from  a  remote  antiquity  to  the 
present  time.  He  traces  first  the 
instinctive  or  unreasoned  varieties, 
giving  copious  extracts  from  an- 


cient and  modem  writings,  chiefly- 
poetical  ;  then  he  follows  the  course- 
of  the  more  scientific  or  reasoned 
optimism  and  pessimism,  as  em- 
bodied in  the    philosophies    and 
religious    beliefs    of    tine    world. 
Buddhism  he  regards  as  pessimism 
pure  and  simple,  and  quotes  from 
Max  Miiller,  **  True  wisdom  con- 
sists in  a  perception  of  the  nothing- 
ness of  tnings,  and  in  a  desire  to 
become  nothing,  to  be  blown  out 
to  enter  into  Nirvana."     Nirvana, 
that  is  to  say,  extinction,  as  our 
author  interprets.  The  meaning  or 
Nirvana,    we    would    venture    to 
suggest,  is  a  controverted  point. 
The    appearance    of    solid    form 
residts  from  the  combination   of 
light  and  shade.     It  may  be  anni- 
hilated by  extinguishing  the  light 
— it  would  equally  be  annihilated 
could  we  extinguish  the  shadows. 
Similarly     from     our    chequered 
existence  results  the  definitenesa 
of  sublunary  life,  which  might  be 
obliterated    by    the    removal    of 
either  opposite   element.     In  the 
very  mingling  of  evil  and  good  we^ 
catch  a  gleam  of  something  not  so- 
very  far  removed  from  optimism. 

With  regard  to  extinction,  we 
are  reminded  of  a  g^y  little  friend 
of  ours,  who  the  other  day  ex- 
pressed an  ardent  longing  for- 
annihilation.  The  sentiment  fell 
with  odd  incongruity  from  the  lips- 
of  a  child  noted  for  her  merry 
chatter  and  rippling  laugh,  and  a 
certain  faculty  of  sympathetic 
delight  in  all  glad  life,  whether 
of  man  or  besAt,  ixviakW^.  o^  Woj^eRrcci.. 
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We  asked  her  what  caused  so 
«trange  a  desire.  '*  Well,*'  she 
replied,  **  children  have  their  own 
troubles,  and  they  are  just  as  real 
ijo  them  as  grown-up  people's,  but 
they  only  get  laughed  at,  and  they 
are  made  to  do  a  great  many 
things  that  they  don't  approve  of. 
Children  are  treated  with  great 
injustice  by  *  grown-ups,'  I  con- 
sider, and  I  had  much  rather  be 
annihilated  than  have  to  live." 
We  asked  the  little  pessimist  what 
it  was  in  the  idea  of  annihilation 
that  was  so  attractive  to  her. 
^*Ah,"  said  she,  with  dancing 
eyes,  **  it  woidd  be  so  beautiful  to 
float  away  like  a  cloud,  and  be 
•dissolved  in  the  sunshine  ;  "  and 
she  waved  her  slender  hands  as  if 
following  the  eddying  vapour. 
We  laughed ;  the  mystery  was 
fathomed;  it  was  not  extinction, 
but  freedom  and  expansion  she 
-craved. 

Coming  down  to  the  modem 
German  school,  Mr.  Sully  gives 
us  an  interesting  account  of  the 
founder  of  the  popidar  pessimistic 
school,  Arthur  Schopenhauer,  born 
1788.  He  is  represented  as  a  man 
of  singularly  morbid  and  misan- 
thropic character.  His  natural 
melancholy,  due  probably  to  some 
form  of  hereditary  brain-disease, 
was  aggravated  by  the  apathy 
with  which  his  earlier  works  were 
received.  His  main  ideas  are 
contained  in  a  treatise  entitled 
"  The  World  as  WiU  and  Intellec- 
tual Representation."  We  shoidd 
like  to  give  some  extracts  to  shew 
the  strange  chains  of  reasoning 
and  gloomy  conclusions  of  Scho- 
penhauer and  his  disciples,  among 
whom  Hartmann  was  the  most 
notable,  but  space  forbids.  The 
second,  and  by  far  the  greater 
portion  of  the  book  is  occupied  by 
Mr.  Sully's  own  investigations  into 
the  problem.  It  is  somewhat 
heavy  literature  for  th^  general 
reader,  but  doubtless  it  ^m^  afi.Qit^ 


a  treat  to  those  who  delight  to 
tread  in  the  slow  steps  of  severe 
logic.  One  by  one  he  examines 
and  demolishes  the  delusive  argu- 
ments of  pessimism,  and  one  by 
one  he  dissipates  the  bright  illu- 
sions of  optimism.  He  comes  to 
the  conclusion  that  it  is  impossible 
to  determine  whether  pleasture 
exceeds  pain,  if  we  attempt  to 
measure  human  life  direcuy  in 
terms  of  single  pains  and  pleasures, 
but  that  if  we  substitute  for  single 
pleasures  the  idea  of  happiness  or 
a. certain  arrangement  of  pleasure, 
it  is  capable  of  solution.  To  the 
question,  **  Is  happiness  attain- 
able?" he  responds  by  a  some- 
what qualifled  afifirmative :  then, 
admitting  the  possibiliiy  of  human 
progress,  however  slow,  he  assures 
us  that  *'As  far  as  we  can  see, 
the  world  will  move  through  *  its 
ringing  grooves  of  change'  long 
enough  for  mankind  to  raise  their 
condition  indefinitely,  and  to  secure 
for  themselves,  and  even  in  a 
lesser  degree  for  the  lower  animals 
who  are  dependent  on  their  pro- 
tection, a  mode  of  life  which, 
though  far  from  being  a  state  of 
ecstatic  bliss,  will  be  held  by  sober- 
minded  persons  to  have  a  real  and 
even  a  high  value."  .  ..."  A 
practical  conception  which  lies 
midway  between  the  extremes  of 
optimism  and  pessimism,  and 
which,  to  use  a  term  for  which  I 
am  indebted  to  our  first  living 
woman-writer  and  thinker,  George 
Eliot,  may  be  appropriately  styled 
Meliorism." 

As  we  shut  the  book  a  fragment 
of  an  old  nursery  rhyme  flits  across 
our  mind.  Life,  as  delineated  by 
our  author,  assumes  a  strong  re- 
semblance to  its  hero  : — 

This  is  my  sou  Jack,  a  plain-looking 

lad. 
He's  not  very  good,  nor  yet  very  bad. 

He  has  taken  lately  to  looking  at 
\^)xck&^\i  m  the  glass. 
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Sleepy  Sketches — or  how  we  live 
and  how  we  do  not  live — -from  Bombay. 
Xiondon :  Sampson  Low  &  Co. 
1877. 

This  is  an  unpretentious  little 
volume,  of  no  remarkable  power, 
of  no  pre-eminent  g^ifts  of  style; 
but  it  possesses,  nevertheless,  a 
wonderful  interest.  It  is  written 
by  an  ordinary  man,  gifted  with 
the  not  very  ordinary  faculty  of 
eyesight  for  what  is  around  him. 
The  merit  of  the  book  is  its  evident 
faithfiilness,  its  thorough  reality. 
A  few  such  books,  written  not  only 
in  Bombay,  but  in  the  other  Pre- 
isidencies,  in  the  remoter  inland 
districts,  and  in  the  borders  of 
adjoining  territories,  and  the  cloud 
of  our  ignorance  about  India 
vrould  begin  to  give  way.  We 
shoiild  be  on  the  road  to  learning 
something  more  worth  haviog 
about  our  giant  possession  than  is 
to  be  found  in  the  most  elaborate 
product  of  the  cultured  essayist  or 
historian. 

It  woiild  seem  an  easy  matter 
for  a  powerful  government  to  pro- 
vide us  with  such  simple  collec- 
tions of  sketches  of  common  life, 
but  it  is  in  reality  most  difficult. 
The  report  of  an  official  to  his 
civil  head  is  of  an  entirely  different 
stamp.  However  little  he  may 
realise  it,  he  most  usually  is 
writing  to  order — to  a  particular 
pattern  or  expectation.  Here  an 
ordinary  business  man  in  India  has 
**  tried  to  shew,  simply,  what  is 
the  life  a  merchant  or  lawyer  com- 
ing from  England  must  expect." 

It  is  to  be  feared  that  we  could 
proceed  little  beyond  the  other 
Presidencies  in  our  endeavours 
after  intimate  knowledge.  The 
natives,  it  is  found,  have  such  an 
incapacity  for  truth  (it  seems  as  if 
it  could  not  be  called  wilful  men- 
dacity— it  is  so  spontaneous!)  that 
their  own  accounts  would  be 
but  amusing  fables ;  and  where  are 
JBuropeans  to  be  found  able  bo 


fully  to  denaturalise  themselves  as 
to  see  the  swarming  life  of  remote 
provinces  with  a  native's  eyes  and 
sympathies?  Where  are  the 
members  of  the  Indian  nobility 
so  divested  of  conventionality,  so 
innocent  of  political  purpose,  as  to 
tell  a  simple,  faithful  story  of  the 
inner  life  of  their  country,  with 
its  aspirations,  its  infinitesimal  but 
cherished  peculiarities,  which  are 
so  difficidt  for  the  bluff  English- 
man to  detect  or  appreciate  ? 

The  author  of  these  '*  Sleepy 
Sketches,"  which  are  not  really 
sleepy,  says  with  much  propriety — 

''lean  only  write  of  Bombay,  as 
that  is  the  only  place  I  have  resided 
in  for  any  time. 

If  all  writers  would  confine 
themselves  to  what  they  know,  we 
should  possess  a  vastly  smaller 
and  much  more  valuable  literature. 

The  effect  produced  upon  our 
exile — all  Anglo-Indians,  he  avers, 
feel  themselves  to  be  exiles,  and 
never  become  colonists — is  a 
depressing  pessimism.  He  shall 
tell  the  story  himself : — 

''Of  all  the  advantages  and  dis- 
advantages of  life  for  Englishmen  in 
India,  there  is  one  terrible  disad- 
vantage which  I  have  not  dared  to 
deal  with  in  these  sketches.  I  deter- 
mined at  first,  like  a  coward,  to  make 
no  reference  to  it,  knowing  that  all  I 
should  write  would  be  hateful  to  any 
readers  in  England.  But  it  is  on 
this  that  home  Englishmen  are  most 
unjust  to  us,  and  at  the  last  moment 
I  feel  bound  to  write.  The  dis- 
advantage is  this, — constant  sadness 
and  burden  from  living  in  the  midst 
of  a  vast  people,  differing  absolutely 
in  thought,  habit,  and  culture  from 
ourselves,  and  constant  irritation 
from  the  injustice  done  us  by  home 
Englishmen,  in  judging  our  conduct 
to  this  people. 

I  cannot  describe  the  awful  oppres- 
sion I  felt  during  my  first  year  of 
residence  in  India,  from  the  age  and 
changelessness  of  the  country.  The 
face  of  ev^rj   xvaXv^^  V  ^*j»«^  ^^ 
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to  no  time,  present,  past,  or  future  ; 
every  native  house  seemed  to  belong 
to  the  soil,  to  have  resulted  neither 
from  cultivation  nor  civilisation  ;  to 
be  of  no  time  present,  past,  or  future, 
and  in  this  chaugelessness  alone  there 
was  intense  oppression.  All  one's 
ideas  are  connected  with  the  conven- 
tion of  time,  and  in  having  to  judge 
of   things    in    which    time    had   no 

Sart  I  seemed  as- a  cripple  suddenly 
eprived  of  his  support.  But  the 
oppression  felt  on  first  coming  to 
India  results  not  only  from  this.  The 
most  comforting  belief  that  men  in 
Europe  can  now  have — a  belief  that 
inspires  enthusiasm  in  the  young — 
is  in  the  gradual  advance  of  mankind 
towards  perfection  in  thought  and 
feeling  ;  and  the  close  competition  for 
life,  and  constant  strife  of  opinion  in 
Europe  justifies  such  a  belief.  But 
any  one  imbued  with  such  belief 
must  on  coming  to  India  have  it  de- 
stroyed, or,  at  least,  greatly  weakened. 
The  life  of  the  mass  in  India  suggests 
no  such  theory ;  there  are  not  only 
no  signs  of  advance,  but  no  signs  of  the 
possibility  of  advance.  No  one  living 
m  India,  without  experience  of  other 
countries,  could  have  originated  such 
a  belief.  And  any  one  imbued  with 
belief  in  the  advance  of  mankind,  as 
most  Englishmen  now  probably  are, 
must,  on  coming  to  India  and  residing 
in  the  country,  accept  a  blow  to  his 
belief,  the  effect  of  which  can  never 
be  entirely  recovered." 

As  no  effect  is  producible  with- 
out some  reflex  action,  it  will  be 
interesting  in  the  future  to  see 
what  influence,  if  we  make  way 
with  what  we  call  the  civilisation 
of  our  Indian  subjects,  they  will 
return  upon  us.  If  we  take 
religion,  for  instance,  we  can  learn 
from  the  following  the  present 
reciprocal  attitude  of  British  and 
Indian  religion  : — 

^'  Natives  have  a  prejudice  in 
favour  of  religion,  and,  unfortunately, 
their  commonest  definition  of  an 
Englishman  is  a  man  without  religion. 
...  A  shrewd  native  cannot  under- 
stand a  mail's  having  belief  and  yet 
making  no  visible  sacrifice  for  it. 
Ciiintamon,    who    wiWin^X-j  ©^^«vi^^ 


two-thirds  of  all  he  possesses  on  hia 
father^s  funeral  obsequies ;  Badradin, 
who  sacrifices  two  years  cf  hia  life  for 
a  journey  to  Mecca ;  or  Nourojiy  who 
says  twenty  prayers  and  makes  one 
hundred  genuflexions  each  day,  can- 
not understand  how  John  Smith 
should  be  deterred  from  his  Sunday's 
worship  by  a  heavy  fall  of  rain, — an 
obstacle  that  never  prevents  John 
Smith's  presence,  day  by  day,  in  his 
office.  And  there  are  other  difficul- 
ties in  the  way  of  proselytizing. 

My  munshi,  a  Mohammedan,  gave 
us  one  momincr  a  long  account  of 
what  he  believed,  and  what  leligiona 
observances  he  had  to  follow.  Then 
turning  to  Jones,  he  said, — 
'  And  you  Christian  V 
'Tes:  Protestant,'  replied  J. 
complacently. 

*  And  what  you  do  V  asked  the 
munshi. 

J.  puffed  his  pipe  for  a  short  time, 
and  then  said  emphatically,   '  None 

of  your  d d  cheek  !* 

The  munshi  smiled,  as  is  the  way 
of  munahis,  whatever  answer  is  given 
theui,  but  he  asked  no  more. 

Jones's  answer  struck  me  as  the 
best,  under  the  circumstances,  he 
could  give,  but  I  felt  it  was  somewhat 
unsatisfactory.  So  when  the  munshi 
next  came,  I  turned  the  conversation 
to  the  same  subject. 

'  And  how  you  explain  the  Trinity  t 
we  got  no  Trinity,  nothing  to  under- 
stand,' began  the  munshi. 

This  was  not  a  healthy  beginning  ;: 
and  I  felt,  at  the  moment,  the  munshi 
had  taken  an  unfair  advantage  ;  and 
I  should  have  liked  to  repeat  to  him 
Jones's  answer  of  the  morning  before. 
But  I  was  estopped  by  my  conduct 
from  doing  that.     So  I  tried  to  ex- 
plain,    and     ignominiously    failing, 
referred  my  questioner  to  faith  ;  and,, 
on  his  unkindly  asking  what  that  was,. 
I  told  him  no  one  could  understand, 
except    those     who    had    it.       This- 
silenced  him  for  a  time ;  but,  as  he- 
rose  to  go,  he  said, — 

'  And  all  Christians  got  what  yoa 
call  faith  ]' 

To  this  I   had  no  suitable  reply 
ready,  and  so  gave  him  salaam  gravely. 
And  he  went,  but  with  a  $nin  on  hia 
face    for  which — as  a    Christian — I 
^V^sviVSl  Vk&ve  liked  to  kick  him." 
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Between  the  intellectual  Brah- 
min and  the  orthodox  Christian 
the  colloquy  would  again  have 
been  different,  though  the  elements 
probably  not  less  antagonistic. 

The  main  part  of  this  little  work 
Is  naturally  taken  up  with  descrip- 
tions of  life  as  enjoyed  by  Euro- 
peans :  we  have  candid  accounts 
of  climate,  servant  boys,  bunga- 
lows, enervation,  society,  flirtation, 
work,  loafing,  holidays,  taste,  pre- 
tence, scenery,  natives.  The  ac- 
counts of  "picnics,  balls,  marriages, 
appointments,  shop,"  salaries  and 
expenses,  will  no  doubt  interest 
many  that  are  looking  with  longing 
eyes  to  an  Indian  civil  appoint- 
ment, a  merchant's  house,  or  a 
place  at  the  Indian  Bar ;  but  the 
simple  faithfulness  of  the  narra- 
tive makes  it  suggestive  of  larger 
areas  of  thought  than  the  personal 
prospects  of  young  exiles,  impott- 
ant  though  it  be  to  find  good 
work  for  our  willing  hands. 

Here  is  a  truly  foreign  picture 
— ^unless,  indeed,  it  can  be  paral- 
leled by  the  life  of  a  I^aris 
chiffonier : — 

''  I  noticed  for  many  Sundays,  that 
at  low  water  there  were  invariably 
two  women,  each  with  a  tall  thin 
child  attending  her,  busily  engaged 
at  the  pools  near  our  hed|;e.  One 
day  I  saw  that  all  breakfast-time,  that 
is  for  more  than  an  hour,  one  of  the 
women  had  been  bent  down  over  one 
big  pool,  constantly  throwing  out  the 
water,  as  it  seemed  ;  the  child  stand- 
ing still,  attentively  watching.  So, 
after  breakfast,  I  went  out  to  see 
what  the  woman  was  doing.  Her 
dress  was  slight,  and  scarcely  con- 
cealed those  parts  it  happened  to 
cover.  She  was  a  well-formed  woman, 
with  strong  and  shapely  Umbs.  The 
girl  grinned  at  me,  shewing  her  white 
teethy  as  I  came  up.  She  was  tall, 
but  evidently  very  young,  and  cer- 
tainly, from  her  form,  had  not  lived 
on  a  diet  of  rice.  Most  children  live 
entirely  on  rice,  and  the  invariable 
result  is  that  they  have  fat,  swelling 
stomachs.    The  woman  took  no  notice 


of  my  approach,  but  went  on  work- 
ing. She  was  standing  in  what  had 
been  a  deep  pool  of  sea- water;  but 
by  h<)r  constant  work  for  the  last  hour, 
she  had  managed,  with  the  aid  of  a 
thick  piece  of  cocoa-nut  bark,  to  ex- 
pel the  water  and  leave  the  bottom 
bare.  She  rose  up  from  her  bent 
position  soon  after  I  came,  and  stood 
for  a  minute  trying  to  press  out  of  her 
back  its  aches  from  the  hard,  monoto- 
nous work.  She  treated  me  with 
supreme  contempt,  apparently  uncon- 
scious of  my  presence.  She  had 
erected  a  little  dam  to  prevent  the 
water  from  flowing  back  again  into 
the  pool  she  had  emptied,  and  now 
began  to  search  busily  among  the 
stones  and  sand  left  dry.  Thus  she 
captured,  one  by  one,  and  at  no  great 
rate,  certain  fat  little  fishes  not  more 
than  a^i  inch  and  a  half  or  two  inches 
long,  marked  on  the  back  curiously 
like  an  onyx.  I  stood  watching  for 
ten  minutes  or  more.  At  the  end  of 
that  time  a  small  tea-cup  full  of  these 
little  fishes  had  beensecured,  and  depo- 
sited in  a  little,  brown,  small-mouthed 
wooden  bowl  that  the  girl  carried. 
This  was  the  result  of  an  hour  and  a 
halfs  hard,  constant  work.  Every 
day  she  came  to  the  rocks,  and  so 
worked  for  her  breakfast. 

I  had  been  reading  Browning's 
little  poems  by  some  extreme  chance, 
and  dreaming,  over  my  mulligatawny 
soup  and  prawn  curry,  of  a  world  of 
brothers  and  sisters  or  husbands  and 
wives  ;  but  after,  when  I  stood  look- 
ing at  the  woman,  her  busy  hands 
and  little  heap  of  fishes,  it  seemed 
there  might  be  some  difficulties  in  the 
wav  of  fixing  my  ideal  world.  I  felt 
I  shouldn't  like  to  share  the  woman's 
life  and  breakfast,  and  I  knew  she 
wouldn't  share  mine." 

We  conclude  our  extracts  by  a 
lively  picture  of  an  inhabitant  of 
India  not  known  at  home : — 

"  I  feel  I  am  almost  guilty  of  injus- 
tice in  not  having  noticed  the  praying 
mantis  in  the  chapter  on  Society.  She 
is  frequently  present  at  the  best 
dinner-parties,  and  is  invariably  far 
more  amusing  than  any  of  the  regu- 
larly invited  guests,  so  that  when  I 
see  her  stalking  fantastically  over  the 
white  cloth,  1  know  at  ^'usiRk  Y  ifiojfii^. 
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not  be  altogether  miserable  for  the 
next  two  or  three  hours. 

Take  a  thin,   very   thin,   straight 
stick,  at  least  two  inches  long,  for  a 
body ;    take  six  other  equally  long 
straight  sticks  for  legs,  each  stick- 
leg  having  the  power  of  bending  in 
its  centre  ;  take  a  seventh  short  piece 
of  stick  for  a  neck  and  attenuated 
head,   and   place  therein  two  smtJl 
shot  for  eyes,  and  give  this  neck  and 
head  the  power  of  moving  in  every 
stick-like  and  ridiculous  manner  con- 
ceivable.     Join    all    together    and 
colour  the  result  a  bright  light  green. 
Convey  into  this  form  of  sticks  the 
spirit  of  Mrs.  Skewton,  Major  Bag- 
stock's  Cleopatra,  and  you  have  the 
praying  mantis.     I  never  believed  in 
the  transmigration  of  souls  till  I  saw 
this  creature  ;  I  never  believed  that 
Dickens's    characters    had    been    all 
drawn   from    lifb,  till   I  was-  forced 
to  acknowledge  the  fact  that  Mrs. 
Skewton  exists  even  now  in  the  form 
of  the  praying  mantis.     She  enjoys 
dinner-parties  where  there  js  plenty 
of  colour  and  light,  now  as  mucii  as 
ever.      She    stalks    along  the  table 
slowly,  raising  her  thin  legs,  wriggling 
her  neck,  and  twisting  in  all  direc- 
tions   her    big    dull    eyes,    with  an 
affectation    of    grace    and    conscious 
belief  in  her  own  powers  of  fascina- 
tion, comical  in  the  extreme.     When 
she  finds  she  has  attracted  the  atten- 
tion of  a  sufficient  audience  she  stops, 
raises  her  two  front  legs, — perhaps  in 
deference  to  her  former  body  I  should 
call  these  arms, — smooths  down  her 
head,   and  then   after  a  short  time 
given  to  experiments,  falls  upon  some 
strange  and   wonderful    attitude    in 
which  sht  fixes  herself  for  five  or  ten 
minutes.      There  isn't  the  slightest 
doubt,  that  as  she  stands,  fixed  and 
motionless,  she  belicTes  all  are  gazing 
on  her  lost  in  admiration.     But  these 
attitudes,  backed  up  by  her  evident 
self-complacency,  are  at  times  so  pre- 
posterous, and  so  ludicrously  resemble 
those  of  Mrs.  Skewton  and  her  living 
sisters,  that  I  have  seen  a  whole  table 
affected  ;  most  struck  by  the  fun  and 
laughing  ;  a  few  hurt  and  offended  by 
the  painful  likeness  to  humanity. " 

Bright  though  the  book  before 
us  is,    it  presents   somewhat  too 


candid  a  portrayal  of  life  for  it  to 
be  altogetner  a  happy  one. 

7%tf  Wtnes  of  the  Bible:  an^ 
JExamination  and  Refutation  of  the 
Unfermented  Wine  Theory.  By  Bev. 
A.  M.  Wilson.  London :  Hamilton, 
Adams  &  Co.  Edinburgh :  Andrew 
EUiot.     1877. 

It  has  long  been  a  crux  and  a 
sore  trouble  with  the  well-meaning 
and  orthodox  advocates  of  tot^ 
abstinence  from  intoxicating  drinks 
that  the  Hebrew  Scriptures  repre- 
sent    some     of     their     principal 
characters  as  drinking  wines.  And 
the  reason  is  obvious.      "If  the 
venerated  patriarchs    drankf   fer- 
mented    liquor,"     the     doubtful 
follower  of  the  teetotal  creed  maj 
naturally  inquire,   "  why  may  not 
I  ?  "    Aid  before  his  plea  can  lose 
cogency,  either  an  index  expurya- 
torius  of  mankind  must  be  made 
for  the  discredited  patriarchs,  or 
it  must  be  proved  that  they  drank 
only  small  Deer  and  the  delicious 
ale  of   Adam,    that    now   in    its 
pristine  purity  is  so  rare.    Having 
too     great     a     respect     for     the 
patriarchs  to  set  them  aside,  the 
advocates     of     teetotalism     have 
endeavoured  to  find  even  in  tiiem 
a  basis  for   an  argument    which 
shall  fight  for  the  abstinent  cause. 
Arguments,     like     statistics,     are 
only  too  easily  found  by  €uiy  one 
with  a  good  bias,  while  both  may 
be  very  fallacious  unless  sustained 
on  a  very  broad  basis. 

The  argument  as  we  find  it  in 
the  pamphlets  of  the  total  abstinence 
advocates  (we  do  not  call  them 
temperance  advocates,  for  between 
the  cowardly  renunciation  of  nature 
and  the  gradual  triumph  in  the 
good  fight  over  her  purposeful 
temptations  lies  a  world  of 
difference  !),i8  that  there  were  two 
kinds  of  drink  called  wine,  one 
being  natural  grape  juice,  the 
other  the  same  after  its  deadly 
alcoholic    ferment;     the    former 
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beine  iinintoxicating  and  so  drunk 
by  the  wise  of  history ;  the  other 
the  terrible  inebriant  whose 
dangerous  allurements  we  know. 
The  unfortunate  weakness  of  the 
argument  is  that  this  natural  grape 
juice  will  not  keep  for  more  than 
a  few  days  without  fermenting, 
and  so  evolving  the  dreaded  evil 
spirit  "  Al-Ghoul."  And  how  then 
could  it  be  the  wine  of  general 
use  even  a  week  after  the  grape 
harvest?  This  awkward  fact  it 
has  been  attempted  to  meet  by 
imagining  a  wine  which  would 
not  be  wine  at  all,  but  a  sort  of 
jam  and  water.  Boil  down  the 
g^ape  juice  until  it  becomes  syrup 
or  jelly,  and  you  have  solid  wine 
ready  for  use  on  being  boiled  or 
mixed  with  water.  This  is  the 
argument,  and  in  accordance 
therewith  Homer's  Maronean  wine, 
which,  in  poetic  hyperbole,  required 
twenty  waters  to  be  added  before 
mortal  could  safely  drink  it, 
required  such  dilution,  not  to 
temper  its  fire,  but  to  reduce  it  to 
a  state  in  which  it  could  be  drunk 
instead  of  eaten. 

Alas  for  the  argument! — this 
Maronean  wine  is  the  very  liquor 
with  which  Ulysses  is  represented 
as  intoxicating  the  huge  Cyclops 
Polypheme.  He  did  not  succumb 
to  a  fruit-jelly,  we  may  be  sure. 
That  there  were  fruity  syrups, 
and  even  pastes  and  dried  cakes 
of  condensed  grape-essence  under 
the  name  of  wine,  is  natural 
enough.  They  were  probably 
used,  as  the  more  heavy  and  syrupy 
wines  of  Spain  at  the  present  day, 
to  enrich  and  flavour  the  lighter 
wines.  Sometimes,  probably,  these 
wine-cakes  were  made  into  a 
bastard  or  made-up  wine  by  being 
mixed  in  a  bowl  with  water  and 
some  powerful  drug.  Something 
of  this  kind  even  our  modem 
processes  can  parallel.  The 
strongest  testimony,  no  doubt,  that 
we  have  as  to  the  general  character 


of  the  ancient  wines  is  to  be  found 
in  the  epithets  and  attributes- 
applied  to  them.  These  accord  in 
the  characteristic  of  cheer-giving 
and  exhilaration,  increased  to* 
unpleasant  over-excitation  and 
evu  sequela  if  the  law  of  self- 
control  is  not  followed,  the  law 
that  every  possible  combination  of 
life  requires  us  to  follow  if  we- 
woidd  not  come  to  harm. 

It  is  argued  that  the  wine  used 
by  Jesus  at  the  Last  Supper  waa 
not  intoxicating,  but  was  nresh  ex- 
pressed grape  juice,  on  the  around 
that  by  the  Passover  reg^ations 
leaven  was  to  be  put  away  horn. 
the  house  at  the  time  of  the  feast. 
But  far  stranger  anomalies  have^ 
been  found  in  old  customs  than 
that  wine  should  have  been  an 
exception  to  the  rule  against 
ferment,  which  rule  arose  from  an. 
episode  connected  with  daily  food, 
and  had  nothing  originally  to  da 
with  wine.  The  abstainer's  argu- 
ment here  is  drawn  from  the 
assertion  that  unfermented  wine^ 
only  must  have  been  used  at  the^ 
ancient  Passover  feast,  since  the 
Jews  are  equally  careful  now,  and 
in  order  to  make  sure  that  the^ 
wine  is  not  fermented,  frequently 
make  it  for  the  occasion  from  a 
decoction  of  raisins. 

It  is  true  that  such  a  drink  ia 
occasionally  made  by  a  few  families 
among  the  modern  Jews.  But  it 
is  oi)en  to  question  whether  thia 
can  be  regarded  as  a  survival  of 
an  old  custom,  or  whether  it  is  not 
rather  due  to  a  mediaevcd  sec- 
tarianism. Such  might  result  from 
prominence  having  been  given  by 
some  rabbi  at  some  time  or  other 
to  the  fact  of  the  anomaly  of  the 
use  of  liquor  that  has  undergone 
fermentation  at  the  period  of  a 
strict  prohibition  of  all  leaven  in 
the  house.  Seeing  how  skilful  the 
rabbis  ever  were  in  meeting  min^ 
difliculties  by  ingenious  mo( 
escape,  we  may  presume 
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<!onstructioTi  of  the  law  was  arriyed 
at  whicli  would  render  it  un- 
necessary for  a  wealthy  Jew  to 
iium  out  his  entire  wine  cellar  at 
every  recurrence  of  the  Passover 
feast.  An  excuse  occurs  to  us  as 
quite  possible,  that  as  in  matured 
wine  tnere  is  no  whit  of  leaven  or 
ferment,  on  that  ground  it  might 
well  escape  the  prohibition  against 
actual  leaven.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  the  Passover  wine  generally 
drunk  at  present  by  the  Jews  in 
this  counbry  is  the  Muscat  Lunel, 
<a  rich  sweet  wine  not  unlike  that 
of  Smyrna.  There  is  an  obscure 
tradition  as  to  the  vineyard  whence 
it  comes  having  escaped  the 
blessing  of  any  Christian  priest. 
The  Jewish  law  as  to  leaven,  it 
need  scarcely  be  observed,  is 
precisely  the  same  now  as  twenty 
'Centuries  ago. 

To  turn  to  the  work  before  us, 
we  find  in  it  a  very  full  accoimt  of 
the  temperance  and  intemperance 
of  ancient  nations  and  the  qualities 
•of  ancient  wines.  The  writer 
considers  in  turn  the  wine-drinking 
of  Persia,  Ethiopia,  Germany, 
•Spain,  Carthage,  China,  India, 
Egypt,  Greece,  with  special  refer- 
once  to  ancient  wines  allowed  to 
women,  for  if  there  was  not  a 
sparkling  Moselle,  or  a  young 
Tintage  port  for  delicate  dames  of 
the  old  time,  the  Ghreek  lady  had 
her  special  wine  of  aromatic  aroma, 
fragrant  with  the  perfume  of 
myrrh.  There  is  a  wine  of  a  very 
difPerent  kind  which  was  the  drink 
of  labourers  and  poor  elderly 
women  amonfir  Hebrews  and 
Bomans,  made  by  the  addition  of 
water  to  grape-skins  after  their 
passage  through  the  wine  press, 
with  consequent  fermentation. 
"This  is  not  very  invitingly  described 
as  '^  a  thin,  sour  drink  .  .  .  some- 
thing half  way  between  ginger- 
beer  and  French  vin  ordinaire. 

No  doubt  there  are  sad  cases  of 
<iisea8e|diseaaemoBtLy  ^^U-voflicted, 


sometimes  in  great  part  hereditary, 
when  the  lea^t  taste  of  intoxicating 
liquor  excites  a  craving  that 
becomes  a  madness.  In  an  ordinary 
case  the  conscientious  will  of  an 
individual  should  be  left  to  prove 
itself  in  every  way  possible  in 
freedom,  without  the  interference 
of  any  other  person.  But  in  cases 
of  alcoholic  mania  it  would  seem 
justifiable  to  allow  interference,  as 
in  an  ordinary  case  of  inscmity,  or 
in  the  matter  of  the  sale  of  poison. 
To  a  man  who  has  not  lost  control, 
but  is  in  danger  of  losing  it,  a 
kindly  warnings— even  the  extreme 
argimient  of  the  total-abstinent — 
may  be  of  use ;  but  when  drink 
disease  has  set  in,  the  treatment 
must  be  transferred  to  the  physical 
plane.  If  the  teetotallers  would 
exert  themselves  to  find  the  best 
drug  (forms  of  arsenic  are  wort& 
special  study)  to  alleviate  the 
disease  of  drunkenness,  and  help 
the  patient  into  a  state  in  which 
he  is  again  a  responsible  being, 
they  would  not  be  wasting  their 
time.  What  is  required  to  meet 
the  case  is  not  biassed  and  im- 
perfect arg^uments  against  moderate 
people,  historical  or  otherwise, 
but  a  true  study  and  science  of 
inebriation.  Let  a  man  of  weak 
will  and  tendency  to  excess  be 
taught  how  best  to  help  himself. 
Where  the  nettle  is,  the  dock  is 
generally  hard  by  if  we  earnestly 
seek  for  it.  The  herb  of  cure  for 
the  devastating  sin  of  drunkenness 
deserves  the  most  earnest  and 
painstaking  search.  Exercise  the 
will  and  aid  it  in  gaining  power, 
both  by  increase  in  its  own 
strength,  and  by  knowledge  how 
to  meet  its  trials.  To  cut  away 
temptation  in  one  swoop  would  be 
the  worst  mistake  made  with  the 
best  intentions.  What  are  we  here 
for,  if  not  to  grow  in  strength  by 
fighting  with  weakness  ? 

The  work  before  us  makes  one 
fact  clear,   that   the    world    has 
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never  been  without  light  and 
shadow  in  respect  of  the  temptation 
of  drink.  As  there  have  ever  been 
persons  of  unruly  passions,  the 
allowance  of  which  was  vice,  the 
control  virtue,  so  there  have  been 
sobriety  and  intemperance  among 
every  ancient  people.  And  the 
Bible  heroes  do  not  stand  outside 
the  play  of  nature's  laws,  as  a 
narrow  view  of  life  would  seek  to 
place  them. 

Autohiographical  Reeollectiont  of 
Sir  John  Bowring,  With  a  brief 
Memoir  by  Lewin  B.  Bowring. 
C.  Kegan  Paul  and  Co.  London. 
1877. 

In  the  subject  of  this  auto- 
biography and  memoir  we  meet 
an  accomplished  scholar,  a  dis- 
tinguished politician,  a  traveller 
in  many  lands.  The  autobio- 
graphical notes  were  found,  after 
Sir  John  Bowring' s  death,  amon^ 
his  papers.  Api)areatly  he  had 
intended  some  day  to  put  them 
into  a  connected  shape,  but  had 
never  done  so.'  For  the  arrange- 
ment, therefore,  we  are  indebted 
to  Mr.  Lewin  B.  Bowring,  who 
also  has  given  us  the  prefatory 
memoir. 

Adventures  are  to  the  adven- 
turous, it  is  said,  and  certainly  Sir 
John  belonged  to  this  class,  f^our 
times  he  was  run  away  with  bv 
horses,  and  narrowly  escaped  with 
his  life ;  he  fell  senseless  from  a 
high  wall  on  one  occasion  ;  he 
was  icebound  at  sea  on  another; 
he  was  shipwrecked;  he  was  robbed 
and  just  escaped  murder  by  high- 
waymen ;  and  once  he  was  poisoned. 
In  addition  to  these  hair-breadth 
escapes,  he  passed  through  sundry 
fevers  and  imprisonments.  After 
such  a  career  we  marvel  to  hear  of 
him  celebrating  his  80th  birthday 
surrounded  by  his  family,  and 
shortly  afterwards  dying  quietly 
in  his  bed,  within  a  stone's  throw 


of  the  house  where  he  was  bom ; 
his  orbit  complete. 

Sir  John  Bowring  was  brought 
up  as  a  Unitarian.  We  iind  the 
fcmowing  amusing  reminiscence  of 
the  clocK  at  the  meeting-house  he 
attended  in  his  boyhood : — 

''  There  was  a  clock — a  broad-faced 
clock — the  movements  of  whose 
minute-hand  it  was  my  comfort  and 
amusement  to  watch  when  the  sermon 
was  particularly  dull,  ur  when  my 
thoughts  had  nothing  else  to  do. 
Upon  that  white  field,  with  its  figures 
that  never  moved,  and  its  pointers 
that  were  always  moving,  one  most 
visibly  and  the  other  invisibly,  how 
often  did  my  thoughts  repose.  The 
two  hands  were  the  images  of  know- 
ledge and  faith.  The  progress  of  one 
I  could  triace  from  '  tick  to  tick ' — of 
the  other  I  only  felt  that  it  moved, 
but  I  could  convince  myself  that  it 
had  moved  if,  for  a  few  minutes  only, 
I  turned  my  eye  away.  Over  the 
clock  was  a  golden  sun  half  emerging, 
but  I  never  knew  whether  it  was 
intended  to  exhibit  the  rising  or  the 
setting  of  the  luminarv.  Opposite 
this  was  the  scythe  of  j>eath,  ^gilded 
too.  I  well  recollect  my  amction 
when,  one  Sunday,  I  discovered  that 
the  blade  of  the  scythe  had  fallen, 
and  nothing  was  left  but  the  handle. 
That  blade  was  never  restored.  I 
think  I  made  some  effort  to  obtain 
its  restoration,  but  its  fall  was  an 
appropriate  lesson,  and  had  its  be- 
coming moraL" 

From  the  section  entitled  '^  Coun- 
tries Visited,"  under  the  head 
"  S^Tia,"  we  select  the  following 
poetical  description  of  the  Sea  of 
Glalilee: — 

''  How  beautiful,"  I  exclaimed,  "is 
the  Sea  of  Galilee  !  How  beautiful 
the  wild  flowers  on  its  borders  !  beau- 
tiful the  barren  mountains  on  the 
east,  more  beautiful  still  the  green 
valleys  on  the  west!  There  was 
complete  solitude  on  the  lake— not  a 
boat,  not  a  human  being.  We  sat  on 
its  shore  looking  above  to  Magdala, 
where  are  the  ancient  graves  hewu 
out  of  ^e  rock.  As  we  turned  to  the 
lake,  we  witnessed  one  of  the  pheno- 
mena which  frec^uecLti^  ^)^nQsvDLXi&KD^ 
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lakes.  There  was  a  yiolent  hairicana 
coining  from  the  oppoBite  hills,  which 
shook  the  lake  violently,  and  then, 
suddenly  there  was  a  great  calm.  We 
sat  down  to  take  our  meal  by  the  side 
of  a  rivulet  running  into  the  lake,  the 
banks  being  ooverod  with  flowering 
rhododendrons,  while  I  gathered  some 
of  the  watercresses  which  grew  there 
abundantly.  £ver3rthing  looked  bright 
and  happy,  the  fields  were  filled  with 
oxen,  uiere  were  multitudinous  wild 
flowers,  and  numbers  of  green  lizards 
were  running  about  the  rocks.  Most 
of  the  towns,  once  so  thickly  peopled, 
and  of  whose  large  trade  on  the 
Galilean  Sea  Josephus  speaks,  were 
but  solitudes.  We  entered  Nazareth 
close  by  the  declivity  down  which 
Jesus  passed  through  .  the  crowd. 
Many  women,  the  younger  of  them 
very  pretty  (and,  being  Chnstians, 
they  were  not  veiled),  were  filling 
with  water  from  the  wells  the  vessels 
which  they  bore  gracefully  on  their 
heads.  In  the  streets  there  were  loud 
songs  and  music,  and  a  procession 
was  escorting  a  bridegroom  home. 
He  wore  a  white  turban,  and  was 
arrayed  in  handsome  scarlet  garments. 
Multitudes  of  children  followed  the 
trains  of  the  bridegroom  and  the 
bride." 

From  the  notes  on  "  Siam "  in 
the  same  section  we  take  the  fol- 
lowing : — 

*'He  (the  King  of  Siam)  insisted 
that  the  vulgar  errors  which  are  pre^ 
valent  in  Siam  now,  as  they  were 
formerly  in  Europe,  are  not  warranted 
by  the  earlier  revelations  of  Gautama, 
who  lived  about  the  time  of  Confucius 
and  Herodotus,  and  is  deemed  the 
last  incarnation  of  Booddha  mani- 
fested to  the  world.  It  is  remarkable 
that  a  similar  philosophic  spirit  dis- 
tinguishes t&e  reformed  Brahmins  of 
In£a,  who  repudiate  the  corruptions 
found  in  the  Sh&stras,  and  aver  that 
there  is  no  authority  for  such  adulte- 
rations in  the  more  ancient  and  far 
more  sacred  books,  the  Yedas.  Among 
the  Reformed  Hebrews,  there  is  a 
similar  determination  to  reject  the 
teachings  of  the  Talmud,  as  having  no 
Divine  authority,  while  even  in  the 
Christian  Church,  many  are  bringing 
into  the  field  of  disoussion  opinions 


which,  a  few  centuries  ago.  would 
undoubtedly  have  been  deemed  hetero- 
dox and  heretical  In  China,  the 
learned  Confucians  treat  with  utter 
contempt  the  hundreds  of  volumes  of 
legendary  rubbish  which  have  been 
introduced  by  the  Booddhist  and 
Tauist  priests.  In  fact,  a  new  spirit 
of  religious  investigation  pervades  tiie 
whole  Eastern  and  Western  world, 
and,  in  the  course  of  a  few  centuries, 
will  no  doubt  modify  opinions  now 
deeply  rooted  and  widely  spread." 

The  sketches  of  various  celebri- 
ties shew  that  insight  into  character 
and  correct  judgment  of  men  which 
rendered  Sir  John  Bowiing  so 
able  a  diplomatist. 

Ancient  Music  of  Ireland,  Se- 
lected from  the  Petrie  Collection, 
and  arranged  for  the  Pianoforte 
by  Francis  HofEmann.  Published 
by  Messrs.  Pigott  and  Co.,  112, 
Grafton  Street,  Dublin. 

With  the  volume  now  published 
by  Messrs.  Pigott,  the  series  of 
Irish  national  airs  commenced  by 
Bunting  in  the  year  1792  is  at 
last  complete,  and  we  rejoice  to 
feel  that  all  the  authentic  melo- 
dies hitherto  gathered  by  trust- 
worthy collectors  throughout  the 
country  have  now  been  saved  firom 
oblivion.  The  volume  before  us 
contains  208  airs,  which  number, 
when  added  to  those  previously 
published,  makes  in  all  about 
seven  hundred.  The  results  of 
Bunting's  labours  were  given  to 
the  world  in  three  separate  vo- 
limies,  respectively  appearing  in 
the  years  1796,  1809,  and  1840. 
These  have  been  followed  up  by 
the  two  smaller  collections  of  Joyce 
and  Levey,  but  the  labours  of  fcbr. 
Petrie  form  the  crowning  effort  of 
all  workers  in  this  particular 
branch  of  Irish  art.  A  Society 
for  the  Preservation  and  Publica- 
tion of  the  Melodies  of  Ireland 
was  formed  in  Dublin  twenty-six 
years  ago,  under  whose  auspioes 
a  volume,    containing    147    aiza^ 
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"being  a  portion  of  tliose  collected 
l)y  Dr.  Petrie,  was  published  in 
the  year  1855,  but  owing  to  many 
causes  the  effort  to  carry  on  the 
work  had  to  be  abandoned,  and 
-since  then  the  remainder  has  lain' 
in  the  hands  of  Dr.  Petrie's  family 
and  friends,  who  finally  entrusted 
the  arrangement  and  editing  of 
the  work  to  Mr.  Francis  Hoffmann, 
of  Dublin.  We  are  much  mis- 
taken if  the  result  of  his  dis- 
interested labours  be  not  accepted 
with  gratitude  by  others  as  well  as 
Irishmen.  It  must,  we  think,  be 
acknowledged  by  all  well-informed 
musicians  as  a  great  boon  that 
these  airs  are  now  united  to 
well-considered  harmonies,  which 
in  no  sense  interfere  with,  but,  ori 
the  contrary,  serve  to  develope  their 
individuality.  We  have  the  au- 
thority of  Liszt  (perhaps  the 
^eatest  arranger  of  music  for  the 
piano  that  ever  lived)  for  stating 
that  the  arrangement  of  the  na- 
tional melodies  of  any  country  is 
a  task  requiring  no  small  skill 
.and  musical  knowledge.  The  pre- 
servation of  simplicity,  with  the 
addition  of  just  such  an  amount  of 
fine  harmonisation  as  will  intensify 
without  exaggerating  the  character 
of  the  air,  and  be  subservient  to 
the  meaning  and  sentiment  of  the 
melody,  requires  no  little  tcict  and 
scientific  knowledge  in  the  ar- 
ranger, combined  with  sympathy 
with  and  reverence  for  the  national 
genius  by  which  such  music  was 
inspired.  In  these  points  we  have 
no  hesitation  in  sa3ring  that  Mr. 
Hoffmann's  arrangements  far  ex- 
ceed those  in  the  previous  publica- 
tions to  which  we  have  already 
4illuded.  Much  depends  on  the 
way  in  which  these  melodies  are 
played,  and  we  woidd  here  only 
remind  those  who  make  the  effort 
of  the  memorable  words  of  George 
Sand,  **  The  art  of  singing  is  the 
same  on  all  instnmients."  We 
may  add,  of  recitation  also,  since 


in  many  phrases  of  these  melodies 
we  meet  with  passages  which  are 
pure  recitative,  wherein  the 
questions  as  to  time  and  accentua- 
tion can  only  be  decided  by  the 
player's  judgment  and  feeling. 

Now  that  the  labours  of  col- 
lectors have  placed  so  large  a  body 
of  Irish  melodies  within  reach,  it 
is  to  be  hoped  that  these  may  prove 
a  real  source  of  inspiration  to 
poeticaT  writers,  who  will  do  well  to 
translate  into  words  the  sentiment 
of  many  of  those  melodies  whose 
mere  names  are  full  of  poetry,  such 
as,  **When  she  answered  me  her 
voice  was  low."  '*  There  is  a  lone 
house."  "  Scorching  is  this  love." 
**I  wish,  I  wish,  but  I  wish  in 
vain."  ''  The  Song  of  the  Ghost." 
'*The  Eagle's  Whistle."  **The 
Song  of  the  Woods."  **The 
Banks  of  Daisies."  While  the 
last-mentioned  are  full  of  buoyant 
and  idyllic  grace,  the  lullabies  are 
imbued  with  the  very  spirit  of 
maternal  tenderness.  In  her  fu» 
neral  chants  and  lamentations^ 
Ireland  stands  pre-eminent  among 
Celtic  nations,  and  we  should 
point  to  Nos.  191,  51,  84,  and  152, 
as  singularly  expressive.  Eight 
hymn  tunes,  collected  by  Dr. 
Petrie  in  congregations  among 
the  most  remote  districts  of  Ire- 
land, have  been  placed  together 
by  Mr.  Hoffmann  at  the  close  of 
the  volume.  At  pages  1 30  and  1 32 
we  find  airs  that  are  admirably 
fitted  for  adaptation  to  the  Sane- 
tus  and  Kyrie.  We  hope  to  be 
able  to  mark  the  reappearance 
of  her  native  sacred  music  in 
the  devotional  assemblies  of  Ire- 
land, blending  the  religion  of  her 
present  with  her  past  through 
means  of  those  simple  strains  that 
were  bom  of  a  time  when  her  fer- 
vent faith  shed  its  rays  through 
Western  Europe. 

Ireland  has  not  yet  seen  the  task 
completed  which  was  so  well  begun 
by  Moore,  of  wedding  ha^t  Ts^s^si- 
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dies  to  yerse  as  perfect  as  the  music 
itself.  There  are  living  writers, 
such  as  Samuel  Ferguson  and 
Aubrey  de  Vere,  the  genius  of 
whose  poetry  is  as  Irish  as  these 
melodies,  and  who,  at  all  events, 
have  invested  the  wild  legends  of 
Ireland  with  the  grace  and  sweet- 
ness of  their  own  natures,  never- 
theless we  can  seldom  link  their 
song^  and  ballads  with  any  special 
air.  Let  us  hope  that  they,  and  also 
such  writers  as  Alfred  Graves,  and 
William  Allingham,  and  Arch- 
bishop Trench,  may  yet  supply 
the  want,  and  that  as  they  grow 
familiar  with  these  strains  their 
spirits  may  be  kindled,  and  their 
art  gain  individuality  by  draughts 
of  inspiration  from  native  sources 
of  music. 


Provtrhs  in  Porcelain  and  Other 
Verses.  By  Austin  Dobson.  C. 
Kegan  Paul  &  Co.     1877. 

An  explanation  of  Mr.  Dobson's 
title  will  shew  the  class  of  poetry 
to  which  his  work  belongs.  Two 
friends  with  "taste  for  old 
costume "  are  foimd  **  in  some 
soft-lighted  room, "  and  grow 
eloquent  and  half-pathetio  over 
some  specimens  of  rare  old 
crockery.  Anon  they  begin  to 
speculate  upon  the  figures  upon 
the  plates;  here  are  shepherds 
and  shepherdesses,  there  are  ladies 
of  the  anden  regime,  all  filling  their 
little  parts  in  some  small  drama 
of  life ;  what  is  their  story  ? 

The  depiction  of  such  imaginary 
scenes  as  these  forming  the  main 
contents  of  **  Proverbs  in  Porce- 
lain," it  is  evident  that  Mr.  Dobson 
belongs  to  the  class — not  a  very 
large  one  if  we  ignore  composers 
of  rubbish — of  writers  of  vers  de 
sociite. 

For  a  singer  of  this  class  to 
merit  notice  he  must  do  his  work 
well.  A  poet  of  great  imaginings 
and  wondrous  leap  of  thought  is 


sometimes  pardoned  for  breach  of 
poetic  rule;  a  writer  of  "airy 
nothings"  must  do  his  work  to 
exquisite  perfection.  Mr.  Dobson 
may  claim  to  weave  with  a  charm 
which  makes  his  poetical  fancies 
as  elegant  as  the  wavy  lines  and 
rainbow  colours  of  artistic  glass 
ware.  But  we  are  soon  surfeited 
with  daintiness,  and  Mr.  Dobson, 
having  the  power  of  producing 
sterner  stuff,  shoidd  think  well  lest 
he  give  us  too  many  verses  moulded 
superbly  out  of  foam.  A  quality 
of  French  humour,  to  match 
French  models  of  verse,  is  taken 
up  with  some  success.  "  The  Idyl 
of  the  Carp  "  has  something  in  it. 
Would  that  as  much  can  be  said 
for  "  In  Town,"  which  is  a  mere 
tour  de  force  in  the  placing  of  lines 
and  rhymes,  like  a  difficult  exercise 
on  the  piano.  Here  is  a  piece 
of  another;  a  piece  is  quite 
enough : — 

When  I  fww  you  last,  Rose, 
You  were  only  so  high  ; — 
How  fast  the  time  goes  ! 

Like  a  bud  ere  it  blows, 
You  just  peeped  at  the  sky, 
When  I  saw  you  last.  Rose  ! 

Now  your  petals  unclose. 
Now  your  May-time  is  nigh  ; — 
How  faat  the  time  goes  ! 

There  are  two  or  three  poems  in 
the  volume  which  are  poems  and 
more  than  pretty  lingual  artifices. 
One  is  "A  Tale  of  Polypheme" 
which  is  too  long  to  quote ;  another 
"The  Prayer  of  the  Swine  to- 
Circe."  The  following  is  brief  and 
touching : — 

The  Child-Musician. 

He  had    played    for    his    lordship's 
levee. 
He  had  played  for  her  ladyship's 
whim, 
Till  the  poor  httle  head  was  heavy, 
And  the  poor  little  brain    would 
swim. 
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And  the  face  grew  peaked  and  eerie. 
And  the  large  eyes  strange    ana 
bright, 
And   they   said — too  late — "He   is 
weary  ! 
He  shall  rest   for,  at   least.   To- 
night !" 

But  at  dawn,  when  the  birds  were 

waking, 

As  they  watched  in  the  silent  room, 

With  the  sound  of  a  strained  cord 

breaking, 

A  something  snapped  in  the  gloom. 

^Twas  a  string  of  his  violoncello. 
And  they  heard   him  stir  in  his 

bed: — 
'^  Make  room  for  a  tired  little  fellow, 
Kind  Ood  !" — was  the  last  that  he 

said. 


The  Battle  of  the  Standard,     By 
W.  A.  Gibbs.     London. 

Many  years  ago,  a  writer  at 
whom  it  is  very  easy  for  the 
meanest  of  us  to  sneer,  but  whose 
^*  wise  saws  and  modem  instances  " 
it  is  sometimes  difficiilt  for  the 
wisest  of  us  to  disprove,  wrote  as 
follows  : — "  I  suppose  the  chief 
bar  to  the  action  of  imagination, 
and  stop  to  all  greatness  in  this 
present  age  of  ours,  is  its  mean 
and  shallow  love  of  jest  and  jeer, 
so  that  if  there  be  in  any  ^oa  and 
lofty  work  a  flaw  or  failing,  or 
uncfipped  vulnerable  part  where 
sarcasm  may  stick  or  stay,  it  is 
caught  at,  and  pointed  at,  and 
buzzed  about,  and  fixed  upon,  and 
«tung  into,  as  a  recent  wound  is 
by  flies,  and  nothing  is  ever  taken 
seriously  nor  as  if  it  was  meant,  but 
always,  if  it  may  be,  turned  the 
wrong  way,  and  misunderstood ; 
and  while  tliis'is  so,  there  is  not, 
nor  cannot  be,  any  hope  of  achieve- 
ment of  high  things;  men  dare 
not  open  their  hearts  to  us,  if  we 
are  to  broil  them  on  a  thorn-fire." 
It  requires  a  little  courage,  now-a- 
days,  to  publicly  avow  oneself  a 
believer  in  Mr.  Buskin — especially 
«ince  his  difPerences  with  the  book- 


seUing  trade — ^but  these  words  are 
his. 

Was  there  ever  a  more  proeaio 
age  than  ours — ^in  the  worst  sense 
01  the  term  ?    Our  grandmothers 
were  prosaic  in  their  way ;  that  is 
to  say,  they  lived  what  in  these 
days    of    fastness    and    frivolity 
would  be  called  a  dull  life.    Thej 
could  and  did  make  their    hus> 
bands'  shirts,  and  stockings,  and  so 
forth;  they  were  cunning  in  the 
construction  of  pastir  and  sweets ; 
they  had  very  defined  notions  as  to 
the  proper  mode  of  managing  the 
House,  as  to  cookery,  their  duty  to 
Gt)d  and  their  neighbour,  and  so 
forth.    But  the  poor,   benighted 
creatures  had    not    many    books 
— true,  they  read  what  they  had, 
which  were  TOod  ones ;  they  could 
not  prattle  ghbly  about  art,  whether 
they    understood    it   or    not;    in 
short,  they  were    **bad  style" — 
perhaps    flhey   do    not    regret   it 
now.  But  we,  their  grandchildren, 
live  in  a  superior  age;  we  have 
superior  intelligence ;  we  can  read 
the  reviews  of  **  Queen  Mary,"  or 
"Erectheus,"   or   **Fifine  at  the 
Fair,"  and  so  talk  about  the  books 
as  if  we  had  read  them,   which 
does  quite  as  well,  or  even  better, 
since  we   are   saved  unnecessary 
trouble.     It  is  unnecessary.     For 
what  do   nine   people  out  of  ten 
really    care    about    poetry  ?     To 
how  many  cheeks   does  it  bring 
a    sudden    blush   of    surprise   or 
delight?    to    how  many  eyes  the 
sudden     delicious      tears,    which 
would  be  the  poet's  sweetest  guer- 
don could  he  but  see  them  ?    We 
are  now  ashamed  of  our  best  feel- 
ings, even  when  we  have  them, 
and  there  can  be  no  true  poetry 
where   feeling  is  debarred  from 
expression.      If    there     be    any 
characteristics  more    than  others 
distinguishing  this  time,  they  are  i 
false  shame»    mock-modesty,  and^ 
the  greed  of  wealth..  "S^^aR^  ^c^sssa^ 
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must  not  even  own  to  having 
hearts !  A  man  shall  be  ashamed 
to  kiss  his  own  mother  in  public, 
to  say  nothing  of  his  father  or 
his  fnend.  Forsooth,  he  must  be 
ashamed  of  his  own  emotions. 
Then  for  mock-modesty;  we  are 
so  very  pure  that  we  cannot  bear 
to  hear  Dame  Quickly  tell  how 
Palstaff  cried  out  "God"  three 
times,  but  must  needs  change  the 
word  to  "  Heaven  ; "  yet  do  but 
read  some  of  our  suggestive  three- 
volume  novels  !  As  for  the  greed 
of  gain,  it  needs  no  word  of  mine 
to  shew  how  terribly  that  is  imder- 
mining  all  the  old  life  which 
once  made  Britain  the  cynosure 
of  Europe.  The  question  now  is 
not  *as  it  fitting?^'  **Is  it  true?" 
or,  '*  Is  it  right  ?  "—but,  "  WiU  it 
pay  ?  "  We  have  grown  too  wise 
for  sentiment,  and  too  busy ;  we 
have  *'put  away  childish  tlungs," 
and  forgotten  that  *'  childish,"  and 
"  child-like  "  are  not  synonymous 
terms,  and  that  there  has  been  a 
certain  judgment  of  those  who 
will  not  ''become  as  little  chil- 
dren!" 

Now,  poetry  is  averse  to  stolidity, 

it  demands  feeling,  it  does  not  pay, 

and  therefore  it  is  not  popidar.    It 

is  all  very  fine  to  say  that  the 

works  of  some  of  our  more  noted 

living  writers  sell  in  vast  numbers 

— what  does  that  prove?     Only 

that    the    buyers  fall  down  and 

worship  the  golden  image  which 

Mrs.  (Jnmdy  the  Great  hath  set 

up ;   not  that  they  know  or  care 

about  the  merits  of  the  author ! 

How    many  of    those    who    talk 

about  Tennyson  or  Morris  could 

pass    an    examination    in    their 

works  ?     Or  take  a  simpler  test : 

how  many  ever  open  the  pa^es  of 

— we  will  not  say  Chaucer — but  of 

Milton,  Spenser,  or  Pope  ?   People 

universally     agree     in     praising 

•'Paradise     Lost"     an^    ^^T!\xa 

Faery   Queen,"  having  i^To\ia>>Vj 

never  read  either  •,  Wt  \iO^  "caasv^ 


know  more  than  by  name  * '  Comus  "* 
or  the  *'  Hymn  on  Divine  Love  "  ? 
If  poetry  were  really  popular,  in 
the  true  sense,  there  would  be  less 
talk  and  more  study.  Only  study 
would  involve  a  certain  amount  of 
thought,  a  great  entering  into 
oneself,  and,  above  all — ^a  waste 
of  marketable  time ! 

After  all  this  preface,  we  are 
only  going  to  speak  of  the  work 
of  a  poetic  writer  that  is  very  little 
known. 

Most  of  Mr.  Gibbs's  admirers 
doubtless  associate  him  with  those 
simple  poems  of  domestic  interest, 
such  as  the  "  Story  of  a  Life,"  by 
which  he  first  made  such  reputa- 
tion as  he  has  attained.  Indeed,  he 
has,  in  those  works,  done  such  yeo- 
man's service  in  the  cause  of  truth 
and  morality,  that  it  is  hard  to 
speak  in  terms  of  even-seeming 
depreciation  of  them ;  still  it  is  a 
question  whether  the  author  is  not 
doing  more  really  valuable  work 
in  recalling  the  minds  of  a  slug- 
gish generation  to  the  days  when, 
**  getting  on  "  was  not  the  be-all 
and  end-all  of  existence.     It  is 
strange  that  poets  generally  should 
have  so  much  neglected  Stephen 
of  Blois,  one  of  the  finest  charac- 
ters and  grandest  kings  who  liave 
ever    ennobled  England ;    and  it 
was  decidedly  a  happy  thought  to 
make  his  reign  the  subject  of  an 
epic,  for  such,  in  spite  ot  its  leng^ 
and  form,     '*The  Battle  of  the 
Standard  "  practically  is.     Before  ' 
offering  some  few  remarks  upon 
the  poem  itself,  it  may  be  well  to 
remark  upon  the  measure  which 
the  author  has  selected.     For  it  is 
a  question  whether  the  ordinary 
blank  verse  is  entirely  suited  to  a 
prolonged  work  of  this  nature; 
the  heroic  measure  is  more  stately,, 
and  the  octosyllabic,  as  used  by 
Scott  in  "Marmion,"  and  by  the 
\^\fe  "5T<5iCftsaor  Gonington  in  his* 
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ment  of  either  of  these  measures 
there  is  an  objection ;  veiy  lew 
poets  have  risen  superior  to  the 
scholastic  trammels  of  the  former, 
whilst,  except  in  the  hands  of  a 
master,  the  latter  has  a  dang^erous 
tendency  to  degenerate  into  jingle. 
Even  the  Wizard  of  the  North 
himself  sometimes  shews  the  ill- 
effects  of  its  ''  fatal  faciHty  " !  80, 
on  the  whole,  Mr.  Gibbs  may  be 
believed  to  have  known  what  he 
was  about  in  choosing  a  metre 
which  has,  undoubtedly,  a  special 
dignity  of  its  own,  and  of  which 
his  former ;  works  have  shewn 
him  to  have  very  considerable 
mastery. 

There  are,  scattered  throughout 
the  work,  innumerable  passages 
which  shew  that,  whatever  other 
poetical  talents  the  author  may 
be  judged  to  possess,  he  has  at 
any  rate  a  fair  power  of  de- 
scription ;  these  must  be  noticed 
in  their  proper  places.  Stephen, 
on  his  way  to  Tunbrid^e — not 
Tonhridgej  Mr.  Gibbs! — lialts  at 
the  house  of  an  old  Saxon  noble, 
one  Sigbert,  with  whose  fair  grand- 
daughter two  of  the  King's  knights, 
Hugh  Montresse,  and  the  Comte 
d'Auray,  both  fall  in  love — the 
former  honestly,  the  latter  after 
the  manner  of  fools  and  scoundrels 
generally.  The  fair  Elfrida  favours 
Gervase  de  Bohun,  another  knight 
seen  for  the  first  time — as  one  of 
our  greatest  poets  has  said  in  bis 
**  saw  of  might,"  **  Who  ever  loved 
that  loved  not  at  first  sight ! " 
But  Stephen  has  to  march  again, 
and  a  capital  song  enlivens  the 
way,  from  the  minstrel-knight, 
Bichard  de  la  Fosse. 

Ho  !  ho  !  Sir  Knight, 

What  is  thy  delight  ? 

Lovest    thou    fighting     or    feasting 

best, 
Or  hawk   or  hound^  or  the  tourney 

ground 
With    thy    Jadye*8    pledge    on   thy 

plumed  Great  ? 


I  love  my  hawk  and  I  love  my  homid 

And  my  gallant  horse  with  his  spring- 
ing bound, 

But  the  ring  of  the  tourney  I  loy» 
the  best ! 

With  my  visor  down  and  my  lance  iui 
rest, 

With  my  ladye*8  favour  on  plumed 
crest, 

With  teeth  clenched  hard  and  rein 
gripped  tight, 

To  dash  my  horse  at  a  boasting 
knight. 

And  thou,  Sir  Knight, 

.What  is  thy  deligjht  ? 

Lovest  thou  fishtine  or  feasting  best, 

Or  hawk  or  hound,  or  the  tourney 

ground 
With    thy    ladye's    pledge    on    thy 

plumed  crest  ? 

I  love  a  good  feast^  and  I  love  my 

hawk, 
And  in  ladye's  bower  sweet  loving 

talk, 
And  I  dearly  love  the  gallant  chase 

With  the  stag  in  sight,  the  hounds  at 

a  race. 
And  the  horses  full  strain  to   keep 

their  place ; 
But  of  all  delights,    'tis    my  chief 

delight 
To  join  in  the  clash  of  a  well- fought 

fight. 

And  here  the  author  shews  that 
he  can  do  something  more  than 
paint  a  pretty  picture,  or  indite  a 
pleasant  ditty ;  King  Stephen's 
speech,  especially  his  apostrophe 
to  England,  may  be  instanced  as  a 
fair  sample  of  the  way  in  which 
the  great  captain  may  be  be- 
lieved to  have  felt,  if  not  to  havo 
spoken  : — 

— is  not  this  fairyland  ? 
Look  how    yon    silvery  sun-lighted 

mist 
Lifts  and  reveals  broad  fields  besprent 

with  pearls, 
So  fair,  so  white  in  holy  purity 

That  e'en  the  sun  seems  dazzled  with 

delight 
And    sheds    on    earth   a    mellowed 

softened  warmth. 
See  from  the  sparkling,  frosted  plaia 

stand  out 
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Orand  tranks  of    giant  trees — vast 

thicket  growths 
j\ich  in  their  green  and  gold  and 

ruby  tints ; 
So  rich,   80   glorious,   that  we   well 

might  deem 
They  were  full-laden  with  delicious 

fruit 
Like  orchards  of  the  fair  Hesperides  ! 
Say,  can  the  ocean  in  its  grandest 

form, 
Or  rugged  cliff,  or  lofty  mountain  peak 
Compare  in  beauty  with  this  forest 

scene  ? 

Now  all  the  mists  have  vanished,  like 
the  doubts 

And  daik  uncertainties  that  chill  the 
blood 

Upon  the  mom  of  battle,   ere   the 
clash 

Of  the  first  onslaught  fills  the  veins 
with  fire. 

And,  like  a  veil  that  hid  the  white- 
robed  bride. 

Reveals  a  beauty  we  scarce  dreamed 
could  be. 

Oh,  lovely  England,  thou  shalt  be  my 

bride  ! 
I'll  woo  thee  like  a  soldier,  clad  in 

steel, 
And  win  thee  at  the  hazard  of  my 

life  ; 
But  winning  thee, — when  once  thou 

art  my  own 
I'll  buckler  thee  against  the  world  in 

arms  ! 

TThe  King  reaches  Tunbridge, 
sends  off  Dq  la  Fosse  as  a  scout  to 
London,  and  the  book  ends  with  an 
account  of  a  wolf -hunt  which,  were 
it  not  for  its  length,  would  deserve 
quotation.  After  this,  we  get  six 
other  cantos,  treating  respectively 
of  Stephen's  march  and  triumphal 
entry  into  London  ;  of  the  villain- 
ous scheme  of  D'Auray  to  entrap 
Elfrida,  and  of  its  discomfiture  by 
her  true  lover ;  of  certain  events 
(including  the  great  fire)  attending 
the  King's  sojourn  in  the  Metro- 
polis ;  of  the  Queen's  departure 
for  York  to  head  her  husband's 
army  against  the  invading  Scots ; 
of  the  great  Battle  of  the  Standard 
itself  ;  and  last,  \)ut  ty  -ao  tsv^^ch^ 


least  from  a  romantic  point  of 
view,  of  Gervase  de  Bohun's  suc- 
cessful foray  into  the  Border  Land 
for  the  recovery  of  his  lady-love. 
Of  course,  there  are  minor  episodes 
— some  of  them  possessine^  singa- 
lar  beauty,  but  these  are  me  main 
incidents  which  go  to  make  up 
what  is,  in  its  way,  a  remarkable 
poem,  and,  in  any  case,  one  which 
shews  a  wholesome  disposition  on 
the  part  of  our  younger  writers  of 
verse. 

B.  MoirraoMERiE  HANKma. 


Marhy  Castle ;  a  Novel.  2  vols. 
Edited  by  Sir  GFamet  Wolseley, 
G.C.M.G.,  K.C.B.,  &c.  Remington 
and  Co. 

It  seems  a  pity  that  Sir  Garnet 
Wolseley  should  not  have  be^na 
real,  ratlier  than  a  nominal  editor 
of  this  novel,  written  by  his  sister 
and  bearing  his  name  upon  its 
title-page  ;  out  we  can  traice  very 
few  signs  of  editorship  throughont 
its  pages.  Some  of  the  characteis 
which  are  introduced  as  if  they 
were  really  important,  have  so 
little  to  do  with  the  plot,  and  are 
so  imnecessary  to  the  hero  and 
heroine,  that  one  cannot  but  sus- 
pect them  of  having  strayed  out  of 
some  different  novel.  Certain 
chapters  of  the  book  might  easily 
have  been  taken  from  any  other  of 
the  authoress's  MSS.,  and  have 
been  added  to  the  story  by  labelling 
one  of  the  characters  with  a  name 
from  "  Marley  Castle."  This,  to  the 
ordinary  novel  reader,  will  prob- 
ably appear  the  most  flagrant  fault 
of  the  book ;  but  we  are  bound 
to  confess  that  there  are  others. 
The  story  is  one  without  action  or 
incident,  being  for  the  most  part  a 
mere  account  of  the  emotions  of 
two  persons.  As  a  natural  conse- 
quence, the  incidents  introduced 
do  not  hang  together  very  well. 
The  style  is  that  of  the  ordinary 
fiction  writer,  monotonous  and  not 
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over  grammatfbal.  Now  and  again 
a  better  style  is  shewn,  and 
towards  the  end  some  of  the  situa- 
tions are  original  and  promising. 
But  the  hope  of  something  striking 
is  soon  taken  from  us  by  a  rapid 
ending  in  ^'happiness  ever  after" 
of  a  most  tame  and  trite  descrip- 
tion. 


Richard  III.  and  Macbeth:  The 
Spirit  of  Eomantic  Play  in  relation- 
ship to  the  principles  of  Greek 
and  of  Gothic  Art,  and  to  the 
picturesque  interpretations  of  Mr. 
Henry  Irving  :  A  Dramatic  Study, 
by  T.  H.  Hall  Caine.  Simpkin, 
Marshall  &  Go. 

We  have,  we  confess  it,  but 
small  sjrmpathy  with  the  tediously 
critical  spirit  in  which  it  is  the 
fashion  just  now  to  pursue  the 
study  of  Shakespeare.  The  minute 
analysis  of  words,  the  laborious 
desire  to  extract  from  every 
quaintly  turned  line  some  hidden 
meaning  of  philosophy,  the  infinite 
pains  taken  in  the  proving  of  wild 
or  useless  hypotheses,  and  indeed 
the  entire  spirit  of  almost  fanatical 
reverence  which  characterises  the 
proceedings  of  modem  Shakes- 
pearean societies,  would  seem  to 
be  the  extravagant  reaction  after 
a  long  period  of  neglectful  apathy. 
"We  have  our  fits  and  starts  of 
Shakespearean  veneration  as  of 
everytlung  else.  A  very  few  years 
ago  the  works  of  the  master  had 
fallen  into  complete  disuse :  with 
Mr.  Irving's  assumption  of  Hamlet 
a  healthy  revival  set  in  ;  universal 
criticism,  both  hostile  and  favour- 
able, was  evoked,  and  could  w# 
have  rested  satisfied  with  jour- 
nalistic discussions  innumerable, 
there  would  be  nothing  to  complain 
of  now.  But  we  ran  into  thought- 
less excess  with  our  suggestions, 
surmises,  criticisms  ;  fresh  societies 
for  the  imra veiling  of  knotty  points 
were  started     every  student  of  the 


bard  had  his  little  dogmatic  say  on 
the  reading  of  disputed  passages. 
All  sorts  of  new  "theories  "  were 
perpetually  shooting  up — occasion- 
ally thoughtful,  frequently  comic, 
seldom  practical — till  one  began  to 
think  the  subject  should  be  well- 
nigh  exhausted.  Mr.  Caine,  how- 
ever, is  of  opinion  that  there  is 
room  for  yet  another  theory, 
'*  because,"  says  he,  "  there  re- 
mains an  important  principle  by 
the  light  of  wliich  the  noble  trage- 
dies may  still  present  many  points 
of  novelty  ;"  but  we  fear  that  the 
outcome  of  his  researches  will  be 
of  no  great  value  to  the  student. 
Mr.  Caine  appears  to  be  a  careful 
thinker,  ana  a  warm  admirer  of 
Mr.  Irving  ;  but  we  see  nothing  of 
sufficient  importance  in  his  essay 
on  Macbeth  and  Richard  HI.  to 
warrant  its  issue  in  the  shape  of  a 
rather  pretentiously-styled  pam- 
phlet. In  the  first  place,  he  does 
not  appear  competent  to  deal  with 
his  suDJect,  for  he  never  fairly 
grasps  it  throughout ;  and  in  the 
second,  he  has  tried  to  do  too  much 
in  too  little  space.  He  tells  us, 
certainly,  that  Shakespeare's  was 
a  Gothic  and  not  a  Grecian  mind  ; 
that  '*  the  critic  or  actor  who  brings 
priuciples  of  Greek  or  Eoman  art 
to  bear  upon  Shakespearean  play, 
must  necegsarily  very  widely  miss^ 
his  mark;"  that  lie  two  plays 
of  Richard  HI.  and  Macbeth 
are  reared  upon  sinular  lines  of 
construction ;  that  the  moral  in- 
terest of  the  latter  is  *^  entirely 
supernatural  in  character,"  and 
that,  consequently,  Mr.  Irving' s 
interpretation  "  must  be  in  some 
measure  wide  of  the  truth  ;  "  that 
the  moral  interest  of  Richard 
HI.  is  **  entirely  natural,"  and 
that  the  Hunchback  could  not  pos- 
sibly have  been  so  relentlessly 
cruel  as  Mr.  Irving  painted  him — 
but  did  it  need  a  brand-new  pam- 
phlet to  tell  us  this  ?  There  are 
some  intereatixi.^  t«tt^%i^  ^"^  *^ia» 
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relationship  between  actors  and 
plays,  and  on  the  difference  between 
an  historical  play  and  a  tragedy ; 
but  on  the  whole  we  cannot  honestly 
say  that  the  essay  will  repay  peru- 
sal to  a  busy  man.  Mr.  Caine's 
style  is  somewhat  misty  and  in- 
volvwl.  His  pamphlet,  however, 
contains  evidences  of  study,  and  he 
may  yet  lind  good  work  to  do  in 
the  region  of  dramatic  criticism. 


Weather  Warnings  for  Watchers : 
by  "  The  Clerk  "  himself .  London: 
Houlston  and  Sons,  1877. 

It  is  a  singular  fact  of  the  pre- 
sent age  that  it  should  combine 
the  least  amount  of  popular  lore, 
homely  observation  of  nature,  and 
general  alertness  of  instinct,  with 
the  greatest  extension  of  strictly 
scientific  study.  Our  physicists 
know  more  than  has  ever  been 
known  of  phenomena,  regarded  in 
a  purely  technical  manner;  our 
people  know  much  less  than  their 
grandmothers  of  the  daily  book  of 
nature.  Is  it  the  increase  of  city 
life,  is  it  the  diversion  due  to  the 
over-abundance  of  printed  matter, 
is  it  the  luxurious  tendency  of  the 
age  that  has  turned  our  eyes  away 
from  the  "  admirable  drama  of 
small  things  "  wherein  lives  poetry 
and  many  a  secret  element  of 
thought?  Who  rises  in  time  to 
watch  the  dew,  or  cares  about  the 
meanings  of  the  shapely  clouds, 
or  knows  whether  the  sun  be  pale, 
or  the  moon  ruddy,  or  the  stars 
dim  ?  Who  marks  whether  the  bats 
fly  thickly,  or  toads  are  seen  ?  Who 
hearkens  to  the  changes  in  the  cries 
of  birds,  or  notices  how  the  spider 
hangs  in  his  web,  or  watches  the 
leap  of  the  fish  in  still  water,  or 
how  the  smoke  curls  or  rises  from 
the  house  chimney  ?  Who  notes  the 
subtle  shiftings  of  the  wind,  or 
feels  the  pxilse  of  the  air  when 
atorm  is  near,  ox  gaz^^  a\,>^^ telwdl  ^ 
hand  in  tlie  sky  ^J    A.  le^r  o\^  ^tossl- 


dams,  fast  dying  oftt,  some  sea- 
faring men  and  farmers,  a  lessen- 
ing nimiber  of  simple  and  supersti- 
tious folk,  and  a  growing  army  of 
scientists  who  look  with  keen,  hard 
eyes  where  the  old,  stupid,  medita- 
tive country  folk  were  wont  to  see 
with  softer,  more  wistful  gaze. 

The  great  and  growing  middle 
classes,  the  prosperous  cit  and 
the  artisan,  see  little  of  them- 
selves, and  do  little  of  themselves, 
except  the  special  minor  thing 
they  live  by;  everything  is 
done  for  them ;  their  information 
they  get  for  a  penny,  and  their 
meditation  they  can  have  by  con- 
tract from  a  library  if  they  want 
it. 

The  huge  growth  of  cities  has, 
no  doubt,  exiled  millions  from 
their  place  in  nature,  and  though 
the  railroad  shews  the  way  to 
make  city  and  country  be  one,  yet 
centuries  apparently  will  have  to 
elapse  before  the  way  is  followed. 
Meanwhile,  what  is  being  done? 
The  book  that  distracts  from  nature 
is  also  the  book  that  instructs  in 
nature.  The  man  confined  in  the 
city  may  have  his  eyes  sharpened 
by  study,  so  that  his  power  of  ob- 
servation may  out-do  the  hind  on 
his  own  ground. 

Science  is  being  strenuously 
prosecuted  by  earnest  specialistB: 
these  again  hand  down  their  work 
to  intermediaries  or  popularisezs, 
who  distribute  it  to  the  public. 
And  in  the  end,  if  the  crowd  of 
miscellaneous  learning  now  being 
poured  upon  the  world  does  not 
nauseate  and  weary  the  mind  by 
its  very  magnitude,  we  may  not 
only  have  the  old  knowledge  re- 
gained, but  the  snperstitioiiB 
element  in  it  replaced  by  a  fearless 
and  open-eyed  intelligence. 

The  author  of  the  interesting 
little  treatise  before  us  may  claim 
to  have  done  something  towards 
>(iDL^  ^^A.t  work  of  the  distributioii 
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The  foUowing  is  the  kind  of 
fragment  he  aptly  gathers;  the 
passage  being  drawn  from  the 
^*  Phenomena  of  Radiation"  of  Mr. 
George  Warington : — 

''  The  delicate  tremor  of  the  sun's 
surface  particles,  shot  hither  through 
thirty  million  leagues  of  fine  intan- 
gible ssther,  has  power  to  raise  whole 
oceans  from  their   beds,    and    pour 
them  down  again    upon   the  earth. 
We  are  apt  to  measure  solar   heat 
merely  by  the  sensation  it  produces 
on  our  skin,  and  think  it  small  and 
weak  accoidingly ;   a  good  coal  fire 
will  heat  us  more.    But  its  true  mea- 
sure is  the  work  it  does.     Judged  by 
this  standard,  its  immensity  is  over- 
powering.    To  take  a  single  instance  : 
the  average  fall  of  dew  in  England  is 
about  five  inches  annually ;   for  the 
evaporation  of  the  vapour  necessary 
to    produce    this    trifling    depth    of 
moisture,  there  is  expended  daily  an 
amount  of  heat  equal  to  the  com- 
bustion of  sixty-eight  tons  of  coal  for 
every  square  mile  of  surface,  or,  for 
the  whole  of  England,  4,000,000  tons. 
Compare  now  the  size   of   England 
with  that  of  the  whole  earth — only 
Wffrth  part ;  extend  the  calculation 
to  rain,  as  well  as  dew,  the  average 
fall  of  which  on  the  whole  earth  is 
estimated  at  five  feet  annually,  or 
twelve  times  greater;   and  then  esti- 
mate the  sum  of  4,000,000  X  3,388  X 
12  =  162,264,000  tons,  or  about  3,000 
times  as  much  as  is  annually  raised 
in  the  whole  world  ;  and  we  have  the 
number  of  tons  of  coal  required  to 
produce   the  heat  expended  by  the 
sun  merely  in  raising  vapour  from 
the  sea  to  give  us  rain  during  a  single 

In  this  little  work  we  learn  simple 
facts  about,  and  the  methods  of 
oonstruction  and  use  of,  the  instru- 
ments that  under  classic  names  are 
measurers  of  the  weight  of  the 
air,  the  force  of  the  wind,  the 
qualities  of  electricity,  the  tem- 
perature, mountains,  moisture, 
ozone,  rain. 

The  following  is  an  observation 
that  might  be  made  even  by  a 
citizen : — 


Among  the  animals  whose  move- 
ments give  weather  warnings  few  are 
more  trustworthy  than  the  leech. 
The  reader  may  verify  this  by  placing 
one  in  a  broad  glass  bottle,  tied  over 
with  perforated  leather,  or  bladder. 
If  placed  in  a  northern  aspect,  the 
leech  will  be  found  to  behave  in  the 
following  manner : — 

1.  On  the  approach  of  fine  or  frosty 
weather,  according  to  the  season,  it 
will  be  found  curled  up  at  the  bottom. 
2.  On  the  approach  of  rain,  snow,  or 
wind,  it  will  rise  excitedly  to  the  sur- 
face. 3.  Thunder  will  cause  it  to  be 
much  agitated,  and  to  leave  the  water 
entirely. 

A  person  of  delicate  nerves,  and 
sensitive,  as  many  are,  to  the 
changes  of  weather,  unaccountable 
and  unforeseen  to  the  no-eyed  per- 
son, may  thus  find  an  exquisite 
sympathiser,  and  a  friend  that^ll  . 
teach  when  to  prepare  for  the 
trying  changes  that  so  much  affect 
-the  outward  manifestations  of  a 
nervous  person. 

The  following  suggest  a  theory 
also  that  a  resident  in  cities  might 
interest  himself  in  proving,  even 
though  dwelling  in  a  street 
whence  the  vault  of  heaven  is  un- 
seen, and  where  the  weather  can 
be  judged  by  few  signs  beyond 
that  of  the  mud  or  dryness  of  the 
street,  or  the  tendency  to  approach 
or  remove  from  the  indoor  fire  : — 

M.  Koppen  states,  as  the  result  of 
his  examination  into  the  chances  of  a 
change  of  weather,  that  the  wea;ther 
has  a  decided  tendency  to  preserve  its 
character.  Thus,  at  Brussels,  if  it 
has  rained  for  nine  or  ten  days  suc- 
cessively, the  ^lext  day  will  be  wet  also 
in  four  cases  out  of  Qye  ;  and  the 
chance  of  a  change  decreases  with  the 
length  of  time  for  which  the  weather 
from  which  the  change  is  to  take 
place  has  lasted. 

In  the  case  of  temperature  for  five- 
day  periods,  the  same  principle  holds 
good ;  for  if  a  cold  five-day  period 
sets  in  after  warm  weather,  we  can 
bet  two  to  one  that  the  next  sneh 
period  will  be  cold  too ;  but  if  the 
cold  has  lasted  for  two  months^  wo 
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can  bet  nearly  eight  to  one  that  the 
first  five  days  of  the  next  month  will 
be  cold  too.  The  chance  of  change 
is,  however,  greater  for  the  five-day 
periods  than  for  single  days.  Similar 
results  follow  for  the  months,  but 
here  again  the  chance  of  change 
shews  an  increase." 

The  argument  is  continued  by  our 
weather-derk  by  a  quotation  from 
"Recent  Progress  in  Weather 
Knowledge,"  by  R.  H.  Scott, 
F.R.S.:— 

''  If  we  revert  to  the  instance  first 
cited,  that  of  rain,  the  result  is,  fwt 
that  if  it  once  begins  to  rain  the 
chances  are  in  favour  of  its  never 
ceasing ;  all  that  is  implied  is,  that 
the  chances  are  against  its  ceasing  on 
a  definite  day,  and  that  they  increase 
with  the  length  of  time  the  rain  has 
lasted.  The  problem  is  similar  to 
that  of  human  life  :    the  chance  of  a 


baby  one  year  old  living  another  year 
is  less  than  that  of  a  man  of  thirty. 

"  The  practical  meaning  of  all  this 
is,  that  although  we  know  that  a 
compensating  anomaly  for  all  ex- 
traordinary weather  exists  somewhere 
on  the  earth's  surface,  e.^.,  the  very 
common  case  of  intense  cold  in 
America,  while  we  have  a  mild  winter 
in  Britain,  there  is  no  reason  as  yet 
ascertained  to  anticipate  that  this 
compensation  will  occur  at  any  given 
place  during  the  ^ear.  In  other 
words,  when  definite  conditions  of 
weather  have  thoroughly  established 
themselves,  it  is  only  with  great  difli- 
culty  that  the  courses  of  the  atmo- 
spheric currents  are  changed." 

We  can  see  no  objection  what- 
ever that  it  is  possible  to  make 
against  the  production  of  a  popular 
treatise  like  this;  and  to  affirm, 
that  candidly  is  to  give  it  no  small 
praise. 


Addenda  et  Corbigenda.    John  Linnell,  Sen. 

The  following  corrections  and  additions  should  be  made  to  the 
memoir  of  Mr.  Linnell  which  appeared  in  our  November  number.  In 
addition  to  Mr.  Linnell* s  picture  there  are  several  works  by  living 
masters  in  the  National  Gallery  ;  the  expression,  therefore,  "  almost  the 
only  one,"  as  applied  to  liis  is  misleading.  Instead  of  Holman  Hunt,  as 
stated,  it  is  William  Hunt  who  was  a  f^ow  student  with  Linnell ;  the 
date  being  long  before  that  of  the  first-named  artist.  Linnell*s  '*  Quoit- 
playing,"  exhibited  in  1811,  and  described  as  **  a  little  picture,"  may 
scarcely  be  so  characterised,  its  size  being  42  by  34.  The  **old  lady- 
connoisseur  of  the  peerage  "  referred  to  as  an  appreciator  of  Linnell's 
early  miniatures,  was  the  Marchioness  of  Stafford.  It  was  not  a  princess 
who  gave  discreet  advice  respecting  a  portrait  of  King  George,  but 
Lady  T<irrens. 

In  the  picture  representing  the  ceremony  of  the  ancient  Covenant, 
it  is  not  Abraham  that  passes  between  the  smoking  portions  of  the 
victim  divided  in  twain,  but  the  majestic  angelic  form.  As  the  painter 
says,  *^  Abraham  was  in  a  trance  and  so  could  not  pass,  and  besides  it 
was  not  he  that  was  to  pass  between  the  victim." 

On  page  548,  line  19,  there  is  a  typographic  error  giving  '*  wealth  " 
for  *'work." 

The  assertion  that  *'  no  landscape  painter  in  the  Academy  is  paid  such 
sums  "for  his  pictures  as  800  or  1,000  guineas,  which  amounts  are 
given  for  Mr.  LinnelPs,  the  fortunate  pamter  himself  stigmatises  as 
**  altogether  untrue,  and  an  injurious  mistake  that  should  be  corrected." 
As  the  statement  in  question  was  merely  a  quotation  from  the  Art 
Journal,  an  opinion  upon  «o  delicate  a  matter  is  not  necessary  here. 


[December,  1877. 
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SPECIAIj  notice  :  ->  Covers  for  binding  the  volumes,  or  to  serve  as  a 
BeadinfiT-case  for  the  numbers,  of  this  Magazine  will  be  ready  in  a  few 
days,  and  may  be  obtained  through  any  Bookseller,  price  eifirhteen 
pence.   They  are  of  an  eleerant,  elaborate,  and  origrinal  desi^rn. 


"One  of  the  most  conspicuous   successes  in  modem  joumaUsm.** — Morning  Poi^, 

May  28th,  1877. 

THE   WHITEHALL    REVIEW. 

A  Saturday  Joumal  of  Politics,  Finance,  Literature,  &  Society. 

PRICE    SIXPENCE. 


PORTRAITS      IN      CRAYONS. 


Fbom  the  TiTfws,  Junk  8th,  1877. 

"  '  Lbadbrs  of  Socibtt.'— The  Whitehall  Review  bas  now  published  in  the  form  of  an  alln&i 
a  collection  of  the  portraits  it  has  for  the  last  half-year  been  issuing  with  its  weekly  numbers,  of 
ladies  under  whose  banners  what  is  called  *  Society '  delights  to  serve.  Their  title  to  reign  few 
would  be  found  to  dispute,  but  of  many  the  right  dix  ine  is  sufficiently  apparent,  without  names  or 
dignities,  from  their  portraits  themselves,  which,  without  being  flattered,  are  naturally  not  meant 
for  caricatures.  We  can  only  express  a  hope  that  recurrent  London  seasons  will  furnish  a  per- 
petual sunply  of  material  for  this  series  of  graceful  drawings,  the  more  so  as  the  setting  up  of  new 
sovereigns  in  tliis  case  by  no  means  necessarily  implies  a  dethronement  of  established  riilen." 

o 

The  principal  features  of  The  Whitehall  Review  are — 

I.— Its  exclusive  Political,   Social,  and  Military  Information. 
II. — Its  Political  Articles,  Social  Slcetches,  and  Satirical  Verses, 
m.— Its  Financial  Article  ("The  Golden  Calf"). 
IV. — Its  impartial  Literary  Reviews. 

v. — Its  Musical  and  Dramatic  Criticisms. 
VI. — Its  London  and  Continental  Gossip. 
VII.— Its  Slcetches  in  Parliament  ("Below  the  Gangway"). 

To  those  who  desire  to  he  informed  of  what  passes  in  Diplomatic,  PolitioaL 
Dramatic,  and  Financial  Circles,  and  in  English  and  Continental  Society,  The  WhiUhaU 
Review  is  indispensable. 

Ann\kal  Subscription,  Post  Free,  £1  8a. Sold  Evebtwhsrb. 

Office:    6,    YORK   STREET,    COVENT    GARDEN,    LONDON. 
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JOSEPH     GILLOTTS 

CELEBRATED 

STEEL    PENS. 

SOLD  By  ALL  DEALERS  THROUGHOUT  THE  WORLD. 


Evoy  Packet  bean  the  fac-thmU 
Signature, 
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DR.   J.    OOLUS   BROWNE'S 

CHLORODYNE 

The  Original  and  only   Genuine. 


OHIjORODYNE 

OHIjORODYNE 
OHIjORODYNB 
OHIjORODYNE 
OHIiORODYNE 
OHLORODYNE 


if  admitted  by  the  profession  to  be  the  most  wonderful  and 

▼aloable  remedy  ever  disooTered. 
is  the  best  remedy  known  for  Coughs,  Consumption,  Bronohitii, 

Asthma, 
effectually  checks  and  arrests  those  too  often  fatal  diseases — 

Diphtheria,  Fever,  Croup,  Ague, 
acts  like  a  charm  in  Diarrhoea,  and  is  the  only  specific  in  CholflKa 

and  Dysenterr. 
effectually  cuts  snort  all  attacksof  Epilepsy,  Hysteria, Palpitation, 

and  Spasms, 
is  the  only  palliatiTC  in  Neuralgia,  Rheumatism,  Gout,  Canoer, 

Toothache,  Meningitis,  &c. 

From  Lord  Frakcjs  Contnoham,  Mount  Charles,  Donegal,  11th  December,  1868. 
"  Lord  Francis  Conrngham,  who  this  time  last  year  bougbt  some  of  Dr.  J.  CoUis 
Browne's  Chlorodyne  from  Mr.  Davenport,  and  has  found  it  a  most  wonderful  medicine, 
will  be  glad  to  have  half  a  dozen  bottles  sent  at  once  to  the  above  address.^ 


n 


«• 


Earl  Busaell  oommunicated  to  the  Colle«re  of  Physicians  that  he  received 
a  despatch  firom  fler  Mckleety's  Consul  at  Manilla,  to  the  efllBct  that  Cholera 
has  been  rao^iiflr  fearfimy,  and  that  the  ONLY  remedy  of  any  service  'was 
CHLORODYNE."- 8es  Lancet,  1st  December,  ISM. 

CAUTIOK— BEWARE  OP  PIRACY  AND  IMITATIONS. 

CAtmov.— VIoe-GhanceUor  Sir  W.  Paob  Wood  stated  that  Da.  J.  Colus  Baowirs  was,  tm- 
doubtedly.  the  inventor  of  CHI/)RODYNE;  that  the  »tory  of  the  Defendant  Frsxman.  was 
dsUberately  untrue,  which,  he  regretted  to  say,  had  been  i^wom  to.— 8ee  Times^  loth  July,  1864. 

Sold  In  Bottles  at  Is.  l|d..  >a  9d.,  48.  6a.,  and  Us.  each.  None  is  genuine  without  the  wordt 
"Db.  J.  COLLI8  BROWNE'S  CHLORODYNE"  on  the  Government  Stamp.  Overwhelming 
Medical  Testimony  scoompanies  each  Bottle. 

SOLE  MANUFACTUBBB, 
J.  T.  DA  VENPORT,  33,  Qrtai  RuMdL  Street,  Bloonubury,  London. 


HOLLOWAYS  OINTMENT 


MR.  J.  T.  COOPERi 

THE  CHINESE  TRAVELLER, 

In  hit  celebrated  TRAVELS  IN  CHIMA^lfubllthed  In  1871,  sayt:^ 
"  I  had  with  me  in  my  Travels  a  quantity  of  Holloway*8  Ointment.     I 

•  gare  some  to  the  people,  and  nothing  could  exceed  their  gratitude  ;  and  in 

•  oonaequence,  milk,  fowls,  butter,  and  horse-feed  poured  in  upon  us,  until  at 

•  last  a  tea-spoonful  of  Ointment  was  worth  a  fowl  and  any  quantity  of  pens. 
"  and  the  demand  became  so  great  that  I  was  obliged  to  lock  up  the  wnT^ 
^  remaining  stock." 

This  Unrivalled  Ointme'^t  cures  bad  legs,  bad  breasts, 
old  sores,  wounds,  ulcers,  stiff  joints,  glandular  swellings, 
goui^  and  rheumatism.     In  skin  diseases  it  hixs  no  equal 
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DO  NOT  LET  TOUB   CHILD  DIE! 


m 


FENNINGS'   CHILDREN'S  POWDERS  PREVENT  CONVULSIONS.        > 
AEE  COOLING  AND  SOOTHING.  ^ 

FENNINGS'  CHILDREN'S  POWDERSh 

For  Children  Cutting  their  Teeth,  to  prevent  Convulsions.  HI 

Do  not  contain  Calomel,  Opium,  Morphia,  nor  anything  injurions  to  a  tender  babe.  t 

Sold  in  stamped  boxes  at  1^.1^^.  ^J*  2i.^d,  {great  saring)^  with  full  Direoti4ftu,  "7* 

Sent  post  free  for  15  stamps.  Direct  to  Alfbkd  Fbnnings,  West  O^rves^  I.  W,   5 

Read  FENNINGS'  EVERY  MOTHER'S  BOOK,  which  contains  valuable  hinti  on  j^ 
Feeding^  Teething^  Weaning^  Sleeping,  d'c.    Ask.  your  Chemist  for  %/ree  copy. 


ALEX.    FINDLATER    AND    CO. 

INVITE   ATTENTION   TO  THE   FOLLOWING  .- 

208. 

248.  and  SOm. 

»68.,  428.,  and  488. 

548.,  608. 

248.,  308.,  368.,  4'28.,  488. 

128.,  158.,  188.,  24s. 

308.,  368.,  428.,  488.,  608. 

308.,  368.,  428.,  548.,  65a., 

758.,  to  80s. 
208.,  248.,  368. 
188.,  208. 


Ch>od  Sherry,  Pale  or  Golden 
iSuperior  Sherry,  Pale  or  Golden 
Very  fine  Sherry,  Pale  or  Golden 
Very  choice  Sherry,  Pale  or  Golden, 
Ports  of  various  Ages 
Oood  Claret . . 
dhoice  after  dinner  Clarets 
tSparkling  Champagne 


•  • 


Bock  and  Moselle 
Marsala 


Fine  Old  Pale  Brandy,  Whiskey,  Rum,  Gin,  &  Liqueurs 

OF    EVKRT    PKBCRIPTIOy. 

Head  Offices— 30  &  31,  UPPER  SACKVILLE  ST.,  DUBLIN. 

Price   Lists  Free  on  Application. 
RUPTURES.— BY  HER  MAJESTY'S  ROYAL  LETTERS  PATENT. 

WHITE'S     MOO-MAIN     LEVER     TRUSS 

COMPANY.     LIMITED. 
WHITE'S    MOCMAIN    LEVER    TRUSS, 

Perfected  and  Exhibited  in  the  Great  Exhibitions  1851  and  18(»,  is  allowed  by 
upwards  of  Mve  Hundred  Medical  men  to  be  the  most  effectir-^  invention  in  the 
curative  treatment  of  HBENIA.  The  use  of  a  steel  spring,  so  often  hurtful  in  its 
effects,  is  here  avoided ;  a  soft  bandaire  being  worn  round  the  bodyt  while  the 
remiisite  redsting  power  is  rappUed  by  the  MOO-MAIN  PAD  AND  PATENT 
LEvER,  fitting  with  so  much  ease  and  closeness  that  it  cannot  oe  detected,  and  mav 
be  worn  during  sleep.  A  descriptive  circular  may  be  had,  and  the  TRUSiB  (which 
cannot  fail  to  fit)  forwarded  by  post,  on  the  circumferenoe  of  the  body  two  inehei 
below  the  hips  being  sent  to  the 

ManufiEustiirer,  Mr.  wjblitju,  228,  Piocadilly,  London. 

Price  of  Single  Truss,  164.,  Sis.,  26b.  6d.,  and  81s.  6d.    Postage  Is. 
Price  of  a  Double  Truss,  81s.  6d.,  42s.,  and  52s.  6d.    Postage  Is.  8d. 
Price  of  Umbilical  Truss.  42s.  and  5Ss.  6d.    Postage  Is.  lOd. 
Post  Office  Orders  to  be  made  payable  to  Jom  WmrB,  Post  Office,  Picosdllly. 

NEW   PATBNT 

ELASTIO   STOOKINGS,    KNEE   OAPS,    ETO. 

The  material  of  which  these  are  made  is  recommended  by  the  faculty  as  being  peculiarly 
ELASTIC  and  COMPRESSIBLE,  and  the  best  invention  for  giving  efficient  and  permanent  support 
in  all  cases  of  WEAKNESS  and  SWELLING  of  the  LSOS.  VARICOSE  VEINS,  8PKAIN8.  Ac. 
It  is  porous,  light  in  texture,  and  inexpensive,  and  is  drawn  on  like  an  ordinary  stocking.  Price 
4m,  6d.,  7s.  6d. ,  10s.,  and  16s.  each.    Postage  6d. 

JOHN  WHITK,  MANUFACTURER,  228,  PICCAPFLLY,  LONDON. 
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SELECT   PEEPARATIONS   BY 

HAMILTON,  LONG,  &  CO.. 

Apothecaries  to  the  Queen  ft  HBH.  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

HIGHLY   RECOMMENDED: 
HAMILTON,    LONQ,   &  Ck).»s 

PURE     EXTRACT     OF     MALT. 

This  valuable  and  NUTRITIOUS  prepantioa  \a  lUghly  recommended  by  the  Faculty  at  a  moci 
dfective  therapeutic  a^nt  in  the  renovation  of  delicate  and  exhauated  constitutions.  It  is  very 
rich  in  both  the  Nitrogenous  (muscle-producinf)  and  fat-forming  materials ;  the  relative  propor- 
tions of  which  are  adjusted  in  harmony  with  the  newest  discoveries  in  the  Physiology  of  food: 
For  impaired  digettion,  loss  of  appetite,  cough,  bronchitis,  incipient  consumption,  and  other 
depressing  maladies,  it  has  been  found  very  sustainintr  and  strengthening,  and  is  admirably 
adapted  for  buUdiiuj  up  and  invigorating  the  system.    Price  Is.  9d.  per  Bottle. 

HAMILTON,    LONQ,   &  Oo.'s 

COD-LIVER      OIL     OF     1877- 

This  Oil.  prepared  by  them  since  1850,  with  the  increasing  approbation  of  the  Profession  an4 
the  Public,  is  extracted  from  thefresh  Liver  of  the  Channel  Cod-fish  on  their  own  Premises,  and 
warranted  perfectly  pure. 

HAMILTON,   LONQ,  &  Oo.'s 

PREF^I^i^TIONS  OF  PEPSIIN^E 

FOR    WEAK    DIGESTION    AND    LOSS   OF    APPETITE. 

PREPARED  GASTRIC  JUICE.  OR  DIGESTIVE  SOLUTION  OP  PEPSINE.— The  mo* 
concentrated  and  effective  preparation  of  Pepsine  known.  It  is  sweet  and  palatable,  even  for 
children.    H.,  L.  ft  Co.  can  recommend  thi^  with  confidence. 

DIGESTn-E  SOLUTION  OF  PEPSIN  K  AND  PANCREATINE  COMBINED.— A  new  and 
powerful  remedy  for  weak  dijj^eitinn  and  dyspepsia.  Strongly  recommrnded  in  c<  nsumption  and 
wasting  from  disease.  It  is  a  valuable  adjunct  to  the  use  of  Cod-Liver  Oil,  causing  its  easy  digestion 
and  ast-imilation,  thereby  preventing  the  naosea  and  disagreeable  eructation  after  it. 

MEDICINAL  PEPsINE,  OR  NUTKIMEMTATIVE  POWDER.— In  Bottles,  with  directions. 

PEPSINE  WINE. 

PKPSINE  BISCUITS 

GRANULAR  RFF H iftVESCING  PEPSINE.— A  very  agreeable  preparation,  each  teaspoonfol 
contiining  five  grains  of  Pepsine  Powder. 

PEPSINE  LOZENGES. 

8ILVKRED  PEPSINE  PILLS. 

iERATED  PEPSINE  aN1>  DANDELION. 

HAMILTON,   LONG,   &  Co.'s 

AROMATIC   CARBOLIC    DENTIFRICE. 

An  invaluable  antiseptic  compound  for  Whitening  the  Teeth,  preventing;  and  arresting  decay, 
and  removing  all  discoloration  or  tendency  to  the  formation  of  tartar.  It  most  effectually  counter- 
acts disagreeable  odour  of  the  breath,  or  unpleasantness  arising  from  decayed  teeth,  keeps  th* 
gums  in  sound  condition,  and  is  very  beneficial  generally. 

ALSO  TUR 

Fragrant  Carbolic  Tooth  and  Month  Wash. 

This  elegant  and  refreshing  toilet  requisite  is  a  Judicious  combination  of  the  choicest  detergent 
antiseptic,  and  astringent  ingredients.    It  beautifies  the  teeth  and  gums,  renders  them  firm  aA<i 
healthy,  arr tits  decay,  sweetens  the  breath,  prevents  tooth-ache,  and   keeps  the  moutJi  fresh  and 
pleasant. 

The  COMPOUNDING  DEPARTMENTS,  for  Physicians'  &  Surgeons'  Prescriptions^ 

are  separated  from  the  Retail,  to  prevent  interruption  and  irregularity,  and  obtain  the  especial 
care  of  the  proprietors.  Several  Licentiate  Apothecaries  are  employed  as  assistants,  it  having 
always  been  a  principle  in  the  cHtablishments,  in  order  to  secure  accuracy,  never  to  commit  this 
trust  into  the  nands  of  inexperienced  persons. 


THE   MEDICAL    HALLS, 

3,    LOWEE    SACKVILLE    STEEET,    )     niTTiT  tt^ 
107,   GEAFTON  STEEET,  ]     ^^^■L.iJH; 

1,      EATHMINES      TEEEACE,     EATHMINES  ; 
102,     UPPEE      GEOEGE'S     STEEET,     EZNGSTOVVN.    • 
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THE 

Por  January  will  contain  a  permanent  Photograph,  with  Biographical 

Sketch,  of 

ittr.   ittatthjeto    ^xnolh. 

-  ■      ■  -        ■  I— —  I-  I      r  -    I  *  -  — 

EDINBURGH  LIFE  ASSURANCE  COMPANY.  Established  1823 
(being  the  oldest  but  two  of  the  Scottiah  Offices).  The  advantages  offered  by  thit 
Company  are  :— AMPLE  SECURITY.  The  Assurance  Fund  having  now  reached 
£1,264,576,  being  an  increase  of  £74,797  for  the  year  ending  Slst  March,  1876. 
MODERATE  RATES  OF  PREMIUM,  which,  notwithstanding  the  Uberal  Bonus  rate  of 
the  Company,  wiU  compjtre  favourably  with  most  other  Offices.  NON-FORFEITURE 
SCHEME,  which  Applies  to  all  Ordinary  ABSuranoea.  Tables  of  Rates,  copy  of  last 
Report  and  Balance  Sheet  can  be  had  on  application  to  W,  B.  MARTIN,  Res.  Secretary, 
Dublin  Office,  55,  Upper  Sackville  Strket. 

THE  STANDARD  LIFE  ASSURANCE  COMPANY.      Established  1826. 
Aasurances  in  force  in  1876  (of  which  £1,314,823  19s.  Od.  )  p^o  f^cn  qm 

reassured  with  other  offices) ^fci»,oo»,Wi 

Annual  Revenue  upwards  of £770,000 

Invested  Funds  upwards  of  £5,000,000 

(See  Company's  Prospectus.) 

Dublin :   66,  Upper  Sackville  Street  ;    Edinburgh  :  3  &  5,  George  Street ;   London :  82 

KingWiUiamSireet. 

Wh.  BENTHAM,  Resident  Secretary. 
^ SPENCER  C.  THOMSON,  Manager. 

SCOTTISH  EQUITABLE  LIFE  ASSURANCE  SOCIETY. 

Instituted    1831. 

The  entire  profits  belong  to  the  assured,  and  a  Policy  for  £1,000  effected   in  first 
ytar  of  the  Society  is  now  increased  to — 

£2,005    8    5 

A  Policy  of  the  >?/?A  year  to    1,87114    6 

A  Policy  of  the  t«f»rA  year  to    1,695  11    6 

and  so  on  according  to  the  number  of  years  the  Policy  has  subsisted. 

TI.e  next  Distribution  of  Profits  will  be  as  at  1<<  March  next, 
NoN  Forfeitable  Policies  under  ▲  New  and  Improved  Method. 

Moderate  Bates,    Participation  in  Profits* 
Apply  for  Special  Prospectus.  T.  B.  SPRAGUE,  M.A.,  Manager. 

J.  &  C.  ROSS  TODD,  Secretaries  for  Ireland,  14,  Westmoreland  Street,  Dublin. 


QOVEREIGN  LIFE  OFFICE.— Founded  1845.  (Empowered  by  special 
O  Act  of  Parliament).  Head  Office  for  Ireland:  41,  Lower  Sackville  Street, 
Dublin.  Every  description  of  Life  Assurance  business  transacted  on  moat  favourable 
terms.  J.  A.  O'SULUVAN,  Manager  for  Ireland. 

THE  PROPERTY  INVESTMENT  COMPANY  OF  SCOTLAND 
(limited).— Instituted  1857,  and  enrolled  under  **The  Companies'  Acta,"  Feb- 
ruary, 1875.  Capital  Subacribed,  £200,000;  Reaerve  Fund,  £13,000;  Inveated 
Funda  over  £360,000. — Advances  :  Thia  Company  makea  Liberal  Advancea  on  every 
deaoription  of  Heritable  Property.     Deposits :  Depoait  Roceipta  are  granted  for  Sums 


.of  £10  and  upwarda.  The  Intereat  allowed  variea  from  3^  to  4J  i)er  cent,  per  annum. 
The  Security  to  Depoaitora  in  thia  Company  ia  most  ample.  Forma  of  Propoaal  and 
full  information  maybe  had  on  application  to  J.  A.  O'SULUVAN,  Agent  for  Ireland. 
Head  Office  for  Irelaud— 15,  Lower  Sackville  Street,  Dubun. 

GUARANTEE  ASSOCIATION  OF  SCOTLAND  (Limited;.— Head 
Office  for  Ireland  :  15,  Lower  Sackville  Street,  Dublin.  Thia  Aaaooiation 
providea  Security  againat  loaaea  arising  through  the  I)ishonesty  of  Persona  holding 
Situationa  of  Truat.    Ratea  of  Premium  extremely  moderate. 

J.  A.  O'SULUVAN,  Reaident  Secretary. 

Applications  for  Agenciea  invited  from  gentlemen  residing  in  Diatricta  where  the 
above  Companiea  are  not  repreaented.    Loana  granted  on  Fee  Simple  Landed  Eatates. 
at  4  to  44  per  cent,  intereat,  and  alao  on  Reveraiona,  Annuitiea  or  other  a^rov^A.  x 
Security.    Full  information  may  be  had  on  application  to  1i\t.  0'^VS\AX^  K5^ »  \ 
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13,  Great  BIarlborough  Stber^ 

HURST  AND  BLACKETTS  NEW  WORKS. 


A  Yonng  Squire  of  the  Seventeenth  Century ;  from  the  papers 

of  Christopher  Jeaffreson  ;  of  DuUinghmm  Houm,  Cambridgeshire.    Edited  Iqr 
JOHX  CORDT  Jeaffreson,  Aathor  of  **  A  Book  about  Docton,"  &e.    2  toU.    2U. 
**  Two  Vfilame^  of  Tory  actnctiTe  matter— leiten  vhieh  illoitrate  agdcalture,  cummeroew 
WBi>  loTv.  itnd  aofial  maonen ;  aoooaau  u(  iMWtng public eyeots,  aod  dMcails  whicb  mtd  not  ttSt 
be  fonod  iu  ihe  'OeMtfiei/  and  which  come  with  ilDgaUr  trvihjaom  trom  priY»te  lecten.'*— 
AtheruBum, 

A  Man  of  Other  Days:    Eboollections    of  the  Marquis   Ihi, 

Beauregard.    Edited  from  the  French  by  Charlotte  M.  Yomgb,  Author  of  "  Tha 

Heir  of  BedeljfFe/'  ko.    2  vole,  crown  8vo.    218. 

_*[  The  rariety  of  Menes  deeciibed  fn  th  ^«e  pleeiant  memoln,  the  hiBtofio«l  pf  rsorageii  crowded 
together  on  the  canYa«,and  the  aoooontof  the  noble  but  fmittoHs  atrumcl  •  of  8aTny  agaiust  the 
French  RepnbUc,  give  to  the  wnole  wo>  k  a  drimaiic  interest  which  derives  a<iditlonal  charm 
from  the  chsr«cter  of  tbeMarqain  hiniMelf  — a  nharsctftr  m  which  high  prliiciple,  genuine  wit, 
and  patriotism  are  nappily  blended  to<etb<ir."— Aicurday  Review. 

History  of  English  Homonr.     By  the  Bev.  A.  G.  L'Ebtranox, 

Author  of  *'  The  Life  of  the  lieT.  \Y.  Harness,'*  ko.    2  toIi.     21s.     (Just  ready.) 

The  Sea  of  Mountains :  An  Accoxtxt  of  Lobd  Dufferin's  Toxtb. 

through  British  Coluvbia  in  1876.    By  Molyneux  St.  John.    2  toIs.  crown  8t<v 
with  Portrait  of  Lord  Dufferin.    21s. 

Across  Central  America.    By  J.  W.  Boddah-Whetham,  Author 

of  **  PearU  of  the  Pacific,"  &c.    8vo,  with  Hlustrations.    15s. 

Celebrities  I  Have  Known.      By  Lord  William  Pitt  Lennox. 
Second  Series.    2  yols.  8vo.    SOs. 


Life  of  Marie  Antoinette,  Queen  of  France.     By  Professob.. 

Charles  Duke  Yonge.  Second  and  Cheaper  Edition.  1  vol.  with  Portrait.    9a. 

Cheap  Edition  of  Phoebe  Junior:   A  Last  Chronicle  of  Cab- 

lingkord,  by  Mrs.  Oliphant  ;  forming  the  New  Volume  of  "  Hurst  and  Blackstt'S 
Standard  Library."    Price  5s.  bound  and  Illustrated. 

THE    NEW   AND   POPULAR   NOVELS. 
Doris  Barugh.    By  Mrs.  Macxiuoid,  Author  of  *'  Patty,"    "  Diane,'* 

ko.   3  vols. 

The  Village  Comedy.    By  Mortimer  and  Frances  Collins.   3  vols. 
A  Jewel  of  a  OirL    By  the  "Author  of  "Queenie,"  &c.     3   vols. 

**  A  novel  wbich  may  be  reai  with  real  pl«*a8nre.    The  charaotera  are  skilfullj  drawn,  and 
the  descriptive  passages  remarkably  good."— /oin  Bull 

The  Squire's  Courtship.    By  Mrs.  Mackenzie  Daniel,  Author  of 

"One  Golden  Summer,"  ko,    3  vols. 
''Througboit  tbiit  work  the  aathor  disnlajw  her  well  recognised  delicacy  of  taste,  TiTadtj 
of  fancy,  and  gre«r.  nbsre  of  inrenxion.'*— Court  JourruU, 

Two  Tales  of  Married  Life :  Hard  to  Bear,  by  Georoiana  M. 

Oraik  ;  and  A  True  Man,  by  M.  C.  Stirlino.    3  vols. 
*'  These  stories  are  written  in  an  easy  and  refined  style."— Pa/<  JIalL 

Maud  Leslie.     By  Lady  Charles  Thynne.    2  vols. 

**  This  scory  is  ioteresUng  and  very  well  tolf*."— Speetotor. 

Olory.    By  Mrs.  G.  Linn^us  Banks.     3  vols. 

"  An  unasaally  attractive  utory.**— (?rapAic. 

Under  the  Will ;  and  other  Tales.    By  Mary  Cecil  Hay,  Aathor 

of  **  Old  Myddleton's  Money,"  ko.    3  vols.    (In  December.) 

The     Miller's    Daughter.  By    Anne     Bealx,     Author     of 

"Fay  Arlington," &o.    3  vols,    (In  December.) 


DUBLIN  TTKIVEBSITY  MAGAZINE  MONTHLY  ADVERTISEMENTS. 

Foolscap  4to.,   Toned  Paper.     Choicely  Bound  after  an 
Original  Desig^.     Price  7«.  6d.     Free  by  post. 


PURPOSE     AND     PASSION: 

BY 

KENINGALE      COOK. 


''Mr.  Cook  is  a  scholar,  and  writes  with  considerable  power  and 
freshness.  .  .  .  The  volume  is  well  worth  reading,  and  full  of  promise 
for  the  future.''— /Storuiard,  3l8t  March,  1870. 

*'  The  book  is  clearly  better  than  a  common-place  one,  or  the  production 
of  a  common-place  mau ;  it  has  an  ardour,  an  aspiration  both  poetic  and 
intellectual,  a  susceptibility,  a  sense  of  splendour,  and  an  aim  towards  art, 
which  cannot  be  either  ignored  or  made  light  of." — Mr.  W.  M.  Rossetti,  in 
the  Academy. 

''There  is  power  here, — the  power,  as  Mr.  Cook  himself  suggests,  of  a 
'prentice  hand.     .     «     •     He  may  yet  be  a  master-singer." — Guardian. 

"Not  of  an  order  to  be  put  down  among  the  versifiers." — Literary 
World. 

"  Mr.  Cook's  prose  Preface  is  one  of  the  best  things  in  his  book.  It  is 
modest,  wise,  delicate,  and  withal  cliariningly  written,  with  a  most  exquisite 
sense  of  the  fitness  and  music  of  words.  The  same  aHmirable  qualities  we 
find  in  the  poems  themselves." — Inquirer. 

"  Mr.  Cook,  with  a  true  poetic  gift,  is  altogether  too  immature  in  his 
verse  for  one  to  build  firm  hopes  on  him." — Onr  Living  FoeUy  by  H.  Buxton 
Forman.    1871. 

"  '  A  Study  of  Sunlight,'  and  *  A  Study  of  Moonlight '  are  two  poems 
of  considerable  descriptive  and  technical  excellence;  and  the  former  is 
especially  well  felt.  The  metre  of  these  two  poems  (hendecasyllabics)  is 
particularly  difficult  for  Englishmen  to  handle,  and  the  skill  shewn  by  Mr. 
Cook  in  handling  it  gives  much  technical  promise." — London  Quarterly 
Beview  for  October,  1870. 

"  His  touch  is  firm  and  artistic.  .  .  .  There  is  no  little  grace  and 
glow  in  many  of  the  poems  and  songs." — Illustrated  London  News. 

"The  poetical  gift  which  Mr.  Cook  certainly  has." — Spectator, 

'*  Kobody  will  make  acquaintance  ^ith  Mr.  Cook  without  feeling  tlie 
better  and  the  happier  for  having  encountered  so  fine  a  spirit  so  nobly 
addressed  to  an  arduous  and  well-conceived  task." — Ilhistrated  Times. 


London  :    VIRTUE  Sf  Co.^  Limiied,  Ivy  Lane^  Patcrtvo^lw  "&.<?>>»  ^"RAi. 

1 


DXTBLOr  T7NIVEB8ITT  MAGAZIinS  MONTHLT  ADVERTISEMENTS. 

WORKS  SOLD  BY 

W.  RIDINGS,  117,  GRAFTON  STREET,  DUBLIN. 

3IMPKIN,  MARSHALL  dc  CO,,  LONDON. 

Fcap.  8to,  olotli,  price  3b. 
PBOM  the  BEGINNING  to  the  END ;   or,  Ruin  and  Restoration. 
Bj  Edward  Henry  Brien,  A.B.,  Archdeacon  of  Emly. 

"  We  gladly  bear  testimony  to  the  exoeUent  spirit  which  pervades  this  Tolume — ^io 
the  profound  reverence  for  Scripture  as  the  inspired  Word  of  God,  which  it  breathes, 
and  io  the  instruction  and  practical  teaching  which  it  contains." — Limdon  Record. 

"  Very  few  books  have  fallen  of  late  into  our  hands  more  thoroughly  scriptural,  or 
more  deeply  solemn  and  important  as  to  matter,  while  the  style  is  throughout  most 
iimple»  clear,  and  convincing." — Irith  Church  Advocate, 

Fcap.  8to,  cloth,  price  lOs. 

SUNDAY  READINGS  on  the  FOUR  GREATER  PROPHETS, 
2  Vols.   By  Bey.  Henry  Ck)LCLOUOH  Burroughs,  B.D. 

Second  Edition,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  58. 

THE  GOSPEL  at  PHILIPPI,  and  other  Sermons,  preached 
in  St.  Matthias's  Church,  Dublin,  by  Maurice  F.  Day,  D.D.,  Biahop  of  Gaahel, 
Emly,  Waterford,  and  Limnore. 

Second  Series,  2  rols.,  each  5i). 

SERMONS  PKEACHED  in  BETHESDA  CHAPEL,  DUBLIN, 
by  the  late  W.  H.  Krause,  A.1C.  Edited  by  the  late  Eev.  Charles  Stuart 
Stanford,  D.D.,  Bectoz  of  St.  Thomas's. 

Vols.  I.  and  II.,  czown  8vo,  cloth,  5s.  each, 

LECTURES  on  SCRIPTURE  CHARACTERS  in  GENESIS  and 
EXODUS,  deliveied  in  Bethesda  Chapel,  Dublin,  by  the  late  Bev.  W.  H. 
Krause,  A.M.  Edited  by  the  Bct.  C.  S.  Stanford,  D.D.,  Bector  of  St^ 
Thomas's. 

Vols.  I..  II.,  III.,  crown  8vo,  each  5b. 

SERMONS  PREACHED  in  BETHESDA  CHAPEL,  DUBLIN, 
by  the  late  Bey.  W.  H.  Krausb.    Edited  by  the  Bey.  C.  S.  Stanford,  D.D. 

Price  6d.,  bound  in  clotb,  or  by  post,  7d. 

PRAYERS  SELECTED  from  the  LITURGY  of  the  CHURCH  of 
ENGLAND :  designed  for  Family  Worship.  By  the  Very  Bev.  DsKis 
Browne.  A.M..  Dean  of  Emly. 

THE    TRUTHSEEKER: 

Monthly,   Price  3d. 

Edited    by   the   Rev.    J.    PAGE    HOPPS. 

The  Truthseeker    circulates    mainly    amongst    Liberal    Clergymen, 

Ministers,    and  Students. 


London  :    TRUBNER    and    Co. 
Manchester  :    JO  ENS  ON  ^  RA  WSON,  and  JOHN  REYWOOB. 

NOTE. 

THE  SCOTTISH  COMMERCIAL  INSURANCE  COMPANY,  9, 
LOWER  SACKVILLE  STREET,  DUBLIN.— Capital :  Two  Million  Pounds  Ster- 
ling. Invested  Funds :  Two  Hundred  and  Ninety  Thousand  Pounds  Sterlinr.  The 
life  Funds  exceed  83  per  cent,  of  oil  the  Premiums  receivtd.  The  life  Bates  will  bear 
favourable  comparison  with  those  of  other  offices.  Claims  are  paid  one  month  after 
proof  of  death.  Fire  Department  :  Insurances  are  effected  on  almost  every  deectiptiop 
of  property,  at  most  moderate  rates. 

MARTIN  L.  MOOBE,  Beddent  Seeretaiy. 
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THE   CHILD'S   HISTORY  OF  JERUSALEM, 

•  From  tlie  earliext  historic  notice  to  tl\e   present  time. 

By  FRANCIS  ROUBILIAO  CONDEB. 

WITH       ILLUSTRATIONS       BY       J.       W.       WHYMPSB. 

'*  Written  in  a  light  and  channlog  stvle.wellcalcaUttedto  en^fage  the  attention  of  every  read« 
...    It  ia  tolerably  free  from  superstition,  and  gives  a  brief  and  unbroken  account  of  the  ci 
whose  name  it  puts  forwird." — Wettmintter  Review. 

**  This  is  not  a  mere  boolc-malcer's  boolc.  Mr.  Otmdcr  has  made  Jerusalem  and  Jewish  liistoty 
his  study  ior  very  many  years,  and  we  imasci'^e  that  it  was  his  interest  in  the  Holy  City,  and 
the  Holy  Land  that  made  his  son,  Lieut.  Ck)nier,  aucept  with  s-ich  heartiness  the  Government 
survey  of  Palestine.  The  story  of  Jerusalem  is  a  romauce,  and  Mr.  Coader  has  told  it  well."— 
Congregationaliit. 

.^■— •-^^— "■ 

Daldy,  IsbisteBi  and  Co.,  Ludgate  Hill,  E.G. 


"  Our  imaginary  Christianity." — Rtiskin. 

"  The  insane  delusion  that  we  are  a  Christian  nation." — PiccadiUy. 


"THIS  CHRISTIAlSr  LAND:" 

A    SATIRE    AND    SOMETHING    MORE. 
PRICE    SIXPBNOB. 

^'A  scathing  denunciation.  .  .  .  The  author  sits  with  a  Greek 
Testament  and  an  English  Newspaper  before  him,  and  he  looks  on  the  picture 
of  Christianity  as  drawn  by  its  Divine  Founder^  and  on  the  picture  of 
Christianity  as  it  really  exists  in  modern  society,  and  we  confess  to  a  feeling 
that  the  contrast  is  indeed  startling.  •  .  .  We  recommend  all  to  read 
this  book." — Eastern  DaUy  Press, 

**  A  very  severe  criticLBm." — Western  Daily  Mercury. 

"  Some  truths  plainly  and  forcibly  put." — Derby  Mercury. 

*'  A  quaint  and  stringent  pamphlet,  well  worthy  of  the  attention  of  all 
olasses.  .  .  .  He  will  be  a  bold  man  who  dare  deny  the  impeachment." 
— PerOh  Courier, 


London  :    SIITPKIN,  MARSHALL  Sf  Co,,  Stationer's  Hall  Court. 

HOUSE    DECORATION. 


JAMES   GIBSON   &   SON, 

49   AND  50,  MART  STREET,  DUBLIN, 

Decorators,    House     Painters,    Gilders,    Stained 

Glass   Manufacturers, 

Importers  of  French  mid  British  Paper  HangingSy  Plate   Crown 

and  Sheet  OlasSy  8fc. 


JAMES  GIBSON  k  SON  are  pxepared  to  famish  Estimates  for  any  works  in  the  abora 
line^  and  have  always  a  staff  of  Fint-class  Workmen  to  execute  them  in  any  part  of 

the  United  Kingdom. 

They  particularly  invite  the  attention  of   the  public  to  their  Designs  for  the 
oonstruction  of   Memorial  Windows  in  Churches,  and  also   to  their  Stained  GImh^ 
Windows  for  the  Mansions  of  the  NobiUty. 
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Five  Shillings. 

E  LAOY'S  LECTURES 


L  k  II.-LATIN       PRONUNCIATION. 


AllALTSis  OF  THE  Univbbsitt  STANDARD :  The  PoimUr  View,  the  (Tritioal  View  ;  the 

Venlict ;  the  Sabetitote. 
"  Boch  a  pronandation  woald  be  nnintelUgible  u>  eay  and  erery  otviliMed  mmol V* 

The  Timea,  January,  187tf. 

LBOTUBE  III.--<a)  On  rabjeota  intereeting  to  Teaohen  and  Leamen  of  lAtin.  {b)  Qa 

oertain  unportant  parte  of  Eiigliah  Orthography. 

Bt  LEO  DE  LACY. 

Chester :  Phillipson  k  Ooldbb,    Eastgate  Bow.    London :  Obiffith  k  Fabbah, 
Bt.  PaaPs  Churchyard.    LiTerpool :  A.  HoLolsr,  Church  Street.    And  all  Booksellen. 

Advertising  Agents  for  Dublin  University  Magazine. 

GORDON   &   GOTCH, 

Advertising  Agents,  English,  Foreign,  and  Australian; 

PRINTERS'  BROKERS,  &o., 
16,  ST.  BRIDE  STREET,  LUDQATE  OXROUS.  LONDON,  £.0. 

(JSn^lishf  American,  Indian,  Cape,  China,  and  other  papers  onJUe  in  their 
Ibexes  Room — admimon,  2d, ;  Subscription  per  Annum,  £2), 

Beipeotfullv  inform  their  friends  in  England,  India,  and  the  Colonies,  that  in  addition' 
to  being  Wholesale  Newsagents,  supplying  Newspapers,  Magazines,  and  Books  in  Bnj 
quantities,  they  are  also  Exporters  of  various  kinds  of  Merchandise,  which  they  under- 
take to  procure  from  the  Best  Houses  in  London,  the  Provinces,  or  the  Continent,  and 
to  supply  fur  cash  at  Manufacturers*  Prices,  giving  their  correspondents  all  the  benefit 
of  the  fullest  discounts,  sending  original  invoices  where  desired,  and  charging  a  amall 
percentage  only  as  their  profit. 


Below  is  a  List  of  G-oods  which  GORDON  &  GOTOH  have 

f^om  time  to  time  shipped  :— 

Stationery  (Fancy  and  Plain).  Card  Board,  Steel  Pens. 
Pliperi  (Printing,  Writing,  and  Hand-Madej,  Account  ^ooks,  and  Envelnnes  of  all 

oescriptions.    News  for  Newspapers.    Printing  Ink  and  Writing  Ink  of  all  Makers. 
Type  of  any  Founder — Hard-facea.  Patent,  or  Ordinarv.     Broniing  k  Dusting  Powders. 
rrinting  Presses,  Printing  Machines,  (Dawson's,  Ingle's^  Lily's,  and  other  Makers'V 
Blanketing,  Furniture,  Cases,  and  Leather,  and  Bookbinders*  and  Lithographers 
Materials.    B«>xwood  and  Engravers'  Tools  and  Requisites. 
Perforating,  Paging,  and  Cuttinp^  Machines.     Gas  Engines. 
Revolvers  (Central  Fire),  Rifles  and  Ammunition.    Mnsio  and  Musical  Instruments. 
Lamps  and  Glass  Ware.     Clocks,  Watches,  and  Jewellery.     Electro-palate  Ware. 
Drawing  Materials  and  Artists*  Colours.    Optical,  Mathematical,  and  S<  ientifio  Instrm* 
ments.     Engravings,  Lithographs,  and  Oleographs  of  all  kinds.    Mooldin^s  of  aO. 
descriptions  from  the  Best  Continental  Makers.    Toysj  Dolls,  Model  Engines,  and 
Fancy  Goods.     Photographic  Chemicals,  and  ever^  reouisite  Cor  Photographers. 
Gum — Arabic  and  British.     Glue  and  Composition  tor  Rollers.  Cement,  Blue, 

Railway  Grease,  Yamish,  Oils,  and  Colours. 

Oars  and  Sculls,  Brushware,  Safes,  Sewing  Machines,  Sewing  Machine  Needles. 

Sewing  Machine  Cotton,  Cricketing  Materials,  Measuring  and  Tailors*  Tapes,  ko,,  km. 


Goods  are  packed  with  great  care,  shipped  promptly  in  approved  vessels  at  tha 
Bst  possible  rates  of  freight,  with  Insurances  eff 
are  sent  by  Mail  Steamer,  or  any  Long-sea  Steamer 


lowest  possible  rates  of  freight,  with  Insurances  effected ;  or,  if  wanted  urf  entlv,  thej 

ler  that  may  oe  at  the  time  loading. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS  AND  ADVERTISEMENTS  RSOEIYSD  FOR  AKl 

PART  OF  THE  GLOBE. 
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NEW    NOVEL    OF   THE   SEASON. 


Now   Beady, 

AT  ALL   THE  LIBRARIBS,   IN  THBEE  VOLUMES, 

AN     INNOCENT    SINNER. 

By   MABEL    COLLINS. 

**  There  will  be  published  before  long  a  novel,  entitled  *  An  Innocent  Sinner/ 
from  the  pen  of  the  daughter  of  the  late  Mortimer  ComnB,"— Literary  Ooitip^ 
Athenaumf  20th  October. 

TINSLEY    BROTHERS,     8,    CATHERINE     STREET,     STRAND. 

WORKS  BY  THE  LATE    MORTIMER    COLLINS. 


THE    PRINCESS    CLARICE: 

A    STORY    OF    1871.      Two  volumes,  Croum  Svo, 


"  Amusingly  characteristic.** — AthenoBum, 

*'A  bright,  fresh,  and  original  book.** — iitandatd. 


SQUIRE    SILCHESTER'S    WHIM. 

Three  volumes,    Crown  Svo. 

**  We  think  it  the  best  [story]  Mr.  Collins  has  written.  .  .  .  Full  of  inddentr 
aad  adventure.  .  .  .  The  charm  of  the  story  lies  in  its  freshness  and  vigour.** — 
Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

**  A  pleasant  book,  with  many  proofs  of  reading  and  wit.'*— iSTpectotor. 

MIRANDA:  A  MIDSUMMER  MADNESS. 

Three  volumes,    Crouni  Svo. 
*'Not  a  dull  page  in  the  whole  three  volumes.'*— iStonc/ard. 

THE     INN     OP     STRANGE     MEETINGS 

AND    OTHER   POEMS.      Orown  Bvo.,  cloth,  price  5*. 

"Abounding  in  quiet  humour,  in  bright  fancy,  in  sweetness  and  melody  of  ezprei* 
sion,  and,  at  times,  in  the  tenderest  touches  of  pathos.** — Graphic. 

**  Mr.  Collins  has  an  undercurrent  of  ehivaky  and  romance  beneath  the  trifling  vdik 
of  good-humoured  banter,  whidi  is  the  special  characteristic  of  his  verse.** — Athenmim, 

THE    SECRET    OP    LONG    LIPE. 

Dedicated  by  special  permission  to  LoBD  St.  Lbonabdb.     Fourth  Edition.     Larg^^ 

Ctawn  Bvo,,  cloth,  price  5t, 

*' A  charming  little  volume.*' — J^mes, 


"A  very  pleasant  little  book,  cheerful,  geniaL  scholarly." — Spectator. 
dtled  to  the  warmest  admiration.** — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


"  Entitl 


C.  KEG  AN  PAUL  and  Co.,  1,  Paternoater  Sc^w^t^,  V^t\^w 
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DUBLIN    TJNIVERSrrY    HAOAZIXS    MONTHLY   ADVERTISEMENTS. 

The  Dublin  University  Maerazine  for  September,  1877. 

*'  We  are  glud  t<>  ub4erre  ihac  the  Dublin  Univm'tUy  Magcuhie  *8  oacts  more  well  to  the 
front  amoag  periodica]!.*'— dfpeetotor.  *'  Tae  DuMin  university  Magazine  appears  to  have 
taken  a  new  departure  ....  tne  Rood  ia  presenrod ;  the  duluesd  una  the  oommonplaoe  haTe 
been  got  rid  ot.**— Morning  Advertiser.  **  Well  suttains  itH  reputation."— tftobe.  **  Contixiues  to 
Improve  under  its  preMui  mAnagemeut."- i/itutrotad  London  News.  **  A  remarkably  good 
number."— ^on£Oi^ormi«t.  **Now  rankit  among  the  best  manthli^^  of  its  claafl."— Jn^uiro'. 
**  Oont^nnefl  to  hold  its  own  among  the  higher  prioed  aetiBW— Scotsman.  '*  This  Intensely 
interesting  number."— Dailj/  J^res  Press,  Aberdeen.  **Ha8  attained  increased  vitality  under 
new  conductors."- Liverpool  Courier,  **  The  articles  again  give  loai  idea  >t  superiority  which 
entitles  them  to  be  called  *  high-class.'  And  what  is  more.  It  is  rery  diflScult  to  find  a  second-rate 
contribution  amongst  them. '— i9u:>sex  Daily  News.  **  Maintainini^  the  rank  it  has  reoently 
regained  as  one  of  the  leaoing  monthiieB."- Preston  Herald.  '*  I<«,  perhaps,  chief  among  its 
literary  compeers.  Its  wealth  of  matter  and  excellence  of  manner  niunt  command  attention." — 
Huddirs/l  Id  News.  "  A  wonaerfuliy  interesriog  nnmbe'-.*'— ^reuvburz^  Journal.  *'  Oontaining 
■ereral  articles  of  dlstingaishinir  ability  on  important  qa»tionA  that  ure  being  extecsiyely  dis- 
ensied  at  tbe  present  Auy.*'— Daily  News,  8outhport.  "  Amply  matntoios  iis  literary  prestige. 
The  contnbiti««ns  are  written  by  thinkers  for  thinters ;  and  th<«e  wno  appreciate  freshness  and 
originally,  rather  thnn  the  antiquated  nuloem  of  reiteration,  will  hail  in  this  magazine  from 
month  to  m>nth  mucii  that  will  incite  and  fft-d  rttlec'ioa'*—Marylebone  Mercury,  *'nie 
old-established  Duhiin  University  Magazine  in  taking  irs  accustomed  pest  of  honour  in  the 
ranks  of  our  periodical  licerature.  and  from  tbn  stenlng  qualay  of  i's  urtidts  will  have  no  dUB- 
culty  in  retaining  it.**— Torquay  Directory.  •*  Claims  enpecial  attention  because  of  the  qoalitj, 
quantity,  and  variety  of  its  ooavoats.'*- -Midland  Counties  Herciid. 

CONTENTS. 
Indian  Anomalies.   By  Ulick  Balph  Burke,  M.A.,  author  of ''  Spaninh  Salt,*'  &a 
**  Kvidently  written  by  a  peraon  who  knows  his  bubject,— no  light  praise  when  the  topic  is 
India.'*— Spectator. 

Sappho's  Hymn  to  Love.       Epigram  :  Faith  Hope  and  Charity. 
On  Different  Levels.    A  Story,  by  an  Old  Contribator. 

**  A  sparkling  story."- Scotsman.  "  A  characteristic  sketch  from  the  'Old  Contributor.'  " 
^Daily  Courier,  Liverpool.  **  The  charming  little  rural  idyl."— Ingtiir^r.  "  So  sparkling 
that  it  aimot.t  nilspB  a  qnalm  of  regret  that  it  is  the  sole  bit  of  fiction."— J7ami2tcn  Advertiser. 

Our  Portrait  Gallery.    Second  Series. — No.  44.    Mr.  Henry  Irving. 

•*An  inr*4,t  sting  sketch."— ^ominf/ Post  •*A  comprehensive  biographical  sketch.** — 
Northern  iVhig.       **  The  biographical  sketches  of  the  eminent  men  of  the  day,  with  tbe  accom- 

Sanying  excellent  Dhotograph,  are  an  frspt'Cially  happv  idea  very  successfully  carried  out.** — 
>eroyshire  Advertiser.       "A  capital  photograph. '-Motion.        '*A  desirable  object  to  tbe 
collector  ur  omnoii^nnur."— Brighton  Examiner.       '*  This  aepartment  of  the  magazine  is  a  most 
attractive  specialite.'*— Preston  Chronicle. 
Doss  God  Grow  7    An  Eesay,  by  Eeningale  Cook,  LL.D. 

'*  A  very  startling  title  for  a  magazine  paper,  but  the  author  deals  with  the  subject  in  a 
masterly  manner,  wirbout  the  least  irreverence."— European  MaiL  '*  A  thoughtful  paper." — 
Oxford  Times.  '*  Original,  forcible,  and  as  wise  as  'so  transcendant  a  matter  will  permit.*  A 
depth  of  thought  and  powerful  religious  feeling  pervade  the  article,  which  stamps  the  writer  as 
a  bcholar  of  no  mean  degree."  —Hudders/leld  News,  **  A  very  able  paper.  .  .  .  simple  as  the 
style  appears,  there  is  much  of  pure  phtiosophy  between  the  UittB."— Kilkenny  Modfirator.  **  A 
strange  question  this  seems  to  be  to  ask,  and  sUghtly  irreverent  it  sounds,  but  the  treatment  of  it 
is  perfectlv  unobjectionable.  We  have  read  the  article  more  than  twice,  and  think  it  worth 
Btudyinv.*  — £aAt«m  Post.  **  Full  of  broad,  vigorous  thought,  and  earnest  religious  insight." — 
Aberdetn  Free  Press. 

Df.  Absinthe  and  Mdlle.  Tartinb. 

"  Some  vemes,  a  story  of  Paris,  under  an  expressive  title,  with  a  bright,  though  in  the  end 
■ad  refrain."— //incoln  Gazette. 

Lost  Elements  of  Ancient  Lore.    By  Francis  R.  Conder,  C.E. 

**Somo  extremely  curious  deductions  from  a  study  of  the  chronological  order  of  eventi, 
indicating  how  the  great  and  moving  events  of  the  world  have  come  in  certain  cycles." — 
Ncneonformist  **We  had  the  curiosity  to  turn  to  the  Knglish  Hidtory,  and  there  foond,  in 
addition  to  the  figures  cited  by  Mr.  Conder,  ihat  the  Plantagenet  Rule  likewise  lasted  eiaetly 
S44  years.    The  speculation  is  not  a  little  curious."— lessee  Telegraph. 

Early  Days  of  Mortimer  Collins. 

*'  Superior  in  interest,  because  dealing  witn  untrodden  ground,  is  a  very  charming  paper  on  the 
•  Early  Days  of  Mortimer  Collins.'  The  story  is  given  without  hflectnrioaor  acerbity.**- Jfomln^ 
Advertiser.  **  A  genial  chapter."- iStotidard.  *•  The  most  attrsctWe  psper."— Osrli^Ze  Patriot, 
**  )ye  shall  wait  witn  considerable  impatience  the  appearance  of  ihe  next  article."— ff^oJb^/leicC 
Herald  **  The  same  writer  promises  to  follow  him  as  a  man,  and  we  anxiously  look  forward 
to  the  pleasant  narrative."— Oambridps  Chronicle. 
Elizabeth  Carter,  Poet,  Pbiloeopher,  and  Old  Maid.    By  Mabel  Collins. 

**A  deMghtfol  peep  into  the  private  life  of  a  notable  family  or  last  century."- Porcvpfns.  *■  Tbe 
Anecdote  [in  this  paper]  has  sent  us  to  our  Greek  Tes.nm*  nt,  nnd  to  all  the  translaiit.n>«  withfa 
our  reach."— Jn^gruirer.  ** Mabel  Collins,  discoursing. on  Elizabeth  Carter,  indica  es  how  en- 
couraging it  is  to  look  bock  and  find  that  even  in  the  old  days,  when  learning  was  ran^  and  difDeolt, 
a  few  women  lone  up  and  »hewea  the  world  ihat  knowledge  does  not  oetraci  from  grsce,  or 
wisdom  from  usvfulnew"."— W^o/vfrTkawpton  Chronicle. 
Erin  Stops  the  Way.    By  R.  Bagwell. 

*'  Handles  with  some  stsverity.  but  with  a  good  deal  of  humour,  the  action  of  ^e  Obetme- 
ttonists  in  Parliament."— i:dm5uri7/i  Caurant. 

tY  Notices. 
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DUBLIN  UNIVERSITY  MA.aAZINB  MDNTHLY  ADVERTISEMENTS.  ^ 

Dublin  University  Magrazine  for  October,  1877. 

**  Fally  maintains  its  reputation,  and  is  characterised  by  both  freshness  and  Tariety.'* — Daiiy 
(puvrUcle,       *'  Altogether  a  readable  and  excellent  magazine." — Public  Opinion, 

"Is  recovering  its  yoath.    This  month  is  exceedingly  fresh  and  Tigorous." — Noneon/ormitt, 

"An  excellent  number." — Civil  JStroice  Gazette, 

"We  are  gratified  to  see  that  its  new  conductors  are  more  than  keeping  up  the  old  prestige  of 
this  old-established  monthly."— Z<r«7»ooi  Mercury,  "Papers  of  note." — York  Herald,  "The 
number  is  enjoyable,  and  we  speak  emphatically,  all  tastes  are  zouvxWjcAJ*— Metropolitan,  "  It  does 
one  good  to  see  how  well  thUi  establUihed  and  excellent  periodical  maintains  its  reputation."  —/^ocitiMy 
and  Kingsland  Oaftte.  "A  number  of  rare  excellence.'*— ^Kejticrrn  Times,  ''Maintains  its  hig)i 
place." — Brighton  Examiner,  "  Continues  to  shew  much  strength  under  its  new  regime.** — Bristol 
Mercury.  **  This  able  and  well-conducted  magazine  contains,  as  usual,  a  choice  selection  of  articles 
written  with  great  literary  ability.  It  is  decidedly  a  first-class  periodical,  and  calculated  in  every  way 
to  secure  the  attention  of  an  intelligent  and  educajied  class." — Durham  Advertiser,  **  This  month 
is  as  varied  and  attractive  as  ever." — Preston  Herald.  *'  Brimful  of  able,  vigorous,  and  thoughtful 
writing."— iSrtr/in^  Journal,  "  The  brilliancy  and  scholarly  tone  of  Its  articles." — Torquay  Directory, 
"Every  page  bears  marks  of  original,  forcible,  and  genial  thoxx^ht."— Shrewsbury  Journal,, 
"  Has  lately  so  distlngubhed  itself  among  the  monthlies  as  a  well  edited  and  first-class  magazine." — 
Essex  Standard.  "  Is  all  that  a  periodical  should  be  to  ensure  general  favour ;  and  it  is  therefors 
not  surprising  that  success  has  attended  the  efforts  of  the  new  management.'* — Exeter  Flying  Post, 

CONTENTS. 
Sketch  op  Roumanian  History.    By  J.  W.  Ozanne. 

"An   interesting   sketch.'*— Globe,       "Gives   some   serviceable   information."— ^uiufay    Tiftut 
**  Both  timely  and  useful." — Derby  Mercury, 

A  Roman  Poet  at  Home. 

*  Marked  by  some  elegance."— /*M6/fc  Opinion,  "  A  very  pretty  translation."— /Tj/imny  Moderator,. 

OUB  Portrait  Gallery. — Second  Series.     No.  45.    Rev.  Hugh  Reginald 

Hawela,  M.A.    With  a  Biographio  Sketoh  by  Tighe  Hopkins. 

"A  special  interest  attaches  to  this  month's  University  ^  on  account  of  the  pho^graph  of  the  Rer 
H.  R.  Hawels,  and  the  literary  article  accompanying  it." — Literary   World.       "Most  intei eating  is> 
Mr.  Tlghe  Hopkins'  sketch  of  the  career  of  that  representative  Broad  Churchman." — Edinburgh  IkUlf 
Review.       "  A  striking  likeness,  and  the  sketch  of  his  life  is  full  of  varied  interest" — Croydon 
Chronicle,       "  A  very  interesting  tkttcli," —Northern  Whig. 

WiNGW  OP  Escape;  or  The  Limit  op  Magic.    By  an  Old  Contributor, 

"A  strange,  weird  story,  adroitly  dealt  yi\th,"—Dfiily  Chronicle.  "A  weird,  legendary  tale,  written 
in  a  fascinating  style." — Hampshire  TAegraph.  **  There  is  a  fascination  in  *  An  Old  Contributor's ' 
tales  that  cannot  be  resisted,  attd  the  one  by  this  Mrriter  in  the  present  number  is  as  decidedly  clever 
as  anything  we  have  had  previously." — Yarmouth  Gazette.  "We  are  always  glad  to  see  'An  Old 
Contributor'  at  work,  whose  papers  have  always  a  weird  chsrm.  while  they  never  lack  suggestiveness."— 
Norfolk  News,       *  Nous  rappelle  les  idiies  haaard^es  d'Edgar  Voe."—Chronique  de  Jersey, 

The  Gentle  Science.    By  Francis  Ronbiliao  Conder,  O.E. 

"  His  gracefhl  essay  will  well  repay  pemsaL" — London  Daily  Chronicle,  "  The  subject  throngh- 
out  is  dealt  with  in  a  manner  calculated  to  arrest  the  attention  of  the  reader." — Surrey  Advertiser, 

Lays  of  the  Saistly.    By  the  London  Hermic.    No.  17. — Sister  Beatrice. 
"  An  amiable  parody."— Zk>m/o«.       "  Cavalier  treatment  of  a  most  beautiful  legend."— Truth, 

Did  Jesus  Know  Greek  7    By  Keningale  Cook,  LL.D. 

**  Perhaps  the  most  attractive  paper  is  that  of  Dr.  Keningale  Cook,  admirably  and  thonghtftaUy 
written." — Echo.  "The  leading  article  of  tue  number  ....  a  ^tcholarly  production." — J^tblie 
Opinion.  "  A  very  original  article." — Nonconformist.  "  The  writer's  view  on  the  subject  is  original,, 
and  it  is  supported  with  much  ability,  and  excellent  taste  and  feeling." — Truth.  ♦•  The  conclusion 
being  that  he  did,  and  we  believe  it  to  be  well-established." — Quren,  ''A  somewhat  popular  and  most 
readable  plea." — Edinburgh  Daily  Review.  *'A  learned  paper."— Cx/ord  Chronicle.  "Of  this 
article  we  can  scarcely  speak  too  highly,  it  Is  reverent  and  wholarly."— Warrington  Guardian, 
"  An  uncommon  subject  uncommonly  well  handled." — Essex  Herald.  *'One  of  the  most  suggestive 
of  the  many  papers  of  a  similar  nature  that  have  lately  come  from  the  pen  of  this  able  writer." — 
Hawick  Express,  "The  gem  of  this  month's  mnjruzine."— /J^rAt/a/*  Times.  "Another  of  Dr. 
Keningale  Cook's  extraordinary  papers.  .  .  .  Like  all  his  writings,  It  is  most  profound,  and  yet  clear 
and  simple." — Folkestone  Express, 

Early  Days  of  Mortimer  Collins. 

**  No  literary  man  has  for  many  years  coiled  forth  so  large  a  nnmber  of  i)ost-mortem  articles  ss 
the  late  Mortimer  Collins,  but  the  account  now  given  of  his  cnrly  days  is  the  best  we  have  seen.** — 
Daily  Chronicle.  **  With  vivid  recollection  of  the  pleasure  we  had  in  the  perusal  of  the  *  Early  Days- 
of  Mortimer  Collins,'  in  last  month's  Dublin  University  Afagaiine,  we  at  once  turn  to  ttut  paper  in  the 
new  issue,  nor  are  we  disappointed." — Cambridge  Chronicle  and  University  Journal..  "  EspedaUy 
interesting."— Oa:/(i>rd  Journal,  •*  Will  be  found  very  interesting."— «H/  Service  Gautte,  ••  Ex- 
ceedingly readable."— /Joe*. 

The  Medical  Basis  of  Charms.    By  Edward  T.  Blake,  M.D.,  M.E.C.S.E, 

"A  curious  paper  on  the  element  of  medical  trnth  in  home  popular  superstitions  and  belieft." 

Ulustralrd  London  News.  "  Opens  up  the  way  for  some  speculation." — Rock,  **  Gives  a  number  of 
remarknble  instances  in  which  medical  experience  has  borne  out  previous  popular  beliefs." — EdMbmrgh 
Courant. 

"  Fbear-as-Uccaribh  :  '*  tds  Hdngrt  Griss.— "  The  beauty  of  the  little  poem."— Tz-aW. 

LiTXRABT  NoTiCKS.— *  Are  very  well  written."- iSto/i^dury  and  Winchester  Journal, 
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GHUBB'S 

Patent  Safes  and  Patent  Detector  Locks, 

IRON    DOORS    FOR    STRONG    ROOMS. 

UlustinUd  Fric€  Lists  Oratis  and  Pott-free. 

CHUBB  &  SON,  57,  St.  Paul's  Churchyard, 

LONDON. 

WEST  END  BRANCH  :   68,  ST.  JAMES'S  STREET,  S.W. 

28,  T/>rd  Street,  Liverpool ;  G8,  Croti  Street,  l^Uncheiter ;  and  Wolverhamptom 

AaiNTs   FOB  Ireland  :— JOHN  PKRRY  k  SON,  89,  Patrick  Street,  Cork ;    R.  O. 
^ GATCHELL  k  SON,  7,  Dawon  Street,  Dublim 

Slni&trsiti;  illaga^int. 

In  January  bogins  a  new  series  of  this  periodical  under  tlie  more 
comprehensive  title  of  the  Unirentity  Magatine.  The  cover  and  style 
will  not  1)0  nltf'Fod  ;  and  the  2)reBent  name  will  retain  a  place  on  Ae 
title-page ;  while  the  Magazine  keeps  the  goodwill  of  its  old  Bub- 
ecrihc^rfi  and  tlie  honour  of  its  old  traditions. 

We  receive  a  flupport  irova  both  writers  and  readers  that  wo  trust 
will  make  us  worthy  of  the  broader  name.  We  have  a  fine  old  boati 
which  has  carried  many  oarsmen  and  passengers  of  distinction  during 
the  pant  half -century  ;  it  has  been  overhauled  of  late,  and  to  judge  by 
the  expressions  of  opinion  which  reach  us  from  all  the  chief  to^ms  oi 
the  kingdom,  it  is  but  seasoned  by  time,  and  can  carry  weight  as  well 
as  the  golden  grains  of  poetr}',  and  art,  and  pleasant  thought. 

We  are  more  interested  in  our  quality  than  quantity,  but  may 
etate  that  under  the  new  management,  and  during  the  last  f<'w  monthly 
our  circulation  has  risen  more  than  one-thii*d,  and  like  the  worUy 
is  still  moving. 

University  Magazine  for  Januart. 

In  this,  or  the  immediately  succeeding  number,  will  appear  contri- 
butions by  the  following,  and  other  well-known  authors: — 
B.  D.  Blackmoke,  M.A.,  author      |     Alsaoer  Hay  Hill. 
of  "Lorna  Doduo,*'    "Erema,"      i     Hichard  Henoist  Horne,  antlior 
«&c.  of  ••  Orion,"  &c. 

Ulipr  I^alfh  Bi'KKE,  M.A.  Christina  Kossbtti. 

Mahel  Collins.  William  Michael  Rossetti. 

rKAX«:lS  RoiBILIAt^  CONDER,  C.E.  J.  F.  WaLLER,  LL.D. 

Keninoale  Cook,  LL.D.  .     An  Old  Contributor. 

A  new  peri  OS  of  *'  Our  Portrait  Gallery"  will  commence  witb  Mr. 
Matthew  Arnold. 

NOTICE    TO    CO HHEHPOl^ DENTS,  ' 

Contrihutionf  not  accejttvd  are  returned  on  receipt  pf  ttampt  fof^  postage^  wkiA 
should  in  ail  rate»  accomjmny  the  manafcri])t. 

All  rontrihufiotis  are  attentively  voufidered,  bul^  owinff  to  the  number  qf  JJSS,  r*- 
ceired,  the  Editor f  cannot  undertake  to  refdy  to corretpondentM  atonctf  or  to  tcrite  acriti&m 
ujton  ineliyiltle  contributions,  or  to  erphtn  their  reoMons  /or  non-^icceptanc€, 

Advertiiementi  rhonld  be  sent  to  Mew^t,  Gordon  and  Gotek^  Advertitinff  Iffffa 
JSt,  Brit1f*i  Strret,  Ludgate  Circus^  lAmdon,  not  later  than  the  IBtk  qf  the  month, 
Publisheri  fhould  tend  Books  for  Review  to  the  care  of  Metart,  ffmrtt  ^  BlacksU, 
Perrons  who  demro  to  Bubscribe  for  Thb  UNrvERHrrT  Maoazuu  can  do  so 
through  their  own  Bookflellcrs ;  or  by  forwarding  Thirty  Shilling!,  one  year*!  Subecriplion, 
to  the  Publishers.  Single  numbers  will  be  forwardeil  (poet  free)  on  reeeipt  (tf  Two 
Shillings  an<l  Sixpence  ;  and  also  to  any  place  abroad  by  remitting  the  postage  for  8  o&, 
in  addition  to  the  Subscription. 
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tt  LAMPLOUOH.  CONSULTINa  CHEMIST. 

na.  HollKim.  il.U,.  oi?conJ  iluor  ^^.■m  Uniion  G.irdun,  Ijindijo. 
«n  <Tfi''     ■■  1   ii"i,'."'.i  !■     ■■  .II..I  1. 1:,  V   .:       'I,    -  ,1 .  .  :;-    I'.j  ,  .(u.  n,!     n*    2i«. 


POSSESSING  ALL  THE  PROPERTIES  OF 
THE   FINEST  ARROWROOT, 


ROWN  AND  POLSOIN'S 
CORN   FLOUR 


HAS  TWENTY     YEARS'  WORLD-WIDE 
REFUTATION, 

AND  IS  UNEQUALLED  FOR  UNIFORMLY  SUPERIOR 


rlto  .    ^utfSt  Class  Medal  Awarded 

AT   THE  VIENNA   EXHIBITION    FOR 

ADAMS'S 

NBW    PATKST 


'CEHTRAL-FIRE 

Breech-Loading 

REVOLVER 


■H 


at  Woolwich  with 
M  B    UrgeC   tfU 


s  Eieluairoly  Adopted  by  B.U.'a  Wur  Deportrnpnt, 

TBI  POI.mK  FOBCKH,  IKD  TARIOCS  OOMMII,  GOTRRKHCKTIl. 

or   the    Finest   Ijondon    M&nufttcture,   and    Warranted. 

Sole  Manufacturers,   ADAMS'S   PATENT  SMALL   ARMS  COMPANY, 

JOHN  ADAMS,  UBiuglns  Dirwuir. 
COXTRACTOnS    TO    It.  M.'B    WAH    nKPARTUHST, 

391.     STRAND,     LONDON,     W.C. 


retiHnl  nl 


a  Rnyil  Anenil,  Woolwich,  from  tlio  Tlmri, 
c,  fee,  tiiiiuihrr  with  Prii^  LiiU  uDd  olher 
Uo  W.  U.  QDoeriil  Order,  Mitch,  1817. 


Breech-Loading  Rifles,  Guns,  and  Appurtenanoes  of  all  kindB. 

THE  NEW  BINOCULAR  TELESCOPE. 


.  Tho  oxi|nuite  power  nnil  deSnitioii  uf  tliia  Inatrument, 
together  with  tho  adTniitsgo  of 

BINOCULAR    VISION, 


ilalioii  for  its 


Is  a  Buflicient 

general  n«e  for 

DEER-STALKING  &  YACHTING. 

Mounted  in  Brotue  and  Alnmimiun. 


I  FIELD,  MARINE,  i  OPERA  GLASSES 


op  HIOHEST   liCM.ITY. 


DOLLOND, 

1,  ■UQ-DQiKW* 


O 


— ^-J. 

ACCIDENTS  BY  FLOOD  &  FIELD. 


-CCIDENT; 

OF    ALL    KINDS 

THE  RAILWAY  PASSENGEf 
ASSURANCE   /^hmdakiv 

Tua  Ouiue  asd  1 r*r  A 

Hon.  A.  KDJJIAIRD.  M.P«  Cniairman. 

t'   • 

feuBSCKlBED  CAiSTAX;      ...    £1,000.0 
LSifUAL  1SCOME  '-a(?5.000 

£1,120,000 

aAVE  BEEN  PAID  AS  COMPENSATION.  ; 

gt.<.i>.mi. in  i-ik*.-Efi  iteJtit  l.v  A   ;[■..;    ni  .  Y'm.i,!,  \ii..'; 

It  (liu  i'»«rti  of  lnii»rj'.  "l***^  *' 

HUM'S  AlXtmiill  TO  \3^:- 

STAM  1.,   , 
•  •  M  ri,<-  TUDoty  fitj|(ioa>,  \ha  UxxJ  ilcuni-.  u( 

4,  OORNHILL,  &  !0,  REGENT  STREET,  LONDON. 

'NtlUAU  J.  VIAN,  Sicrsrsry. 


